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Dramatis  PerfoQgp. 


>  Friends  4nd  Followers  of  Antony, 


FrifH^s  to  CsTar. 


M  Antony. 
*  Odavius  Casfar. 
Lepidus. 
Sex.  Pompeius.   . 
IInobarbus>         1 
Ventidius, 
Canidii^Sy 
Eros^ 
Scarus> 
DecretaS) 
Demetrius^ 
Philo, 
Mecsnas, 
Agrippa, 
Ddabelby 
ProcukiuSff 
HiidiaSf 
Gallus, 
Mena^ 
Menecratesy 
Varrius, 
Aiexas, 
Mardian, 
Diomedes, 
A  Soothfajer. 
Clown. 

Cleopatra^  Queen  of  iEgypt. 

Odavia«  ^er  to  Casfar,  i^  Wife  to  Antony. 

Charmian) 

Iras, 

AmbaffadoTs  from    Antony   to  Caefar,  Captains^ 
Soldiers^  Meffengersy  and  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE  Ips  in  federal  Parts    of  the 

Roma(i  Empire. 

Antony 


C  Friends  to  Pompey. 
Servants  to  Cleopatra, 


V  Ladies  attending  on  Cleopatra* 
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ACTI.     SCENE   I. 


SCENE  Alexandria  in  ^gypr. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 


K  Y,  but  this  Dotage  of  our  General 
O'ei-Bows  the  Mcafure ;  thofe  his  goodly 

Eyes 
That  o  er  the  Files  and  Mufters  of  the  War, 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Man,  now  bend^ 
now  turn 

The  Office  and  Devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  Tawny  Front.   His  Captain's  Heart* 
Which  in  the  fcuSes  of  great  fights  hath  burft 
The  Buclles  on  his  Breatt,  reneges  all  Temperi 
And  is  become  the  Bellows  and  the  Fan 
To  cool  3  Gyplies  Luft*   Looj(  where  they  come  ! 


Vc»x.  VJ, 


A4 


•  %.i 


16^6         Antony  and  Cleopatra^ 

E9$tfr  Antooy»  oftd  Cleopatra^'  her  Ladies  ;   the  Trmn^  win 

E9Muchs  fanning  her. 
Tjike  but  good  Not,^,  an4  you  (hall fee  him« 
The  tripple  )?illar  of  the  World,  transformed 
Into  a  Strumpet's  FooL  /fiiehold  and  fee* 

Cleo.  If  it  be  Love  indeed,  tel!  me  how  much  ? 

Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 

Cleo.  1*11  fet  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 

Ant.  Then  mufl  thou  needs  find  out  new  Heav'nj  new 

Earth. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger.. 

Mef.  News,  my  good  Lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant.  Rate  me  the  Sum. 

CUo.  Nay»  hear  them  Antony. 
Fulvia  perchance  is  angry  4  or  who  knows. 
If  the  fcarce-bearded  Cafar  have  not  fent 
His  powerful  Mandate  to  you.  Do  this>  or  this  i 
Take  in  that  Kingdom,  and  infranchife  that ; 
Perform^*  or  elfe  we  damn  thee. 

Ant.  How,  my  Love  i 

Cleo.  Perchance,  nay>  and  mod  like. 
You  muft  not  ftay  here  longer*  your  difmiffion 
Is  come  from  Cefir^  therefore  hear  it  Antony. 
Vfhert^s FlMvia*s Proctb ? Qefat^s I  would  fay,  both? 
Call  in  the  Meffengers ;  as  I  am  c^^m*s  Queen, 
Thou  bluihef):  Ajnony^  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Cafar^s  Homager  :  elfe  fo  thy  Cheeb  pay  Shame, 
When  fhrill-tongu'd  Ftdvia  fcolds.  The  Meffengers. 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tjber  melt,  and  the  wide  Arch 
Of  the  rais'd  Empire  fall ;  here  is  my  fpace. 
Kingdoms  are  Clay  ;  Our  dungy  Earth  alike 
Feeds  Beaft  as  Man ;  the  Noblenefs  of  Life 
Is  to  do  thus ;  when  fuch  a  mutual  pair. 
And  fuch  a  twain  can  do*t ;  in  which  I  bind. 
On  pain  of  Puni(hment,  the  World  to  wiet 
We  ftand  up  Peerlefs. 

Cleo.  Excellent  Falihood ! 
Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia^  and  not  love  her  f 
I'll  feem  the  Fopl  I  am  OQt.  Antony  will  be  hixiifeif. 

Ah 
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Ant.  But  ftirr'd  by  Oeopdtra. 
Now  for  the  love  of  love,  and  his  fofc  Hours, 
Let's  not  confound  the  time  with  Conference  havtk ; 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  Lives  (hould  ftretch 
Without  fome  Pleafure  now.    What  fporc  to  night  i 

CU0.  Hear  tho  AmbafTadors. 

Ant.  Fie  wrangling  Queen  I 
Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep ;  irhofe  every  Paflion  fully  ftrives 
To  make  it  felf  in  thee  fair  and  admir'd* 
No  Meflfenger  but  thine,  and  all  alone, 
To  Night  we'll  wander  through  the  Streets^  and  note 
The  Qualities  of  People.   Come,  my  Queen, 
Laft  night  you  did  defire  it.    Speak  not  to  us. 

[_Exennt  with  their  Tr4mm 

Dem.  Is  Cefiir  with  Antomus  prized  fo  flight  ? 

PbiL  Sir,  fometimes  when  he  is  not  Antony^ 
He  comes  too  (hort  of  that  great  Property 
Which  fiill  fliould  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I  am  full  forry,  that  he  approves  the  common  Liar» 
who  thus  fpeaksof  himat  Rome ;  but  I  will  hope  of  better 
Deeds  to  morrow.   Reft  you  happy.  lExenntm 

Enter  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Iras»  Alexas,  nnd  n 

Soothfnjer. 

Chdr.  L.  Alenasy  fweet  Alexas^  moft  any  thing  Alexus^ 
almoft  moft  abfolute  ^/^at^z,  where's  the  Soothfayer  that 
youiprais'd  to  th'  Queen  f  Oh  \  that  I  knew  this  HuP- 
band,  which  you  fay,  muft  change  his  Horns  with  Gai- 
lands. 

Alex.  Soothfayer. 

S§oth.  Your  will  ? 

Chnr.  Is- this  the  Man  ?  Is't  you.  Sir,  that  know  things? 

Sooth.  In  Nature's  infinite  Book  of  Secrecy,  a  little  I  can 
read. 

AUx.  Shew  him  your  Hand. 

Em.   Bring  in  the  Banquet   quickly :    Wine  enough, 
Cleopatra^  Health  to  drink. 

Charm  Good  Sir,  give  me  good  Fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  forefee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  forefee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  /hsll  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  we. 

Cjl^^r.  He  means  inhl^th.  It^ 
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Irds.  No>  you  Hiail  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid. 

jilcx.  Vex  not  his  Patience,  be  attentive.        ' 

Char.  Huftl   !  '       • 

Sooth.  You  (hall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  Liver  with  Drinking. 

^lex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  fome  excellent  FortuM.    Let  me 
Married  to  three  Kings  in  a  Forenoon,  and  Widow 
all  ;  let  me  have  a  Child  at  fifty,  to  whom- ff^rtd  o£  Jpuy 
may  do  Homage.    Find  me  to  marry  me  with  03m 
Cdfar^  and  Companion  mc  with  my  Miftrefs.  'yM 

Sooth.  You  (hall  out-live  the  Lady  whom  yott  ferv&^i  ' 

Char.  Oh  excellent,  I  love  long  Life  better  than  K^ 

Soothm  You  have  feen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  Fortttiff/ 
than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then  belike  my  Children  (hall  have  no  Nam^s ; 
Prithee  how  many  Boys  and  Wenches  muft  I  have  } 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  Wi(hes  had  a  Womb, 
And  foretel  every  Wifli,  a  Million. 

Char.  Out  Fool,  I  forgive  thee  for  a  Witch. 

jilex.  You  think  none  but  your  Sheets  are  privy  to  your 
Wiflies. 

Char.  Nay  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

uiUx.  We'll  know  all  our  Fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  mod  of  our  Fortunes  to  night,  (hall  be 
to  go  drunk  to  Bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  Palm  prefages  Chaftity,  if  nothing  clfe. 

Char.  E'en  as  the  o'erflowing  Njlus  prefageth  Famine. 

Iras.  Go  you  wild  Bedfellow,  you  cannot  Soothfay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  Palm  be  not  a  fruitful  Prognofti- 
cation,  I  cannot  fcratch  mine  Ear.  Prithee  tell  her  but  a 
Workyday  Fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  Fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how  >  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.  I  have  faid. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  Fortune  bctt.T  tl  an  (he  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  Fortune  better 
than  I ;  where  would  you  chufe  it  i 

Iras. 
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trds.  Not  in  my  Husband's  Nofe. 

Char.  Our  woner  thoughts  Heav'os  mend. 

Mex.  ComC)  his  Fortune,  his  Fortune.  Oh  let  him 
Marry  a  Woman  that  cannot  go,  fweet  IJU,  I  bereech  thee, 
vA  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a  worfe,  and  let  worfe 
(bUow  worfe,  'till  the  worft  of  ail  follow  him  laughing  to 
his  Grave,  Fifty*fold  a  Cuckold.  Good  Ifis^  hear  me  this 
Prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  Weight ; 
good  Ifis^  I  befeech  thee. 

Char.  Amtn^  dear  Goddefs^  hear  that  Prayer  of  the 
People.  For»  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  fee  a  handfome 
Man  loofe-wiv'd,  fo  it  is  a  deadly  Sorrow,  to  behold  a  foul 
Ko&veUncuckolded  ;  therefore,  dear //&,  keep  ^ilrr^r/v/v,  and 
Fortune  him  accordingly. 

AUx.  Lo  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  Hands  to  make  me  a 
Cttdold,  they  would  make  themfelves  Whores,  but  they'd 
do't. 

Enttr  Cleopatra. 

£m.  Hufh,  here,  comes  jintonj^ 

Char.  Not  he»  the  Queen. 

CUq.  Saw  you  my  Lord  ? 

£w.  No,  Lady. 

Cko.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  Madam. 

Qio.  He  was  difpos'd  to  Mirth,  butonthefudden 
A  Rom49$  thought  had  ftruck  him.  Enobarhns. 

E94.  Madam. 

Cko.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither ;  where's  jiUxas  i 

Jkx.  Here  at  your  Service,  my  Lord  approaches. 
Enter  Antony  ovith  a  MeJJenger  and  jittendants. 

CU$.  We  will  not  look  upon  him  ;  go  with  us.  \ExeHnt. 

Mtf.  Eulvia  thy  Wife,  firft  came  into  the  Field. 

Anu  Againft  my  Brother  Lucim  ? 

Mtf.  Ay,  but  foon  that  War  had  end,  and  the  times  ftate 
Made  Friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  Againft  Cafar^ 
Whofe  better  Ifle  in  the  War  of  Itd]^ 
Upon  the  firfi  encounter  drave  thenu 

Am.  Well,  what  worft  i 

Mef  The  Nature  of  bad  News  infers  the  TelUt. 
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jint.  When  it  concei'ns  the  Fool  or  Coward ;  on. 
Things  that  are  paft,  are  done,  with  me.  'Tis  thus, 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  Tale  lye  Death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'd. 

Mef.  Lahienus^  this  is  ftiff  News, 
Hath,  with  his  Parthian  Force*  extended  jifia » 
From  Euphrates  his  conquering 
Banner  ihook,  from  Syria  to  Ljdia^ 
And  to  loniaj  whilft  ■ 

A»t»  Antony  thou  would'ft  fay. 
Mef.  Ob,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  Tongue 
Name  Cleopatra  as  ihe  is  call'd  in  Rome  : 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia^s  Phrafe,  and  taunt  my  Faults 
With  fuch  full  Licenfe*  as  both  Truth  and  MaUce 
Have  Power  to  utter.  Oh  then  we  bring  forth  Weeds, 
When  our  quick  Winds  lye  ftill,  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  Earing ;  fare  thee  well  a  while. 
Mef.  At  your  Noble  Pleafure. 
At^t.  From  Scicion  how  the  News  I  fpeak  there. 
Mef.  The  Man  from  Scicion^  is  there  fuch  an  one  ? 
Attend.  He  ftays  upon  your  will, 
Ajit.  Let  him  'appear  ; 
7  hefe  ftrong  t/£^ptian  Fetters  I  muft  breakt 
Or  lofe  my  felf  in  Dotage.    What  arc  you  ? 

Enter  another  Mejfenger  with  a  Letter. 
2  MeJ.  Fulvia  thy  Wife  is  dead. 
Ant.  Where  died  Ihe  ? 
z  Mef  Iq  Scicion,  her  length  of  Sicknefi 
With  what  elfe  more  ferious> 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears. 

Ant.  Forbeajp  me. 
There^s  a  great  Spirk  gone,  thus  did  I  defire  iti 
What  our  Contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us* 
We  wifh  it  Hours  again,  the  prefent  Pleafure» 
By  revolution  lowring>  does  become 
The  oppofite  of  it  felf ;  ihe's  good  being  gone» 
The  Hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  fliov'd  her  on. 
I  muft  from  this  t^gyptian  Queen  break  off. 
Ten  thousand  harms>  mare  than  the  ills  I  know 
Afyidleacfi  doth  haxch.    How  now  Eiwb^rbHs  ? 
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Enter  Enobarbus, 
En9.  What's  your  plcafure,  Sir? 
Antm  I  muft  with  hafte  from  hence. 
Eno.  Why  then  we  kill  all  our  Women.     We  fee  how 
iDortal  an  Unkindnefs  is  to  them>  if  they  fu£Fer  our  depar- 
ture. Death's  the  word. 
Ant.  I  muft  be  gone. 

£»a.  Under  a  compeUing  occafion,  let  Women  die.  It  y 
.were  pity  to  caft  them  away  for  nothing,  thongh  between 
them  and  a  great  caufe»  they  (hould  be  tftef.m'd  riotbing. 
Cleopatra  catching  but  the  leaft  noife  of  this  dies  i^-^flantly; 
I  have  feen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far  poorer  moment: 
I  do  think  there  is  Mettle  in  Death,  which  commits  fome 
bviog  ad  upon  her,  (he  hath  fuch  a  Celerity  in  Dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  paft  Man's  Thought. 
-  £m.  Ahckf  Sir,  no,  her  Paflions  are  made  of  nothing 
bat  the  fineft  part  of  pure  Love.  We  cannot  call  her  Winds 
>  and  Waters,  Sighs  and  Tears :  And  yet  they  are  greatar 
Storms  and  Tempefts  than  Almanacks  can  report.  This  can* 
not  be  cunning  in  her:  if  it  be,  (he  makes  a  Show*r  of  Rain 
IS  well  as  Jwe, 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  feen  her. 

Eno^  Oh  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unfeen  a  wonderful  Piece 
of  Work^  which  not  to  have  been  bleft  withal,  would  have 
difcredited  your  Travel. 

Ant:  Fidvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir! 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Futvia\ 

Ant.  Dead. 

Eno.  Why  Sir,  give  the  Gods  a  thankful  Sacrifice :  when 
it  pleafeth  their  Deities  to  take  the  Wife  of  a  Man  from 
him,  it  ihews  to  Man  the  Tailors  of  the  Earth:  Comforting 
him  therein,  that  when  old  Kobes  are  worn  out,  there  are 
Members  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more  Women  but 
InhriOj  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  cafe  were  to  be 
lamented :  This  Grief  is  crown'd  with  Confolation,  your 
|Old  Smock  brings  forth  a  new  Petticoat*  and  indeed  the  Ttars 
live  in  an  Onion,  that  fliould  water  this  Sorrow. 

/  Ant. 
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jint.  The  Bufinefs  (he  hath  broached  in  the  State, 
Cannot  endure  my  Abfence. 

Eno.  And  the  BufiAefs  you  have  broach'd  here  cannot 
without  you,  efpecially  that  of  CleopMrifs»  which  wfiK 
depends  on  your  Aboaa. 

Ant.  No  more  like  Anfwers:  Let  our  Officers 
Ha\  c  notice  what  we  purpofe.     I  fball  break 
The  caufe  of  our  Expedience  to  the  Queen^ 
And  get  her  Love  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fmhia^  with  more  urgent  touches 
Do  ftrongly  fpeak  to  us,  but  the  Letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  Friends  in  Rome^ 
Petition  us  at  Home.     Sexms  Pompeius 
Hath  giv'n  the  Dare  to  Cejary  and  commands 
The  Empire  of  the  Sea.    Our  flipp'ry  People^ 
Whofc  Love  is  never  linked  to  the  Dcfervtr, 
'Till  his  Dcferts  are  pift,  b^n  to  throw 
Pompej  the  Great,  and  alf  his  Dignities 
Upon  his  Son;  who  high  in  Name  and  PowV,' 
JHigher  clan  both  in  Blood  and  Life,  ftands  op 
For  the  main  Soldier :  Whofe  Quality  going  on. 
The  fides  o'th'  World  may  danger.  Much  is  breeding^ 
Which  like  the  Cburfer's  Hair,  hath  yet  but  Life, 
And  not  a  Serpent's  Poifon.     Say  our  Pleafure, 
To  fuch  whofe  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Efio.  I  (hall  do*t.  IExcm 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Al^as,  and  Iras.. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he  f 

Char.  I  did  not  fee  him  fince. 

CUo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  do's: 
I  did  not  fend  you.    If  you  find  him  fad,. 
Say  I  am  Dancing :  if  in  Mirth,  report 
That  I  am  fudden  fick.  Quickly^  and  return. 

Chan  Madam,  methinks  if  you  did  love  him  dearly. 
You  do  not  hold  the  method,  to.  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  fhould  I  do,  I  do  not? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  crofshimin  nothing 

G2^«.  Thou  teacheft  like  a  Fool :  the  way  to  lofe  him. 

Chi 
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W    Char.  Tempt  him  nor,  fo,  too  far.  I  wilh,  forbear. 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  \ie  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

Qeo.  I  am  Sick,  and  fullen* 

Ant.  I  am  forry  to  give  Breathing  to  my  purpofe. 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian^  1  (hall  falU 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  fides  of  Nature  iSeeming  to  faint. 
Will  not  fuflain  it. 

Ant.  Nowj  my  deareft  Queen. 

Clee.  Pray  you  ftand  farther  from  me. 

Ant.  What's  the  matter?  , 

Qeo.  I  know  by  that  fame  Eye  ttere's  feme  good  News. 
What  fays  the  marry'd  Woman?  yqu  may  go; 
Would  (he  bad  never  given  you  leaive.to  come, 
'  Let  her  not  fay  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  Pow'r  upon  you :  Hers  you  are. 

Ant.  The  Gods  l>eu  know. 

Geo.  Oh  never  was  there  Queen 
So  mightily  betrayed ;  yet  at  the  firft 
I  faw  the  Treafons  planted* 

Ant.  Cleopatra., 
h    Cleo.  Why  fliould  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and  true,  - 
Though  you  with  Swearing  fliake  the  throned  Gods, 
.'Who  have  been  falfe  to  Fulviaf  Riotous  Madnefsf 
To  be  entangled  with  thofe  Mouth-made  Vows, 
Which  break  themfelves  in  Swearing. 

Ant.  Moft  fwect  Queen. 

C/w.  Nay  pray  you  feek  no  colour  for  your  going. 
But  bid  farewel,  and  go:  When  you  fued  ilaying, 
Then  was  the  time  for  words:  No  going  then^ 
Eternity  was  in  our  Lips,  and  Eyes, 
Blifs  in  our  Brows  bent,  none  our  Parts  (b  poor. 
But  was  a  race  of  Heaven.  They  are  foftill. 
Or  thou  the  greateft  Soldier  of  the  World, 
Art  turn'd  the  greater  Liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  Lady  ? 

Cleo.  I  would  I  had  thy  Inches,  thou  (hould'ft  know 
There  were  a  Heart  in  t/Egjpt. 

Ant.  Hear  me.  Queen; 

,   The  ftrong  nccclEty  of  time^  commands 

-   '   "■  Ov« 
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►  Friends  and  Followers  of  Antony, 


ki^s  to  C^t. 


M  Antony. 
•  oaavius  C«ftr. 
Lepidus.  -. 

Sex.  Pompeius.  . 
£nobarbus»         1 
Ventidius, 
Canidfi^^ 
Erosy 

Scarusj 

DecretaS) 

Demetrius^ 

Philo, 

Mecsnas, 

Agrippa, 

Dobibeltof 

Proculeius/ 

"ftiidias,     ^ 

Gallus, 

Mena^ 

Menecratesy 

Varriusy 

Aiexas, 

Mardian, 

Diomedes, 

ASoothfayer. 

Clown. 

Cleopatra,  j^een  of  Mgypt. 

03:avia«  Sij^  to  Caefar,  und  Wife  to  Antony. 

Charmian,         1  ^^.^^  4//^»^i«r^  ^;^  Cleopatra; 

Ambajfadors  from    Antony   to  Cxfar,  Captains 
^    Soldiers^  Mejfengers^  and  other  Attendants. 

yhe  SCENE  Ips  in  federal  Parts    of  tht 

Romaa  Empire. 

Anton* 


C  Friends  to  Ponopey* 
Servants  t»  Cleopatra. 
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it  perfed  honour. 
jint.  You'll  heat  my  Blood ;  no  iiiore. 

CUq.  You  catn  d6  better  yet;  but  this  is  meetly; 

Ant.  Novi^  by  my  Sword 

Cko.  And  Target.    Still  he  mends. 
But  this  is  not  the  beft.    Look  prithee,  Charmian; 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  becoine 
The  carriage  of  his  Chafe. 

Ant.  I'll  leave  you>  LadyJ 

Qeo.  Courteous  Lord,  one  word : 
Sir,  you  and  I  muft  part,  but  that's  not  it^ 
Sir,  you  and  1  have  Iov'd»  but  there's  not  it. 
That  you  know  well,  (bmethiog  it  is  I  would : 
Oh,  my  oblivion  is  s(  very  Anioni/:^ 
Aod  I  am  all  forgotten. 
.  Alt.  But  that  your  Royalty 
Hcddi  Idlenefs  your  fubjed,  I  ihbuld  take  you 
For  Idlenefs  it  felf. 

Gfetf.  *Tis  fweating  labour. 
To  bear  fuch  Idleneh  fo  dear  the  Heart 
MCkapatra  this.    But,  Sir,  forgive  me. 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me»  when  they  do  not 
Eje  well  to  yoii.     Your  honour  calls  you  hence,^ 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  Folly, 
And  all  the  Gods  go  with  you.  Upon  your  Sword  ;: 

Sit  lawrell'd  Vidory,  and  fmooth  Succefs 
Be  ftrew'd  before  your  Feeti 

Ant.  Let  us  go. 
Come:  Our  feparation  fo  abides  and  flies. 
That  thou  reiiding  here,  goeft  yet  with  me^ 
And  I  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee.     \ 
Away;  lExennt'i 

SCENE    II.     Rome. 

Enter  Ofiavius  Cacfar  reading  a  Letter^  Lepidus,  and 

Attendants, 

(kf.  You  may  fee,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know^ 
It  is  not  Ca/ar^s  natural  Voice,  to  hate  * 

One  great  Competitor.     From  Alexandria 
This  is  the  News ;  he  fifhes,  drinks,  and  wafle^ 
The  Lamps  of  Night  in  revek;  Is  not  moreMinWkt 

yoL.  vr.  B  twti 
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Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  Queen  of  PtoUmj 

More  Womanly  than  he.     Hardiv  gave  Audience* , 

Or  did  vouchfafe  to  think  he  had  Partners.     You 

Shall  find  there  a  Man,  who  is  th'abftrad  of  all  faults  i  > 

That  all  Men  follow.  ! 

Lep.  I  mud  not  think 
There  are  Evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  Goodnefi ; 
His  Faults  in  him»  feem  as  the  fpots  of  Heav'Oy 
More  fiery  by  Night's  blacknefs;  Hereditary, 
Rather  than  purchaft;  what  he  cannot  change* 
Than  what  he  chufes* 

Caf.  You  are  too  indulgent.    Let^s  grant  it  is 
Amifs  to  tumble  on  the  Bed  of  Ptalonnt 
To  give  a  Kingdom  for  a  Mirth,  to  nt 
Ana  keep  the  turn  of  Tipling  with  a  Slave, 
To  reel  the  Streets  at  Noon,  and  ftand  the  Buffet 
With  Knaves  that  fmell  of  fweat;  ky  this  becomes  him; 
As  his  compofure  mud  be  rare  indeed> 
Whom  thefe  things  cannot  blemifhj  yet  muft  Atnwij 
No  way  excufe  his  Foils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  Lightnefs.    If  he  fiird 
His  vacancy  with  his.  Voluptuoufnefs ; 
Full  furfeits^  and  the  drinefs  of  his  Boaes, 
Call  on  him  for't.  But  to  confound  fuch  time^ 
That  drums  him  from  his  ^ort,  and  fpeaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  State,  and  aurs»  'tis  to  be  chid : 
As  we  rate  Boys,  who  being  mature  in  Knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  prefent  Pleafure, 
And  fo  rebel  to  Judgment. 

Emer  a  Mejfsnger. 

Lep*  Here's  more  News. 

Mef.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done,  and  every  hour. 
Mod  noble  Cafar^  (halt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroii4.    T^mpej  is  ftrong  ac  Sea, 
And  it  appears^  he  is  helo.v'd  of  thofe 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cafat :  to  the  Ports 
The  DifconteBts  repair,  and  Mens  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Caf.  I  (hould  hftve  knKMrn  no  lefs. 
It  hath  been  tatjght  us  frooi  die  primal  Stacf> 
That  he  wjiidiis,  was  wi&'dt  uatil  jbe  were: 

An< 
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xA  the  ebb'd  Man,  ne'er  lov'd  'till  ne'er  worth  love^ 
voffles  feared)  by  being  lack'd.   This  conuAen  Body 
Like  to  a  Vagabond  Flag  upon  the  Stream, 
@oes  to,  and  back,  lacking  the  varying  Tide 
To  rot  it  fclf  with  motion. 

Mef.  Cafar^  I  bring  thee  word, 
Menecrates  and  Mtnas^  famous  Pirates, 
Make  the  Sea  ferve  thrai,  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  Keels  of  every  kind.     Many  hot  inrodes 
They  make  injtdlj^  the  borders  Maritime 
Lack  Blood  to  think  on't,  and  flelh  youth  to  revolty 
No  Veifel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  foon 
Taken  as  feen :  For  Pompefs  Name  flrikes  more 
Than  could  his  War  rcfifted. 

Leave  thy  lafcivious  Vaflals.     When  thou  once 
Wert  beaten  from  Jkfutina,  where  thou  llew'ft 
Hirtius  and  Panfa  Confuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow,  whom  thou  fought*ft  againft> 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  Savages  could  fuiSFer.   Thou  didft  drink 
^  ftale  of  Horfes,  and  the  gilded  Puddle 
Which  Beafts  would  cough  at.    Thy  Pallat  then  did  daiQ 
The  roughefl  Berry  on  the  rudeft  Hedge. 
Yea,  like  the  Stag,  when  Snow  the  Failure  (beets, 
^The  Barks  of  Trees  thou  browfed'fl.   On  the^j^ 
his  reported  thou  didft  eat  ftrange  Flefli, 
I  Which  fome  did  die  to  look  on ;  and  all  thi^» 
It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  /peak  it  now. 
Was  born  fo  like  a  Soldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lef.  'Tis  pity  of  him. 

Ce/T  Let  his  (hames  quickly 

nve  him  to  Rome^  'tis  time  we  twain 

>d  (hew  our  felves  i*th*  Field,  and  t6  that  end 

remble  we  immediate  Council;  Pomptj 

'  hrives  in  our  Idlenefs. 

^.  To  morrow,  Qtfar^ 

^fliall  be  furnifh'd  to  inform  you  rightly^ 

P^h  what,  by  Sea  and  Land,  I  can  be  abl«i 

To  fiont  this  tHKf&a  time. 


\^ 
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Cr/;  'Till  which  encounter,  it  is  my  Bufinefs  too.  Fare^ 
Lef.  FareweLmy  Lord*  what  you  (hall  know  mean  tis 

Of  fiirs  abroad,  I  ihall  befeech  you,  $ir. 

To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Cef.  Doubt  not.  Sir,  I  knew  it  for  my  Bond.      [Exck 

SCENE   III.     Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra*  Charmian,  Iras,  npul  Mardian. 

CUo.  Charmian. 

Char.  Madam.  • 

CUo.  Ha,  ha— -—give  me  to  drink  Mandrag^ras. 

Char.  Why,  Madam? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  deep  out  this  great  gap  of  time^ 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much* 

CUo.  O  'tis  Trcafon. 

Char.  Madam,  I  truft  not  fo. 

CUo.  Thou,  Eunuch,  Mardiant 

Mar.  What^s  your  Mighnefs  pleafure  \ 

CUo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  fing.  I  take  no  pleafure 
In  ought  an  Eunuch  has ;  'tis  well  for  thee> ' 
That  being  unfettinaried,  thy  freer  Thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egjft.  Haft  thou  Affedions  ? 
'      Mar.  Yes,  gracious  Madanfi. 

CUo.  Indeed  ? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed.  Madam,  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honeft  to  be  done : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  Affedions,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

CUo.  Oh  Charnisian  \ 
Where  thintft  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands  he,  or  fits  he  ? 
Or  does  he  walk?  Or  is  he  on  his  Horfe? 
I     Oh  happy  Horfe  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antonj  I 
Do  bravely,  Horfe,  io\  wot*ft  thou  whom  thou  moV'lf 
The  demy  AtUs  of  this  Earth,  the,  Arm 
And  Burgonet  of  Man.     He's  fpeaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  where's  my  Serpent  of  old  NiU^ 
For  fo  he  calls  me ;  now  I  feed  my  felf 
With  moft  delicious  Poifon.    Think  on  me 
k  That  am  with  ?h(»hm  amorous  pinches  black) 
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wrinkled  deep  in  time  ?  Broad-fronted  C</2rrt 
When  thou  waft  nere  above  the  Ground,  I  was 
A  morfel  of  a  Monarch ;  and  great  Pompej 
Would  ftand  and  make  his  Eyes  grow  in  my  Brow^ 
There  would  he  anchor  his  Afpeft,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  Life. 

Enter  Alexas. 

jlUx.  Soveraign  of  %y£gjpt^  hail. 

CUo.  How  much  art  thou  unlike  Mark,  Antony  ?    I 
Yet  conung  from  him,  that  great  Med'cine  hath 
Widi  his  Tina  gildcid  thee. 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  MarkAntppj\ 

jilex.  Laft  thing  he  did,  dear  Queen,     . 
Hekift  the  laft  of  many  doubled  kiflfes. 
This  orient  Pearl.    His  Speech  fticks  in  my  Heart.: 

CUo.  Mine  Ear  muft  pluck  it  thence. 

jilex.  Good  Friend,  quoth  he. 
Say  the  firm  Roman  to  great  t/£^pt  fends 
This  treafure  of  an  Oyfter;  at  whofe  foot. 
To  mend  the  petty  prefent,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  Throne,  with  Kingdoms.  All  the  Eaft, 
Say  thou,  fhall  call  her  Mifirefs.  So  he  nodded> 
And  foberly  did  mount  an  Arm-^unt  Steed> 
Who  neigh*d  fo  high,  that  what  I  would  have  fpdke. 
Was  beaftly  dumb  by  him. 

Qeo.  What,  was  he  fad  or  merry  ? 

jIUx,  Like  to  the  time  o'th*  Ye^r,  between  the  extreams 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  not  fad  nor  merry. 
I    Cleo.  Oh  well  divided  difpofition ;  note  hiitf, 
I  Note  him  good  Charmi^n,  *cis  the  Man;  but  note  hiiQt 
He  was  not  fad,  for  he  would  (hine  on  thofe 
That  make  their  looks  by  his.    He  was  not  merry, 
W^bich  feem'd  to  tell  them»  his  remembrance  lay 
In  t/£ ffpt  "with  his  joy;  but  between  both. 
Oh  heav'nly  mingle !  Be'ft  thou  fad,  or  merry, 
^e  violence  of  either  thee  becomes. 
So  do*s  it  no  Man  elfe.  Met'ft  thou  my  Pofts? 

^Ux.  Ay,  Madam,  twenty  feveral  Meffenger;,^ 
Why  do  you  fend  fo  tliick  ? 

Wftf.  Who's  born  that  day, 
l^hfiQ  I  forget  ro  fcnH  to  jittonjp 
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shall  die  a  Beggar.     Ink  and  Paper,  Charmi49$m 
y^elcome  my  good  AUxds.  Did  I,  Charmuw3 
Ever  love  Ctfar  fo? 

Char.  Oh  that  brave  Cafar! 

Cli9.  Be  chodc'd  with  fuch  another  Empbafis* 
Say  the  brave  jintonj. 

Char.  The  valiant  CApur. 

Cleo.  By  Ifisj  I  will  give  thee  bloody  Teetbi 
If  thou  with  Offar  Paragon  again 
My  Man  of  Men. 

Char.  By  your  mod  gracious  Pardon» 
I  Sing  but  after  you. 

CUo.  My  Sallad  Days, 
When  I  was  green  in  Judgment,  cold  in  Blood, 
To  fay,  as  I  faid  then.    But  come,  away, 
.  Get  me  Ink  and  Paper, 

He  (hall  have  every  Day  feveral  greetings,  or  I'll  unpeo| 
u£fjpu  [Extu 


A  G  T   II.     SCENE    L 
SCENE  in  Sicily. 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menas. 

hm.  T  F  the  great  Gods  be  juft,  they  (hall  affift 
X  The  Deeds  of  juft  eft  Men, 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompejj 
That  which  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  While  we  are  Suitors  to  their  Throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  fue  for. 

Menc.  We,  ignorant  of  our  felves. 
Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wife  Powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  fo  find  we  profit 
By  lofing  of  our  Prayers, 

Pom.  I  (hall  do  well: 
The  People  love  me,  and  the  Sea  is  mine; 
My  Powers  are  Crefcent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  will  come  to.th'  full.    Marl^^intonj 
In  %/^£jf(  fits  at  Dinner,  and  will  make 
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WYio  Wars  without  Doors.    Cafiir  gets  Mony  where 
f  He  lofes  Hearts ;  Lepidms  flatters  bmh. 
Of  both  is  flattered ;  but  he  neither  loves> 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Mene.  Cafar  and  Lepidui  are  in  the  Field, 
A  mighty  ftrength  they  carry. 

fom.  Where  have  you  this  ?  'Tis  falfe. 

Mene.  From  SilviHSy  Sir. 

Tom.  He  dreams;  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together 
Looking  for  jlntonj:  But  all  the  Charms  of  Love9 
Salt  Cleopatra^  foften  thy  wand  Lip, 
Let  Withcrtft  join  with  Beauty ;  Luft  with  both9 
Tie  up  the  Libertine  in  a  Field  of  Feaftst 
Keep  his  Brain  fuming ;  Epicurean  Cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloylefs  fawce  his  Appetite; 
That  fleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  Honour, 
Even  'till  a  lethied  Duincfs— — - 

EMtir  Varrius. 
How  now  Varriusl 

Vkr.  This  is  moft  certain,  that  I  fhall  deltVer: 
MtfTk^Anunj  is  every  hour  in  Romt 
£xpeded.     Since  he  went  from  ^^^gjpu  'tis 
A  fpace  for  farther  travel. 

Pomm  I  could  have  given  lefs  matter 
A  better  Ear.    Mtnast  I  did  not  think 
This  amorous  Surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  Heba 
For  fuch  a  petty  War;  his  Soldierfhip 
Is  twice  the  othL-r  twain:  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  Opinion,  that  our  ftirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  t^Egjpis  Widow  pluck 
.The  near  Luft-wearied  Antony. 

Mtne.  I  cannot  hope, 
(Ufar  and  Antony  ihall  well  greet  together : 
His  Wife  that's  dead,  did  trefpaffes  to  Ce/Sr, 
His  Brother  warr'd  upon  him,  akhough  I  think' 
Not  mov'd  by  Antmj. 

Tom.  I  know  not,  Monas^ 
How  lefTer  Enmities  may  give  way  to  greater* 
\Vere't  not  that  we  ftand  up  againft  them  all, 
Twere  pregnant  they  (hould  fquare  between  thcfflfclves; 
I^of  they  have  entertmed  caufe  enough 

B4  T^ 
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To  draw  their  Swords ;  but  how  the  fear  of  us 

May  cefnent  their  Divifions,- and  bind  up 

The  petty  DifFercncc,  we  yet  not  know, 

Be't  as  our  6ods  will  have't;  it  only  ftands 

Our  lives  upon,  \o  uf^  our  Qrongeft  hands. 

Come,  Menus.  [Exeunt 

SCENE    11.     Rome. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  EnobarbHs^  'tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  ihall  become  you  well,  to  intreat  your  Captain 
To  foft  and  gentle  Speech. 

Eno.  I  (hall  entreat  him 
To  anfwer  like  himfelf ;  if  Cafar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Cefar*s  Head, 
And  fpeak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonio's  Beard, 
I  would  not  Ihave^t  to  day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time  for  private  Stomaching.' 

Eno.  Every  time  ferves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  born  in' 

Lep.  But  fmall  to  greater  Matters  muft  give  way;  . 

Eno,  Not  if  the  fmall  come  firft, 

Lep.  YourSpeechis  paffion;  but  pray  you  ftir 
Nq  Embers  up.  Here  comes  the  noble  Antony.  * 

Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 

Eno.  And  yonder  Cafar.       \ 

Enter  C«far,  Mecaenas,  and  Agrippa. 

Ant*  If  we  compofe  well  here,  to  Parthia 
Hark,  Fentidius. 

Ctef.  I  do  not  know ;  Mec^tnasy  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble  Friends, 
That  which  combined  us  was  moft  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  Aftion  Tend  u?.  What's  amifs. 
May  it  be  gently  heard.     When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murther  in  healing  Wounds.  Then  noble  Partners, 
The  rather,  for  I  earneftly  befeech. 
Touch  you  the  fowreft  points  with  fwecteft  terms. 
Nor  curftneis  grow  to  th'  matter. 
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Ant.  -  Tis  fpoken  well : 
Vfere  we  before  our  Armies  and  to  fight, 
I  ihould  do  thus.  [Flomrifb. 

Ctf*  Welcome  to  Ii0m^. 
jint.  Thank  you. 
CUf.  Sit. 
jlnu  Sit,  Sir. 
Ctf.  Nay  then. 

Ant.  I  learn  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  fo: 
Or  beings  concern  you  not. 
Cdf.  I  mufl  be  laught  at, 
Ifi  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  fay  my  felf  offended,  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'th'  World.     More  laught  at,  that  I  ihould 
Once  name  you  derogately  :  when  to  found  your  name 
i    It  not  concerned  me. 

jInt.  My  being  id  %y£gjptj  CdfoTy  what  was't  to  you  { 
\       (Uf.  No  more  than  my  redding  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  ^gjpt :  yet  if  you  there 
Did  praftife  on  my  ftate,  your  being  in  ^^gjft 
Might  be  my  queftion. 
f  jint*  Mow  intend  you,  pra&is'd  ? 

Qtf.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  inine  intent. 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.    Your  Wife  and  Brother 
Made  wars  upon  me,  and  their  conteftation 
Was  Theam  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  wan 
I,      Jint.  You  do  miftake  your  bufinefs,  my  Brother  never 
I    Did  urge  me  in  his  Aft  ;  I  did  inquire  it. 
And  have  my  learning  from  fome  true  reports 
That  drew  their  Swords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Difcredit  my  Authority  with  yours. 
And  make  the  wars  alike  againft  my  Stomach, 
Having  alike  your  caufe  ?  Of  this  my  Letters 
Before  did  fatisfie  you.    If  you  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you've  not  to  make  it  with. 
It  muft  not  be  ^ith  this. 

Cc/T  You  praife  your  felf,  by  hying  defefts  of  judgment 
to  me  :  but  you  patch  up  your  excufes. 

Mt.  Not  h»  not  fo  : 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on'r. 
Very  neceffity  of  this  thonghtj  that  I 
Tour  Partner  ia  the  nuk  'gainft  which  he  (oM^t^ 
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Could  not  with  graceful  Eyes  attend  thoTe  Wars 
Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  Wife^ 
I  would  you  had  her  Spirit,  in  fuch  another, 
The  third  o*th'  World  is  yours,  which  with  a  Snaffle, 
You  may  pace  eafie,  but  not  fuch  a  Wife. 

Eho.  Would  we  had  all  fuch  Wives,  that  the  Men  tt 
go  to  Wars  with  the  Women. 

jint.  So  much  uncurbable*  her  Garboiles  Ce/kr 
Made  out  of  her  impatience^  which  not  wanted 
Shiewdnefs  of  policy  too,  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  difquier,  for  that  you  muft. 
But  fay  I  could  not  help  it. 

Cdf.  I  wrote  to  you. 
When  rioting  in  jiUxandrU  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  Letters :  and  with  taunts 
Did  beg  my  Miffive  out  of  audience. 

Jim.  Sir,  he  fell  on  me,  e'er  admitted :  then 
.  Three  Kings  I  had  newly  feafted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i*th' morning :  but  ne^^t  day 
I  t(4d  him  of  my  felf,  whicn  was  as  much 
As  to  have  askt  him  pardon.     Let  this  Fetbir 
Be  nothing  of  our  ftrife :  if  we  contend 
Out  of  our  queftion  wipe  him. 

Caf.  You  have  broken 
The  Article  of  your  Oath,  which  you  fhall  never 
Have  Tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lip.  Soft,  Cdp$r. 

Ant.  No,  Lepidms,  let  him  fpeak; 
The  Honour  is  Sacred  which  he  talks  on  no^, 
Sttppofing  that  I  Itckt  it :  but  on,  CafoTj 
The  Article  of  my  Oath. 

Caf.  To  lend  me  Arms,  and  Aid>  when  I  requir'd  tl 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglefted  rather : 
And  then  when  Poifoned  hours  had  bound  mre  up 
From  mine  own  Knowledge ;  as  nearly  as  I  may, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you.    But  mine  honefty. 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatnefs,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it.     Truth  is,  that  FuhU^ 
To  have  me  out  of  n^gjfU  <n^de  Wars  here. 
For  which  my  felf)  the  igobraot  motivC)  do 
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So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  Honour 
To  (loop  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

Lep.  'Tis  nobly  fpoken. 

Aicc.  If  it  mighcpleafeyou^  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  ye:  to  forget  them  quite. 
Were  to  remember,  that  the  prefenc  need. 
Speaks  to  atone  yoiu 

Lep.  Worthily  fpoken,  Meca»as» 

Eno.  Or  if  you  borrow  one  another's  Love  for  the  inftant^ 
you  may  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompej  return  ic 
again :  you  (hall  have  time  to  wrangle  in,  when  you  have 
nothing  elfe  to  do. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  Soldier,  only  fpeak  no  more* 

Eno.  That  truth  (hould  be  filent,  Ihadalmoft  forgot. 

jint.  You  wrong  this  prefence,  therefore  fpeak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then :  your  confiderate  Stone. 

Cef.  1  do  not  much  diflike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  Speech :  for'c  cannot  be. 
We  (hall  remain  in  friendihip,  pur  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  ads.     Yet  if  I  knewj 
What  Hoop  (hould  hold  us  (launch,  from  edge  to  edge 
Ath'  World,  I  would  purfue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Cdfar. 

Caf.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  haft  a  Sifter  by  thy  Mother's  fide, 
Admir'd  OUavia  I  Great  Marl^  Ant§fij 
Is  now  a  Widower. 

Caf.  Say  not  fo,  Agrippa;  if  Cleopatra  heard  you,  youf 
proof  were  well  deferved  of  raihnefs. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Ca/ar;  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  fpeak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity, 

To  make  you  Brothers,  and  to  knit  your  Hearts 

With  an  unflipping  Knot,  take  Antony 

OSavia  to  his  Wife;  whofe  beauty  claims  ^ 

No  worfe  a  Husband  than  the  beft  of  Men; 

Whofe  Virtue,  and  whofe  general  Graces  fpeak 

That  which  none  elfe  can  utter.    By  this  Marriage, 

All  little  Jealoufies  which  now  feem  great, 

Aod  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers. 

Would  then  be  nothing.    Truths  would  bt  tiX^> 
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Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her*    Pardon  what  I  have  rpoke» 
For  'tis  a  ftudied*  not  a  prefent  Thought, 
By  duty  ruminated* 

uint.  WiUCrf/^rfpeak? 

Cdf.  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Antmj  is  touch'd* 
With  what  is  fpoken  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippay 
If  I  would  fay  Agrippa^  be  it  fo. 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Cr/T  The  power  of  (Ufar^ 
And  his  power  unto  OSavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  (hews. 
Dream  of  impediment;  let  me  have  thy  hand 
Further  this  Ad  of  Grace  :  and  from  this  hour. 
The  Heart  of  Brothers  govern  in  our  Loves, 
And  fway  our  great  DeHgns. 

Cdfi  There's  my  hand  : 
A  Sifter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.     Let  her  live 
To  join  our  Kingdoms,  and  ourHearts>  and  never 
Fly  off  our  Loves  again. 

Lep.  Happily,  Amen. 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  Sword  againft  Pi 
For  he  hath  laidftrangeCourtefies,  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.    I  muft  thank  him  only. 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffcr  ill  report: 
At  heel  of  that  defie  him. 

Lep.  Time  cills  upon*s. 
Of  us  muft  Pompej  prefently  be  fought. 
Or  elfe  he  faeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lyes  he  f 

Cafi  About  the  Mount-^JMifenHm. 

Ant.  What  is  his  ftrength  by  Land  I 

Cdf.  Great,  and  increanng  : 
But  by  Sea  he  is  an  abfolute  Matter. 

Ant.  So  is  the  Frame, 
Would  we  had  fpoke  together.    Hafte  we  for  it. 
Yet  e'er  we  put  our  fclves  in  Arms,  difpatch  ^e 
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^he  bufine(s  we  have  talk'd  df. 

CejC     With  moft  gladoefs. 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  Sifter's  view> 
Whither  ftraight  I'll  lead  you. 

jSnt.  Let  us,  Lepidm^  not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  JHohXt  Antony^  not  ficknefsihould  detain  me. 

Manent  Enobarbus,  Agrippaj  Mecasnas. 
MiCm  Welcome  from  %^^pt^  Sir. 
£w.  Half  the  Heart  of  G^r,  worthy  Me€4n4s^    My 
Honourable  Friend  Agripfn. 
jiffT.  Good  Embarbus. 

M<c.  We  have  caufe  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  fo  well 
digefted  :  you  ftay'd  well  by't  in  %^gjfu 

Eno.  Ay  Sir,  we  did  fleep  day  out  of  countenance^  and 
made  the  Night  light  wit^  drinking. 

Mcc.  Eight  wild-Boars  roafted  whole  at  a  breakfaft  t  and 
but  twelve  Perfons  there.    Is  this  ttue? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  Fly  bv  an  Eagle :  we  had  much 
more  monftrous  matter  of  Feaft,  which  worthily  deferved 
noting. 

Mtc.  She'^  a  moft  triumphant  Lady,  if  report  be  fquare 
to  her. 

En:  When  fhe  firft  met  Msirk  Antonj^  ihe  purs'd  up  bis 
Heart  upon  the  River  of  Cjdmns. 

Agr.  There  (he  appeared  indeed  :  ox  my  reporter  devis'd 
well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you ; 
The  Barge  (Ke  fat  m  like  a  Burniih'd  Throne 
Burnt  on  the  watery  the  Poop  was  beaten  Gold, 
Purple  the  Sails,  and  fo  perfumed^  that 
The  Winds  wtre  Love-fick. 
With  them  the  Oars  were  Silver, 
Which  to  the  tune  of  Flutes  kept  ftroke>  and  made 
The  water  which  they  bear,  to  follow  /after, 
As  amorous  of  their  ftrokes.     Fo/  her  own  Perfon, 
It  beggar'dall  defcription;  (he  did  lye 
In  her  Pavillion,  Cloth  of  Gold,  of  Tiffue, 
0*er*piduring  that  Finns,  where  we  fee 
The  Fancy  out-woi*k  Nature.    On  each  fide  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  hoys^  like  fnuUns  Qu^\i%^ 
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Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him :  • 

But  he  alway  is  noble.  ^1 

jint.  Get  thee  gone:  L 

Say  to  FentidtHs^  I  would  fpeak  with  kimi         [Exit  SootUi'  k 
He  ftiall  to  Parthia^  be  it  art»  or  bap»  jp 

He  hath  fpoken  true.    The  very  Dice  obey  him*  9 

And  in  our  fports  my  better  cunning  faints,  1 

Under  his  chance ;  if  we  draw  lots;  he  fpeeds*  | 

His  Cocks  do  win  the  Battel,  ftill  of  mine,  J 

Wheii  it  is  all  to  naught :  and  his  Quailes  ever  i 

Beat  mine,  in  hoop'd,  at  odds.    I  will  to  t/£fffti 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
I'th'  £aft  my  pleafure  lies.    Oh  come>  Fintidins^ 

Enter  Ventidius. 
You  muft  to  Pdrthia^  your  Conuniffion's  ready  i  | 

Follow  me  and  receive't.  [EkHmii  J 

Enter  Lepidus,  Mecaenas^  and  Agrippa.  % 

Lef.  Trouble  your  felf  no  farther  :  pray  you  haften 
Your  Generals  aner. 

A^.  Sir,  Marl^  Ant$nj  will  e'en  but  kifs  OSavia^  aiid 
we'll  follow. 

Lep.  'Till  I  ihall  fee  you  in  your  Soldier's  drefs^ 
Which  will  become  you  both,  Farewel. 

Mcc.  We  (hall,  as  I  conceive  the  Tourney,  be 
At  the  Mount  before  you  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  ihorter, 
My  purpofes  do  draw  me  much  abouti 
Youll  win  two  Days  upon  me^ 

Both.  Sir,  good  fuccefs» 

Lep.  Farewel.  [ixeuntm. 

SCENE     III.      Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras  4^d  Alexas. 
Cleo.  Give  me  fome  Muiick :  Mufick^  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
Omnes.  The  Mulick,  hoa ! 

Enter  Mardian  the  Eunnch, 
Cleo.  Let  it  alone>  let's  to  Billiards  :  come  Charmian* 
Char.  My  arm  is  fore,  beft  pliy  with  Mardian. 
Clio.  As  well  a  Woman  with  an  Eunuch  play'd^ 
^  As 
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F  Blefsher,  when  {he  is  Kiggi(b. 

I      Mec.  If  Beauty,  Wifdom,  Modefly^  can  fettk 

I    The  Heart  of  Antonj^  OSisvis  is 

'    A  bleiTed  Lottery  to  him. 

jdgr.  Let  us  go. 
Good  EnobarbHs^  make  your  felf  my  Guefl:» 
Whilfl  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humb]y»  Sir^  I  thank  you.  [Extmn. 

Enter  Antony,  Casfar*  Odavia  titween  thewh 

jint.  The  World,  and  my  grtat  Office,  wiU  fometisies 
Divide  me  from  your  Bofonou 

OSa.  An  Hhich  time. 
Before  the  Gods  my  Knee  Qsl^SL  bow  in  Prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  Night  Sir.    My  Oadvid» 
Head  not  my  blemifhes  in  the  World's  report: 
I  have  not  kept  my  fquare;  but  that  to  cmk 
Shall  all  be  done  by  th'  Rule ;  good  Night*  dear  Lady. 

OUa.  Good  Night,  Sir. 

Uf.  Good  Night.  [ExemtCnXu  nmd  Oftavia: 

Enter  Soothfayer. 

Ant.  Now  Sirrah  J  do  you  wi(h  your  felf  in  ^ASffpt  I 

Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence*  aor  yoa 
thither. 

Ant.  If  you  can,  yourreafoii?. 

Sooth.  I  fee  it  in  my  motion,  have  it  not  in  ny  tongue ; 
But  yet  hie  you  to  t>£gypt  again. 

Ant.  Say  to  me,  wbofe  Fortune  (hall  rife  higher,  Qtfiufy 
or  mine  ? 

Soatk.  Cefars.  Therefore,  oh  Antony^  ftay  not  by  his  fide. 
Thy  D£mon^  that's  thy  Spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  CouragKHii^  Hign>  UnmatchaUe) 
Where  Ce/ar*s  is  not.     But  near  him  thy  Angel 
Becomes  a  fear ;  as  being  o'erpower'd*  and  therefore 
Make  ^ce  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee,  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  doft  play  with  him  at  any  Game, 
Thou  art  fore  to  lofe :  And  of  that  Natural  luck 
He  beats  thee  ^infi  the  odds.    Thy  Luftre  thicken^ 
When  he  QEtim  by :  I  fay  igaini  thy  Spuii 
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Mef.  Wilt  plcafe  you  hear  me? 

CUo.  I  have  a  mind  to  ftrike  thee  e*er  thou  fpeaVft} 
Yet  if  thou  fay,  ^ntonj  lives,  'tis  well, 
Or  Friends  with  Ctfar^  or  not  Captain  to  him, 
I'll  fee  thee  in  a  (howre  of  Gold,  and  hail 
Rich  Pearls  upon  thee.  # 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo.  Well  faid. 

Mef.  And  Friends  with  Cdfar. 

Cleo.  Thou*rt  an  honeft  Man, 

Mef.  Cafar^  and  he,  are  greater  Friends  than  even 

Cko.  Mark  thee  a  Fortune  from  me. 

Mef.  But  yet.  Madam 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  do's  allay 
The  good  precedence,  fie  upon  but  yet. 
But  yet,  is  as  a  Jaylor  to  bring  forth 
Some  monftrous  Malefador.    Prithee,  Friend, 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  Ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together:  he's  Friends  with  Csfsr^ 
In  ftate  of  Health  thou  fay'ft,  and  thou  fay'ft»  free. 

Mef.  Free,  Madam !  no :  I  made  no  fuch  fport, 
He's  bound  unto  OSavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mef.  For  the  beft  turn  i'lh*  Bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Churmian. 

Mef.  Madam,  he's  married  to  OSavia, 

Cleo.  The  moft  infedious  Peftilence  upon  theCp 

{Strikes  himderu 

Mef  Good  Madam,  patience* 

Cleo.  What  fay  you  ?  [Sprik£S  hi 

Hence  horrible  Villain,  or  I'll  fpurn  thine  Eyes 
Like  Balls  before  me ;  I'll  unhair  thy  Head : 

[She  hales  him  up  and  deru 
Thou  (halt  be  whipt  with  Wyre,  and  ftew'd  in  Brine, 
Smarting  in  lingring  pickle, 

Mef  Gracious  Madam, 
I,  that  do  bring  the  News,  made  not  the  match. 
.    CUo.  Say  'tis  not  fo,  a  Prqvince  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  Fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  hadft 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage^ 
And  I  win  boot  thee  with  what  gift  befide 
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As  with  a  Woman;    ComCi  j^oull  play  with  me^  Sir  ? 

Mar.  As  well  as  I  can>  Madam. 

ClccAnd  when  good  Will  is  (heWed,thotigh't  conte  too  (horti 
The  A&ot  may  plead  pardon.    I'll  none  now» 
Give  me  mine  Angle,  we^ll  to  th*  River,  there 
My  Mufick  playing  ftr  o£P,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-fin  Fifhes,  my  bended  hook  (hall  pierce 
Their  (limy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up^  ^ 

rU  think  them  every  one  an  jUtory^ 
And  fay,  ah,  ha;  you're  caught. 

Char.  'Twas  merry  whett  you  Wager'd  ofn  yotir  Anglings* 
when  your  diver  did  hang  a  (alt  Fi(h  on  his  hobk,  which  he 
with  fervency  drew  up. 

Ck9.  That  timef— Oh  times  1 ^ 

I  laught  him  out  of  patience,  and  that  night 
I  hught  him  into  patience,  and  nelc  mom, 
£'er  the  ninth  hoar  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed : 
Then  put  my  Tires  and  Mantles  on  hiob,  whilft 
I  wore  his  Sword  PhiUppan.    Oh  from  Itdj. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Ram  th6u  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  Earsi 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mef.  Madam f  Madam! —       ''  » 

CU9.  Antonf^  dead; 
IT  thou  fay  fo.  Villain,  thou  kiU'ft  thy  Miftre(si 
But  well  and  free,  if  thou  fo  yield  him* 
There  is  @old,  and  here 
My  bleweft  Veins  to  kifs :  a  hand  that  Kings 
Have  lipt,  and  trembled  kiflf ng. 

M4f.  Firft,  Madam*  he  is  well. 

CUo.  Why  there's  more  Cold.    But,  SirhJi,  mark,  veufe 
To  fay,  the  dead  ^e  well :  bring  me  to  that. 
The  Gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt  and  pour 
Down  thy  ilT-uttering  throat. 

Mef.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

Cke.  Well,  go  to,  I  will: 
But  there's  no  goodnefs  in  thy  -face.    XiA^iteny 
Be  free  and  healthful;  Why  fo  tart  a  favour 
To  truttapet  fuch  good  tidings  \  If  not  well. 
Thou  (hould'ft  come  like  a  Fury  crown'd  with  SnakeSi 
Not  like  a  format  Vkwti* 

Vol.     VL  €  Aitf. 
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Are  all  too  dear  for  me  : 

Lye  they  upon  thy  hand,  and  be  undone  by  'em.     [Exit  A 

Chdr.  Good  vour  Highnefs  patience. 

Geo.  In  praifing  Antony^  I  have  difprais'd  C^far, 

Char.  Many  times.  Madam. 

Qeo.  lam  paid  for't  now:  lead  me  from  hence, 

I  faint;  oh  Irds,Charmuin! 'tis  no  matter. 

Go  to  the  Fellow,  good  Alexds^  bid  him 

Report  the  feature  of  OElsviSy  her  years» 

Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 

The  colour  of  her  Hair.     Bring  me  word  quickly^ 

Let  him  for  ever  go— ^let  him  not,  Charnriam^ 

Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  GorgoH^ 

The  other  way's  a  Mars.    Bid  you  AUxss 

Bring  me  word,  how  tall  (he  is:  pity  me>  ChurmioH^ 

But  do  not  fpeak  to  me.    Lead  me  to  my  Chamber.    [Ext^ 

SCENE     IV.     The  Coaft  ^/  Italy,  m 

Mifenum. 

E»ter  Vom^ey  and  Menas  at  one  Door  with  Drum  and  Tr$ 
fet :  At  another  Csfar,  Lepidus,  Antony,  Enobarl 
Mecsnas,  Agrippa,  with  Soldiers  marching. 

Pom.  Your  Hoftages  I  have,  fo  have  you  mine; 
And  we  (hall  talk  before  we  fight* 

Caf.  Moft  meet 
That  firft  we  come  to  words,  and  therefore  have  we 
Our  written  purpofes  before  us  fent> 
Which  if  thou  haft  confidered,  let  us  know. 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  difcontented  Sword, 
And  carry  back  to  Sicilj  much  tall  youtb> 
That  elfe  muft  periHi  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three. 
The  Senators  alone  of  this  great  WorId# 
Chief  Fadors  for  the  gods.    I  do  not  know j 
Wherefore  my  Father  fhouid  revengers  want. 
Having  a  Son  and  Friends;  fincej^i^/iwCe/ir, 
Who  at  Philsppi  the  good  Brutns  ghofted, 
Thete  faw  you  labouring  for  me.     What  was'i 
That  mov*d  pale  Cajj^s  to  confpire?  And  what 
Made  the  all-honour'd,  hjneft  Roman  Brt^ns^ 
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Wi(h  the  ann*d  rcfi,  Cojurtiers  of  beauteous  freedom. 
To  drench  the  Capitol,  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  Man  but  a  Man ;  and  that  is  it 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  Navy.    At  whofe  burthen. 
The  anger'd  Ocean  foams»  wi^  which  I  meant 
To  fcourge  th'  ingratitude,  that  de(piteful  Rame 
Caft  on  mv  Nobl^  Father. 

Ctp  Take  your  time^ 

jint.  Thou  canft  not  fear  us^  Pfmp^j  with  thy  Sails^ 
We'll  fpeak  with  thee  at  Sea.    At  Land  thou  know*ft 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

P$m.  At  Land  indeed 
Thou  doft  o'er-count  me  of  my  Father's  Houfe. 
But  fince  the  Cuckoo  builds  not  for  himfelf^ 
Remain  in't  as  thou  may*ft. 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, 
For  this  is  from  the  prefent  now  you  talk^ 
The  offers  we  have  fent  you— — 

Ca/l  There's  the  point. 

Aftt.  Which  do  not  be  intreated  to,  but  weight 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

Cdf.  And  what  may  follow 
To  try  a  larger  Fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 
OfSicUp  Sardinia  I  and  I  mud 
Rid  all  the  Sea  of  Pirates ;  then  to  fend 
Mcafures  of  Wheat  to  Rome :  this  'greed  upon, 
lb  part  with  unhacltf  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  Targets  undinted. 

Omnes..  That's  dur  oflFer. 

Pom.  Know  then  I  came  before  you  here,  a  M^a 
Prepared,  to  take  this  oflFer.    But,  Mark,  ^ntonj^ 
Put  me  to  fope  impatience :  though  I  lofe 
The  praife  of  it  by  telling.     You  muft  know 
Vhen  Ge/ir  and  your  Brother  were  at  blows^ 
Your  Mother  came  to  Sicily^  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  ifriendly. 

-^nt.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompej^ 
And  am  well  ftudied  for  a  liber  J  thanks^ 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 


Pfm.  Let  me  have  your  Hand : 
I  iki  not  ihinlr.  Sir,  ro  have  met 
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/  Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to  both 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  he^    Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke^ 
For  'tis  a  fludied*  i^ot  a  prefent  Thought, 
By  duty  ruminated* 

uint.  WillCc/irfpeak? 

Cf/I  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd. 
With  what  is  fpoken  already. 
'    Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrifpay    . 
If  I  would  fay  Agrippa^  be  it  fo, 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Cf/T  The  power  of  Ge/ir, 
And  his  power  unto  OBavia^ 

Ant.  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  (hews. 
Dream  of  impediment;  let  me  have  thy  band 
Further  this  Ad  of  Grace  :  and  from  this  hour. 
The  Heart  of  Brothers  govern  in  our  Loves, 
And  fway  our  great  DeHgns. 

G^  There's  my  hand  : 
A  Sifter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.     Let  her  live 
To  join  our  Kingdoms,  and  ourHearts*  and  never 
Fly  off  our  Loves  again. 

Lep.  Happily,  Amen. 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  Sword  again  ft  Ppmpe 
For  he  hath  laid  ftrange  Courtefies,  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.    I  muft  thank  him  only. 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffcr  ill  report: 
At  heel  of  that  defie  him. 

Lep.  Time  cills  upon's, 
Of  us  muft  Pompej  prefently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  faeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lyes  he  ? 

Caf.  About  the  Mounts  Mi fennm. 

Ant.  What  is  his  ftrength  by  Land  ^ 

Otf.  Great*  and  increaung  : 
But  by  Sea  he  is  an  abfolute  M after. 

Ant.  So  is  the  Frame,    " 
Would  we  had  (poke  together.    Haftc  we  for  it, 
Yet  e'er  we  put  our  felves  in  Arms*  difpatch  Vire 
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Aboard  my  Gally^  I  invite  you  all. 
Will  you  lead.  Lords? 
^.  Shew's  the  way»  Sir. 
Pom.  Come.  lExe^nt.  Manent  Enob.  ^  Menas. 

Men.  Thy  Father,  Pomfejy  would  ne'er  have  made  Treaty. 
You,  and  I  have  known.  Sir. 

Emo.  At  Sea,  I  think. 

Men.  We  have,  Sir.    . 

Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  Water. 

Mem.  And  you  by  Land. 

Eno.  I  will  praife  any  Man  that  will  praife  me,  though  it 
annot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  Land. 

Afen.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  fomethin^  you  can  deny  for  your  own  fafety: 
you  have  been  a  good  Thief  by  Sea. 

Men.  And  you  by  Land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  Land  Service :  but  give  me  your 
Hand,  Menas^  if  your  Eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might 
have  two  Thieves  kiffing. 

Men.  All  Mens  faces  are  true,  whatfoe'er  their  hands  are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  ne'er  a  fair  Woman,  has  a  true  Face. 

Men.  No  flander,  they  Ileal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  forry  it  is  turn'd  to  a  drinking* 
tomfej  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  Fortune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,  fure  he  cannot  weep't  back  again. 

AUn.  YouVc  faid,  Sir;  we  look*d  not  for  Mark^  Antony 
here  s  pray  you,  isr  he  married  to  Cleopatra  f 

Eno.  Cdfafs  Sifter  is  calfd  Oaavia. 

Men.  True,  Sir,  (he  was  the  wife  of  Cairn  MarceBns. 

Eno.  But  now  (he  is  the  wife  of  Marcns  jintonms. 

Men.  Pray  ye.  Sir. 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Cafar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  Divine  of  this  Unity,  I  would 
Dot  Prophefie  fo. 

Men.  I  think  the  policy  of  that  purpofe,  made  more  in 
Ae  Marriage,  than  the  Love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  fo  too.     But  you  fhall  find  the  band  that 
feems  to  tic  their  friendship  together,    ^iU  be  xVit  n^\^ 
K-  eftranger  of  tbeir  Amity  i  OSsvia  is  of  aiWA^^  ^cX^*  «A 
^  coavcr&iion.  C  4  Mv 
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Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to  both 
Would  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both 
Draw  after  her.    Pardon  what  I  have  fpoke. 
For  'tis  a  fludied»  not  a  prefent  Thought, 
By  duty  ruminated* 

uint.  WillCc/irfpeak? 

Caf.  Not  'till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd* 
With  what  is  fpoken  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrtffa^ 
If  I  would  fay  Agrippa^  be  it  fo. 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Cf/T  The  power  of  Cafar^ 
And  his  power  unto  OBavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpofe,  that  fo  fairly  (hews. 
Dream  of  impediment;  let  me  have  thy  hand 
Further  this  Ad  of  Grace  :  and  from  this  hour. 
The  Heart  of  Brothers  govern  in  our  Loves, 
And  fway  our  great  Defigns. 

Cdfi  There's  my  hand  : 
A  Sifter  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  Brother 
Did  ever  love  fo  dearly.     Let  her  live 
To  join  our  Kingdoms,  and  our  Hearts,  and  never 
Fly  off  our  Loves  again. 

Lep,  Happily,  Amen. 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  Sword  againft  Poi 
For  he  hath  laidftrangeCourtefies,  and  great 
Of  late  upon  me.    I  muft  thank  him  only. 
Left  my  remembrance  fuffcr  ill  report: 
At  heel  of  that  defie  him. 

Lep.  Time  cills  upon*s. 
Of  us  muft  Pompej  prefently  be  fought, 
Or  elfe  he  faeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lyes  he  ? 

C£P  About  the  MoHnt^Mifennm. 

Ant.  What  is  his  ftrength  by  Land  ^ 

Cdf.  Great,  and  increaung  : 
But  by  Sea  he  is  an  abfolute  Mafter. 

Ant.  So  is  the  Frame, 
Would  we  had  (poke  together.    Haftc  we  for  it, 
Yet  e'er  we  put  our  fclvcs  in  Arms,  difpatch  Vire 
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The  more  it  promiTes;  as  it  ebb$,  the  Seedfinan 
Upon  the  Slime  aod  Ooze  fcatters  his  Grain> 
And  ihortly  comes  to  Harveft. 
Z>ep.  You've  ftrange  Serpents  there. 
Jiitt.  Ay,  Lffiduu 

lAf.  Your  Serpent  of  9j£^t^  is  bred  now  of  your  ipud 
by  the  Operation  of  the  Sun ;  fo  i$  your  Crocodile. 
Aj$t.  They  are  fo* 

Pfm.  Sirrah,  fome  Wine  I  A  Health  to  Lefiduu 
Lep.  I  am  not  fp  well  as  I  ^ould  be : 
But  ril  ne*er  out. 

Eno.  Not  'till  you  have  flept ;  I  fear  fpe,  you'll  be  in* 
'till  then. 

Lep.  Nay  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  TfoUmfs  Pyramifis  ' 
are  very  goodly  things;  without  contradi^ion  I  havp  ^ 
heard  that. 

MfH^  P^n^ij^  a  word,  [Afide. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  Ear*  what  'Wtl 
Mtn.  Forfake  thy  Sear,  I  do  befecch  thee.  Captain, 
And  hear  me  fpeak  a  word. 

Pom.  For  me  'till  anon.  \Whifptr  itfs  Ear^ 

This  Wine  for  tsepid^s. 
Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  Crocodile? 
Ant.  It  is  (hap'd.  Sir,  like  it  (elf,  and  it  is  as  broad  as  it  ; 
hath  breadth;  it  is  juft  fo  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with  its  I 
6wn  Organs.    It  lives  by  that  which  nouriiheth  it,  and  thp  ^ 
Elements  once  out  of  it»  it  tranfmigrates. 
Lip.  What  colour  is  it,  of ! 
jbn.  Of  it's  own  colour  too. 
Lep.  Tis  a  ftrange  Serpent. 
jint.  Tis  fo,  and  the  Tears  of  |t  ^re  wet. 
(Uf.  Will  this  Defcription  fatisfie  him  ? 
Ant.  With  the  Health  that  Pompej  gives  him*  elfe  he  is  a 
very  Epicure. 

Pom.  Go  hang.  Sir,  hang!  tell  me  of  that?  away  I 
Do  as  I  bid  you.     Where's  the  Cup  I  calFd  for? 
Men.  li  for  the  fake  of  Merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 
;  ^^fe  from  the  Stool* 

UF    Pom.^  I  think  thouVt  mad;  the  matter?  . 

B     Mffh  I  hare  ever  held  my  Cap  off  to  thy  Fortuner. 
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Pifm.  Thou  haft  ferv'd  me  with  much  faith :  what's  el 
to  fay?  Be  jolly.  Lords* 

jtnt.  Thefe  Quick-fands^  LtpUus. 
Keep  oflF  them,  for  you  fink. 

AIen»  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  all  the  World  ? 

Pom.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  Lord  of  the  whole  World  ?  that's  twic 

Pom.  How  fliall  that  be? 

Me9t.  But  entertain  it,  and  though  thou  think  mc  poor, 
lam  the  Man  will  give  thee  all  the  World. 

Pomp.  Haft  thou  drunk  well  ? 
'  Men.  No,  Pompejj  I  have  kept  mc  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'ft  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 
What  e'er  the  Ocean  pales,  or  Sky  inclips, 
1$  thine,  if  thou  wilt  ha't. 

Pom.  Shew  me  which  way. 

Mtn.  Thefe  three  World- Sharers,  thefe  Competitors 
Are  in  thy  Vcffel.     Let  me  cut  the  Cable. 
And  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  Throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  (houldft  have  done. 
And  not  have  fpoken  on'r.    In  me  'lis  villany. 
In  thee  't  had  been  good  fervice  :  thou  mult  know, 
•Tis  not  my  Profit  that  does  lead  mine  Honour : 
Mine  Honour  is.  Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongue. 
Hath  fo*  betray 'd  thine  KGt.     Being  done  unknown, 
I  ftiould  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done; 
But  muft  condemn  it  now.     Defift,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this  V\\  never  follow 
Thy  paird  Fortunes  more ; 
Who  feeks  and  will  not  take,  when  once  *tis  o£rer*d> 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidns. 

jint.  Bear  him  aihoar, 
I'll  pledge  it  tor  him,  Pompej. 
''    Em.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  EnobArbnSt  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill  'till  the  Cup  be  hid.  ^ 

Eno.  There's  a  ftrange  Fellow,  Menas.  [Pointing  to  Lepi^jgl 

Men.  Why? 

Eno.  A  bears  the  third  part  of  the  World,  Manl  feeftoot 
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Men.  The  third  Part,  then  is  drunk ;  would  it  were  alf,^ 
that  it  might  go  on  Wheels. 

Enon  Drink  thou,  cncrcafe  the  Reels.  ^ 

Men»  Come, 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  AlexandrUn  Feaft. 

Jbit.  It  ripens  towards  it ;  ftrike  the  Vefltis  hoa. 
Here's  to  Gefar. 

Cizf.  I  could  well  forbear't,  it*9  monftrous  labour  when 
I  wa(h  my  Brain,  and  it  grows  fouler. 

Anu  Be  a  Child  o'th'  time. 

Ge/7  Poffefs  it,   1*11  make  anfwer;   but  I  had  rather  fa(( 
from  all,  four  Days,  than  drink  fo  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  Emperor,  fliall  we  dance  now  the 
v£gjpuan  Bacchanals,  and  celebrate  our  drink  i 

Pom.  Let's  ha't,  good  Soldier. 

Ant.  Come>  let's  all  take  Hands, 
Till  that  the  conquering  Wine  hath  fteeptourSenfe, 
In  foft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  Hands: 
Make  battery  to  our  Ears  with  the  loud  Mufick> 
The  while,  I'll  place  you,  then  the  Boy  ftiall  fing. 
The  holding  every  Man  ihall  beat  as  loud, 
As  his  ftrong  fides  can  volly. 

Mnjick^  PUjs.    Enobarbus  pUces  them  Hdnd  in  Hsnd. 

The  S  O  N  G. 
Come  thou  Monarch  of  the  Vtne^ 
Plumpy  Bacchus  with  fink  ejne: 
In  thy  Fats  our  cares  he  drowrfd : 
Withthj  Grapes  our  Hairs  be  crowrfd. 

Cttp  HS  ^ill  the  World  go  romnd^, 

Cup  us  'till  the  World  go  round. 

Caf.  What  would  you  i^ore  f  Pompej^  good  Night.  Good 
Brother 
Let  me  requefl;  you  of;  our  graver  Bufinefs 
Frowns  at  this  levity.  Gentle  Lords^  let's  part, 
:  iVqu  fee  we  have  burnt  our  Cheek*  Strong  Enobarbe 
-b  weaker  than  the  Wind,  and  mine  own  Tongue 
r  ^lits  what  itfpaJcs;  the  wild  difguife  Vi^tViaXmo^ 
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Antickt  us  alL    What  needs  more  words?  good  Nighty 
Good  jimonj,  your  Hand. 

Pom.  I'll  try  you  on  the  Shoar. 

jint.  And  (hall.  Sir,  give's  your  Hand. 

Pom.  Oh,  Jbuonj^  you  have  my  Father's  Houfe. 
But  what,  we  are  Friends?  Come  down  into  the  Boat, 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. 

Men.  I'll  not  on  Shoar^ 
No,  to  my  Cabin— — thcfe  Drums ! 
Thefe  Trumpets,  Flutes !  whiat  I 
Let  Neptune  hear,  ^e  bid  aloud  farewel 
To  thefe  gre^t  Fellows.  Sound  and  be  hang'd,  found  out. 

[Sot^nd  d  Flfurfjh  with  Prums 

E$to.  Hoo  fays  a!  there's  my  Cap. 

Men.  Hoa,  noble  Captain,  come^  [^Exeunt 


ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 
SCENE  A  Camp. 

Enter  Ventidius  in  Triumph^  the  dead  Body  of  PaCQru$  tor 
before  him^  Roman  Soldiers  and  Attendants. 

^^y%J  O  W  darting  Parthia  art  thou  ftruck,  and  now 

XN  Pleas'd  Fortune  does  of  Marcus  Craffus  death 
Make  me  revenger.    Bear  the  King's  Son's  Body 
Before  our  Army,  thy  Pacorus^  Orndes, 
Fays  this  for  Marcus  Crajfus. 

Rom.  Noble  Fentidius^ 
Whilft  yet  with  Parthian  Blood  thy  Sword  is  warm^ 
The  Fugitive  Parthians  follow.    Spurn  through  Media, 
Mefapotamia^  and  the  (belters,  whither 
The  routed  fly.     So  thy  grand  Captain  jintonj 
Shall  fet  thee  on  triumphant  Chariots>  and 
Put  Garlands  on  thy  Head. 

Fin.  Oh  Silirn,  Siliusj 
I  have  done  enough.    A  lower  Place,  note  well 
May  make  too  great  an  aft.  For  learn  this,  Silius, 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  Fame,  when  Jiim  we  (erye's  awayj 
C^far  and  Antcnj  have  ever  won  Moi 
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More  in  their  Officer,  than  Perfon.    Sofi/u^ 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria^  his  Lieutenant» 
For  quick  accumulation  6f  renown, 
Which  he  atcbiev'd  by  th*  minute^  loft  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'th*  Wars  more  than  his  Captain  can. 
Becomes  his  Captain's  Captain :  And  Ambition^ 
The  Soldier's  Virtue,  rather  makes  choife  of  lofs 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 

I  could  do  more  to  do  jin$h$niHS  good. 

But  'twould  o£Pend  him ;  and  in  his  offence, 

Should  my  performance  perifli. 
Rom.  Thou  haft>  FcmidiHSj  that,  without  the  which 

A  Soldier  and  his  Sword  grants  fcarce  diftindion : 

Thou  wilt  write  to  jintonj. 
yin.  rU  humbly  Hgnifie  what  in  bis  Name* 

That  magical  word  of  War,  we  have  effe&ed. 

How  with  his  Banners^  ^nd  his  well  paid  rinks^ 

The  ne'er-yet  beaten  Horfe  of  Parfhid, 

We  have  jaded  out  o'th'  Field. 
Rom,  Where  is  he  now  ? 
yin.  He  purpofethto^/^^n/;  whither  with  what  hafte 

The  weight  we  muft  convey  with's,  will  permit : 

We  (hall  appear  before  him.    On  there,  pafs  along.  {jExeunU 

SCENE    II.     Rome. 

Enttr  Agrippa  4t  ome  Door^  Enobarbus  sf  another* 

jigr.  Whar^  are  the  Brothers  parted? 
Eno.  They  have  difpatcht  with  Pompej^  he  is  gone. 
The  other  three  are  Sealing,     0S4'Z/i/8«weeps 
To  part  from  Rome:  Cey^r  isfad,  and  Lipidus 
Since  Pompefs  Fcaf^,  as  Menas  fays,  is  troubled 
With  the  Green-ficknefs. 

jlgr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 
\  Eno.  Avery  fine  one;  ob,  how  he  loves  Cr/ir* 
jigu  Nay  but  holv  dearlv  he  adores  Afsrkyintonj^ 
Eno.  Cafdrf  why  he's  the  Jupiter  of  Men. 
-rfgr.  Wh3it*s  Aatonjfj  the  god  of  Jupiteri 
Emo.  Speak  you  of  Ca/ar  ?  Oh  I  the  non^^pareil  t 
Aft.  Oh  Antony^  oh  thou  Arn\f%M  HVid  \ 
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Eno.  Would  you  praife  Cf/ir,  fay  defar^  go  no  further* 

Agr.  Indeed  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praifes. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Gr/Jrr  beft,  yet  he  loyes  Anunj : 
Ho!  Hearts,  Tongues,  Figure,  Scribes,  Bards,  PoetJ,  cannot 
Think,  fpeak,  caft,  write,  fing,  number;  ho, 
His  love  to  Antony.    But  as  for  CtfaVj 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wbnder— — • 

Agr,  Both  he  loves. 

Eno,  They  are  his  Shards,  and  he  their  Beetle,  fo— 
This  is  to  Horfe ;  adieu,  noble  Agrippa.  [Trumpets* 

Agr.  Good  Fortune  worthy  Soldier,  and  fareweL 
Enter  Cacfar,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  Oftavia* 

Ant.  No  farther.  Sir. 

Cf/i  You  take  from  mc  a  great  part  of  my  fe|f : 
Ufe  roe  well  in't.     Sifter,  prove  fuch  a  Wife 
As  my  thoughts  msike  thee,  and  as  my  fartheft  Bond 
Shall  pafs  on  thy  approof.    Moft  noble  Antony^ 
Let  not  the  piece  of  Virtue  which  is  fet 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  Love, 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  Ram  to  batter 
The  Fortune  of  it;  for  better  might  we 
Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
^his  be  not  cherifht. 
.    Ant.  Make  me  noe  offended 
In  your  diftruft. 

Cf/T  I  have  faid* 

Antm  You  (hall  not  find. 
Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  leaft  caufe 
For  what  you  feem  to  fear,  fo  the  Gods  keep  you. 
And  make  the  Hearts  of  Romans  ferve  your  ends : 
We  will  here  part, 

C<efi  Farewel,  my  dearcft  Sifter^  fare  thee  well, 
l^he  Elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  Spirits  all  of  comfort ;  fare  thee  welL 

OSl.  My  noble  Brother* 
J      Ant.  The  AprU\  in  her  Eyes,  it  is  loves  fpringt 
\  And  thefe  the  (bowers  to  bring  it  on ;  be  chearful* 

OSl.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  Husband's  Houfe;  and— 

Gaf.  What  OSlavia. 

OH.  rU  tell  you  in  your  Ear. 

Ant* 
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Ant.  Her  Tongue  will  not  obey  her  Heart,  nor  can 
Her  Heart  inform  her  Tongue^  the  Swan's  DouQ-feather» 
That  ftands  upon  the  Swell  at  full  of  tide. 
And  neither  way  inclines.  « 

Eno.  Will  Cafar  weep? 

Agr.  He  has  a  Cloud  in*s  Face* 

Eno.  He  were  the  worfe  for  that  were  he  a  Horfe ;  fo  is 
he  being  a  Man. 

Agr.  Why  Enobarbusl 
When  jifitonj  found  Julius  Cafar  dead. 
He cryed almoft  to  roaring:  And  he  wept. 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  flain. 

Eno.  That  Year  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  RheuiDi^ 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd ; 
Believe't  'till  I  weep  too. 

Cf/7  No,  fwcet  0£ldvia,  '    • 

You  (hall  hear  from  me  ftill;  the  time  (hall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come  Sir,  come, 
111  wreftle  with  you  in  my  ftrength  of  love. 
Look  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  Gods. 

Cejfl  Adieu,  be  happy. 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  Stars  give  Light 
To  thy  fair  way. 

Caf,  Farewel,  FareweU  [^(/7^^  Odavia* 

Ant.  Farewel.  [Trumpets  fiund.    Exeunt: 

SCENE   III.    Alexandria. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian^^  Iras,  and  Alexas, 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  Fellow  ? 

jilex*  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to :  Come  hither.  Sir. 

Enter  the  AfeJJenger  as  hfare. 

Alex.  Good  Majcfty,  Herod  oi  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon 
you,  but  when  you  are  well  picas'd. 

Q^a.  That  Herod's  Mead,  1%  have;    but  how?  When 
Antony  is  gone,  through  whom  I  might  command  it : 
Come  thou  near. 
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.  Mif.  Moft  gracious  Majefty*  ^ 

CliOm  Didft  thou  behold  OEldvia  ? 

Mef.  Ay,  dread  Qiieen. 

CUo.  Where? 

^4r/r  Madam,  in  Rome^  I  lookc  her  in  the  face  i 
And  fav  her  led  between  her  Brother,  and 
Mdrk^  jintoHj. 

CU9.  Is  (he  as  tall  as  me? 

Mef.  She  is  not>  Madam. 

Cleo.  Didft  hear  her  (peak  ?  is  (he  (hrill  tongu'd  or  l6w? 
\  Mef.  Madam,  I  heard  her  fpeak,  (he  is  low  voic'd« 

CUo.  That's  not  fb  good ;  he  cannot  like  her  long. 

CW.  Like  her?  Oh  Ifisl  \\%  impo(fible. 

QcQ.  I  think  fo,  Charmian;  dull  of  Tongue,  andD^arfilBir 
What  Majefty  is  in  her  Gate?  remember 
If  e*er  thou  look'ft  on  Majefty. 

Mef.  She  creeps  i 
Her  Motion  and  her  Station  are  as  one : 
She  (hews  a  Body,  rather  than  a  Life, 
A  Statue>  than  a  Breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  t 

Mef.  Or  I  have  no  obfervance. 

Ooar.  Three  in  vSgjpt  cannot  niake  better  notew 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing,  I  do  perceiv't. 
There's  nothing  in  her  yet. 
The  Fellow  Has  good  Judgment. 

Chdu  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guefs  at  her  Years,  I  j>rethee« 

Mef.  Madam,  (he  was  a  Widow. 

Cleo.  Widow?  Charmiany  hark. 

Mef.  And  I  do  think  (he's  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear'ft  thou  her  Face  in  Mind  ?  is*t  lotig  tst  round  ? 

Mef.  Round  even  to  faultine(s. 

Cleo.  For  the  moft  part  too,  they  are  fooli(h  that  are  fb^ 
Her  Hair  what  colour? 

Mef  Brown,  Madam;  and  her  Forehead. 
As  low  as  (he  would  wi(h  it. 

CUo.  There's  Gold  for  thee. 
Thou  muft  not  take  mv  former  Sharpnefs  illi 
I  will  employ  thee  bacK  again;  I  find  thee 

Moft 
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Moft  fie  for  Bufinefs.    Go,  make  thee  read/,' 
Our  Letters  are  prepared. 

Char.  A  proper  Man. 

Qeo.  Indeed  he  is  fo ;  I  repent  me  mucti 
That  fo  I  harried  him.    Why  miethfnks  by  hiix). 
This  Creaturc^s  no  fuch  thing. 

Char.  Nothing,  Madam. 

Qco.  The  Man  hath  feen  fame  Majefty,    and  Ihould 
know* 

Char.  Hith  he  Teen  Majefty!  Ifis  elfe  defend! 
And  ferving  you  fo  long. 

QiQ.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  y  et,  good  Charmian  S 
But  'tis  no  mattert  thou  (halt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write;  All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  youj  Madam.  [ExiMnn 

SCENE   IV.     Athen^j. 

Enter  Jtntony  and  O&tv'u. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay  OUavia,  not  only  tlult. 
That  were  excufable*  that  and  thoufands  more 
Of  femblable  import,  but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  Wars  'gainft  Pompej ;  made  his  Willj  and  read  it 
To  pubUckEar*  fpoke  fcantly  of  me; 
When  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  Honour;  cold  and  Hckly 
He  vented  thetn;  moft  narrow  meafure  lent  me ; 
W'hen  the  beft  hint  was  given  him,  he  o'er*look'd^ 
Or  did  it  from  his  Teeth. 

OS.  Oh,  my  good  Lord* 
Believe  not  all^  or  if  yoii  muft  believe. 
Stomach  not  all.    A  noore  unhappy  Lady, 
If  this  divifion  chance,  ne*er  flood  between 
Praying  for  both  parts;  The  good  Gods  will  mock  mt} 
When  I  ftiall  praying,  oh  ble^  my  Lord  and  Husband/ 
Undo  that  Prayer,  by  crying  oiit  as  loud* 
Oh  blefs  my  Brother.  Husband  win,  win'  Brother, 
Prays,  and  deftroys  the  Prayer^  no  midway 
Tvixt  thefe  extceams  at  all. 

^^  Gentle  OSai/ia^ 
Let  your  beft  love  draw  to  that  point  which  Ced&s 

Vox,  VL  '  D  ^^^ 
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That  he  his  high  Authority  abus'dy 

Ancidid  deferve  his  chance.   For  what  I  have  conquer'cT^ 

I  grant  him  part;  but  then  in  his  Armenia, 

And  other  of  his  conquer'd  Kingdoms,  I  ' 

Demand  the  like. 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that, 

Caf.  Nor  mufl  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this. 
Enter  O&avia  with  Attendants. 

OEl.  Hail  Cafar^  and  my  Lord!  hail,  mod  dear  Cafarf 

Caf^  That  ever  I  (hould  call  thee  Cafl-away. 

oil.  You  have  not  call'd  me  fo,  nor  have  you  caufe* 

Caf,  Why  haft  thou  floln  upon  me  thus?  you  came  not 
;  Like  Cafars  Sifter ;  the  Wi[6  of  Antonj 
\  Should  have  an  Army  for  an  Uiher^  and 
'  The  neighs  of  Horfe  to  tell  of  her  approach, 
'■  Long  e'er  (he  did  appear.     The  Trees  by  th'way 
i   Should  have  born  Men,,  and  expedation  tainted 
'   Longing  for  what  it  had  not.     Nay,  the  duft 
Should  have  afcended  to  the  Roof  of  Heav'n, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  Troops:  But  you  are  come 
A  Market^maid  to  Rome^  and  have  prevented 
The  oftentation  of  our  love;  which  left  unftiewn,, 
Is  often  left  unlov'd;^  we  ihould  have  met  you 
B7  Sea,  and  Land,  fupplying  every  Stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

OS.  Good,  my  Lord^ 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  conft'rain'd»  but  did  it 
On  my  free  Will.    My  Lord,  Mark,  Antony^ 
Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  War,  acquainted 
My  grieving  Ear  withal ;.  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return.. 

Clef.  Which  foon  he  granted. 
Being  an  abftrafl  'tween  his  Luft,  and  him. 

OS.  Do  not  fay  fo,  my  Lord. 

Gf/T  I  have  Eyes  upon  him. 
And  his  Affairs  come  to  me  on  the  Wind- 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

OS.  My  Lord,  in  Athens^ 

Caf.  No,  my  moft  wronged  Sifter,  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.    He  hath  given  his  Empire 
Up  to  a  Whore,  who  now  are  levying 
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The  Kings  o'th'Eirth  for  War.  He  hath  aflembled, 
^ochms  the  King  of  LjbiOy  Archilams 

Of  CdffodocU^  PhilMdelphos  King 

Of  Pdfhlagoma  :  The  Thmcian  King  jidalUs^ 

King  Malichms  of  uirabia^  King  of  Pont^ 

Jkrod  of  yewrj^  Mithriddtes  King 

OfC^magcne^  PoUmen  znd  j^mspttas^ 

The  King  ofMede,  and  Lja^onia^ 

With  a  more  larger  Lift  of  Scepters* 
0£F.  Ay  me  moft  wretched*  ^ 

That  have  my  Heart  parted  betwixt  two  Friends*  ^ 

That  do  a£9i&  each  other. 
Qtf.  Welcome  hither; 

Your  Letters  did  with-hold  our  brealcing  forth 

Till  we  perceived  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 

And  we  in  negligent  danger;  cheer  your  Heart. 

Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time  which  drives 

O'er  your  Content,  thefe  ftrong  Neceflities, 

But  let  determined  things  to  deftiny 

Hold  unbewail'd  their* way.    Welcome  to  Rome: 

Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  >rc  abus'd 

Beyond  the  mark  of  Thought;  and  the  high  Gods 

To  do  you  Juftice,  make  his  Minifters 

Of  us,  and  thofe  that  love  you.     Be  of  comfort. 

And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Aft.  Welcome  Lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  Madam, 
Each  Heart  in  Romt  docs  love  and  pity  you. 
Only  th"  adulterous  Antony^  moft  large 
In  his  Abominations  turns  you  off, 
And  gives  his  potent  Regiment  to  a  Trull 
That  Nofes  it  againft  ns. 

OS.  Isitfo/Sir? 

Otf.  Moft  certain :  Sifter,  welcome;  pray  you 
Be  ever  known  to  patience.     My  dear'ft  Sifter.      {Exttinu 

SCENE    VI.    Aaium. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  und  Enorbarbus. 

CUq.  I  will  be -even  with  thee;  doubt  it  not* 
£w.  But  why,  why,  why? 

D  5  ae%. 
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CUo.  Thou  haft  forefpokft  my  being  in  thde  Wars; 
And  fay'ft  it  is  not  (it. 

Eho.  Well ;  is  it,  is  it  ? 

Cleo.  Is't  not  deno.unc'd  againft  us?  why  (hould  iJbt 
be  there  in  Perfon? 

Effo.  Well,  I  could  reply;  if  we  (hould fcrvc  with  Hi 
and  Mares  together,  the  Horfe  were  merely  luft;  the  Mil 
would  bear  a  Soldier  and  his  Horfe. 

Cleo.  What  is*t  you  fay  ? 

E»0.  Your  prefence  needs  mud  puzzle  Aittonj^ 
'Take  from  his  HeaYt>  take  from  his  Brain,  take  from's  til 
What  (hould  not  then  be  fpat'd.   He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  Levity«  and  'cis  faid  in  Rome^ 
That  Photinus  an  Eunuch,  and  your  Maids 
Manage  this  War* 

CUo^  Sink  Rome»  and  their  Tongues  rot 
That  fpeak  againft  us.    A  charge  we  bear  iW  War, 
And  as  the  Pre(ident  of  my  Kingdom  will 
Appear  there  for  a  Man.     Speak  not  againft  itt 
I  will  not  ftay  behind. 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Ene.  Nay  Ihave done,  here  comes  the  Emperor. 

\4nt.  Is  it  not  fti^ange,  Cdnidius^ 
That  from  Tarenfum,  and  Krundujium, 
He  could  fo  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  Sea, 
And  take  in  Torjne  t  You  have  heard  on't.  Sweet  ? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir*d 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

Ant.  A  good  rebuke, 
Which  might  have  well  becom'd  the  beft  of  Men 
To  taunt  at  (lacknefs.     Camdius^  we. 
Will  fight  with  him  by  Sea. 

Cleo.  By  Sea,  what  elfe? 

Can.  Why  will  my  Lord  do  fo  ? 

jint.  For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  Lord  dar*d  him  to  (ingle  fight. 

Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  his  Battel  at  PharfaUa, 
Where  Cafar  fought  with  Pompey^    But  thcfe  oflFers 
Which  fcrve  not  for  his  Vantage,  be  (hakes  off. 
And  (b  (hould  you. 

I      -        . 
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jE«#k  YourSkips  are  not  well  Mann'dy 
Your  Mariners  areMuliters,  Reapers^  People, 
logroft  by  fvifc  Imprers.     In  Cc/^r's  Fleet 
Are  thofe,  that  oicen  iiave  'gainA  PQmpej  f^uglir, 
Their  Ships  are  yare,,  yoars  heavy  :  na  di/grace 
ShaH  fall  you  for  refuting  him  at  Sea, 
Being  prepared  for  Land. 

Ami.  By  Sea»  by  Sea. 

Em9.  Moft  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  abfolute  Soldierfhip  you  have  by  Land> 
DiftraA  your  Army>  which  doth  mod  confifl 
Of  War«inark*d-Footmen,  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  Knowledge,  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promifes  aflfurance,  and 
Give  up  your  felf  meerly  to  chance  and  hazard. 
From  farm  Security. 

Ant.  I'll  fight  at  Sea. 

CCr».  I  have  fixty  Sails,  Otpir  none  better. 

Am.  Our  over-plus  of  Shipping  will  we  bum. 
And  with  the  reft  fuU-mann'd,  from  th' Heart  of  ASimm 
Beat  th' approaching  Cdfir.     But  if  we  faiU 
We  then  can  do't  at  Land. 

Enttr  a  Meffinger. 
Thy  bufincfs  ? 

Mef.  The  News  is  true,  my  Lord,  he  is  defcried, 
(kfdr  has  taken  Torjne. 

Amt.  Can  he  be  there  in  Perfon  ?  *Ti$  impoffible 
Strange»  that  his  power  (hould  be  fb.    Canidim^ 
Oar  nineteen  Legions  thou  (halt  hold  by  Land» 
And  our  twelve  thou(and  Horfe.     We'll  to  our  Ship, 
Away  my  Thetis. 

Enter  4  Soldier. 
How  now,  worthy  Soldier { 

Sold.  Oh  Noble  Emperor,  4^  not  fight  by  Sen 
Truft  not  to  rotten  Planks :  Do  you  mifdoubt 
This  Sword,  and  thefe  my  Wounds;  letth*  tAE^tinns 
And  the  Phmmcians  go  a  Ducking :  we 
Have  us'd  to  Conquer  ftanding  on  the  Earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Am.  Well,  well,  away.      [Exeunt  Ant.  Cleo.  And  Enob. 

Seld.  By  Hercttles  I  think  I  am  i'ch'  right. 

D  4     '  C4«u 
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Cm.  Soldier  thou  art :  but  the  whole  Adion  grows 
Not  ia  the  power  oo*t :  fo  our  Leaders  lead. 
And  we  are  Womens  Men. 
S^UL  You  keep  by  Land 
The  Legions  and  the  Horfe  whole*  do  you  not  2 

Fiff.  MdrcHs  OSaviuSf  Marcus  JufiittSj 
pHbliciU^   and  CelitiSy  are  for  Sea : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  Land.     This  fpeed  of  Cr/Sr's 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Home 
His  power  went  out  in  fuch  diftradions, 
As  beguil'd  all  Spies. 

Can.  Who's  his  Lieutenant,  hear  you  i 
Sold,  They  fay,  one  Torus, 
Can,  Well,  I  know  the  Nfan. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 
Mef,  The  Emperor  calls  Canidius, 
Can.  With  News  the  Time's  in  Labour,  and  throws  ( 
Bach  minute,  fome.  \Exi 

Epter  Casfar  with  his  Armj^  marching, 
Caf,  Torus  ? 
Tor.  My  Lord. 

Caf,  Strike  not  by  Land.    Keep  whole,  provoke  not  E 
'Till  we  have  done  at  Sea.    Do  not  exceed 
The  Prefcript  of  this  Scroul :  Our  Forpune  |ycs  ' 
Upon  this  jump.  [^ 

£11/^  Antony,  omJL  Enobarbus. 
Ant,  Set  ^e  our  Squdrons  on  yond  fide  o'ch"  fiiH, 
In  Eye  of  C(/2tr's  Battel,  from  which  place 
We  may  ^he  number  of  the  Ships  beholdt 
And  fo  proceed  accordingly.  [ 

Canidius  marching  with  his  Land  Army  one  way  ove 
Stage^  and  Torus  the  Lieutenant  of  Caefar  ihe  other  % 
after  th^r  going  in,  is  heard  the  noife  of  a  Sea-fight,  Ala 
'Enter  Enobarbus  4;?^  Scarus.    ' 

.  ■ 

Efio,  Naught,  naught,  all  naught,  I  can  behold  no  |o 
Thantoniad,  the  t/£gyptian  Admiral, 
With  all  their  fixty  flie,  and  turn  the  Rudder : 
To  fce't,  mine  Eyes  are  blifterf. 
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E9ti€r  Scanis. 
Scdr^  Gods,  and  Goddefles,  all  the  whole  $y  nod  of  them! 

En$.  What's  thy  paflion  ? 
Scar.  The  greater  Caotle  of  the  World  is  loft 
With  very  ignorance,  we  have  kifs'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  Provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight? 

Se^.  On  our  fide  like  the  Token'd  Pcftilencet 
Wliere  Peath  is  fure.  Your  ribauld  Nag  o(t/£gjpt^ 
W^om  Leprofie  o'er,  i'th'  very  inidft  o'th'  fight* 
When  Vantage  like  a  pair  of  Twinns  appeared 
Both  of  the  fame,  or  rather  ours  the  Elder; 
The  Breeze'  upon  her,  like  a  Cow  in  jMne^ 
HoiftsSaifs,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld : 
Mine  Eyes  did  ()cken  at  t|ie  fight,  and  could  not 
Indure  a  furthpr  view. 

Scar.  $he  once  being  looft ; 
The  Noble  ruin  of  her  Magick,  jintonj^ 
Claps  on  his  Sea- wing,  and  like  a  doatii^  Mallardv 
Leaving  the  Fight  in  tieighth,  flies  after  her: 
i  never  faw  an  AAion  of  fuch  (hame; 
Ezperiencet  Manhood,  Honour  ne'er  before* 
Pid  violate  fo  it  felf. 

En§.  Alack,  alack. 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Our  Fortune  on  the  Sea  is  out  of  breath. 
And  finks  moft  lamentably.    Had  our  General 
Been  what  he  knew  himfeU^  it  had  gone  well : 
Oh  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Moft  grofly  by  his  own. 

En9.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts  ?  Why  then  goodnight  indeed. 

Cam.  Toward  Peloponnefus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  eafie  to't. 
And  there  I  will  attend  what  further  comes. 

Cam.  To  Cafkr  will  I  render 
My  Legions  and  my  Horfe,  fix  Kings  already 
Shew  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

E9$9.  Ill  yet  tollow 
The  wounded  chance  of  ^v/ai^,  though  my  reafon 
Sits  in  tl^e  Wind  againft  me. 

Emrf 
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Smter  Antony  mih  ^ttntUnts. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  Land  bids  me  tread  no  more  tipon% 
It  is  a(bam'd  to  bear  me.     Friends,  come  hither, 
I  am  fo  Uted  in  the  World,  that  I 
Have  loft  my  way  for  ever.    I  have  a  Ship 
Laden  with  Gold,  take  that,  divide  it;  flie. 
And  make  your  peace  with  Crfar. 

Omms.  Flyf  Not  we. 

jint.  I  have  fled  ttiy  felf,  and  have  inftnided  Cowarcb, 
To  run,  and  Hiew  their  Shoulders.    Friends^  be  gone, 
I  have  my  felf  refolv^d  upon  a  courfe,    "     » 
Which  has  no  need  of  you.    Be  gone> 
My  Treafurc's  in  the  Harbour.    Take  it— —Oh,, 
I  followed  that  I  bluih  to  look  upon, 
My  very  Hairs  do  mutiny :  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  raflinefs,  and  they  them 
For  fear,  and  doating.  Friends,  be  gone*  you  (haU 
Have  Letters  froni  me  to  Tome  Friends,  that  v^ill 
♦Sweep  your  way  for  you.    Pray  you  look  not  fad : 
Nor  make  replies  of  lothnefs,  take  the  hint 
Which  my  defpair  proclaims.     Let  them  be  left 
Which  leave  themfelves,  to  the  Sea-iide  ftraight-way ; 
I  will  poffefs  you  of  that  Ship  and  Treafure. 

Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little ;  pray  you  now    

Nay,  do  fo :  for  indeed  I  have  loft  command, 

Therefore,  I  pray  you 1*11  fee  you  by  and  by.  [Sitsim 

Enter  Cleopatra,  led  by  Charmian  and  £ros. 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  Madam,  to  him,  comfort  him. 

fras.  Do,  moft  dear  Queen. 

Char.  Po,  why>  what  elfe  ? 

CUo.  Let  me  fijfc  down ;  Oh  Jufto  ! 

Ant.'Y^o^  no,  nos  no,  no. 

Ercs.  See  you  here.  Sir  ? 

-^ftt.  Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Char.  Madam. 

Iras.  Madam,  Oh  good  Emprefs. 

Eros.  Sir,  Sir. 

^t.  Yes,  my  Lord,  yes ;  he  at  Philifpi  kept 
His  Sword  e'en  like  a  Dancer,  while  Iftrook 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  C^mt,  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  BrsftMS  ended ;  he  alone 

Pel 
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Deslt  on  Lieutenantiyi  and  do  practice  had 

In  the  brave  fquarcs  of  War ;  yet  now no  matter-  ■    ■■  ■ 

CUo.  Ah  ftand  by. 

Eros.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  the  Queen ■      ■  > 

Iras.  Go  to  him.  Madam,  fpeak  to  him» 
He  is  unqualited  with  very  fhame. 

CUo.  Well  then,  fuftain  me  :  Oh!         - 

Eros.  Moft  noble  Sir,  arife,  the  Queen  approaches. 
Her  Head's  dedin'd,  and  Death  will  Teize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  refcue. 

Mr.  I  have  offended  Reputation ; 
A  moft  unnoble  (werving 

Eros.  Sir,  the  Queen. 

jittt.  O  whither  haft  thou  led  me,  ^^^pt  f  fee 
How  I  convey  my  (hame,  out  of  thine  Eyes, 
By  looking  back,  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
Stroy'd  in  dilhonour* 

Qeo.  Oh,  my  Lord^  my  Lord ; 
Forgive  my  fearful  Sails,  I  little  thought 
You  would  have  followed. 

jitn.  tyEgjftt  thou  knew^ft  too  well. 
My  Heart  was  to  thy  Rudder  ty'd  by  th'  ftrings. 
And  thou  (hould'ft  towe  me  after.     O'er  my  Spirit 
The  full  Supremacy  thouknew'ft,  and  that 
Thy  beck,  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  Gods 
Command  me. 

CUo.  Oh,  my  pardon. 

jin$.  Now'^  muft  J  ^ 

To  the  young  Man  fend  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  ihifts  of  lownefs,  who,  | 

With  half  the  bulk  oW  Worjd  play'd  as  I  pleased,; 
Making,  and  marring  Fortunes.     You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  Conquerour,  and  that      ; 
Mv  Sword,  made  weak  by  myAffeftion,  would      ^ 
Obey  it  on  all  caufe. 

Clio.  Pardon,  pardon. 

jint.  Fall  not  a  Tear,  I  fay,  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  bft  :  Give  me  a  Krfs, 
Even  this  repays. 

Vfc  fent  our  Schoolmafter,  is  he  come  back  2 
Love  I  am  full  of  Lead;  fome  Wine 
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Within  there»  and  our  Viands :  Fortune  know5> 

We  fcom  her  mod,  when  moft  fl\e  offers  blows.    [^Exi 

SCENE     VII.     Cafar'j  Camp. 

Enter  Cxfar,  Agrippa,  Dolabclla,  Thidias,  v^ith  other 

Caf.  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  jSntoHj. 
Know  you  him  ? 

DoL  Ctfar,  'tis  his  Schoolmafter, 
An  argument  that  he  is  pluckt,  when  hither     • 
He  fends  fo  poor  a  Pinnion  of  hrs  Wing» 
Which  had  fuperfluous  Kings  for  Meflengers^ 
Not  many  Moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Ambajfador  from  Antony. 

(Uf.  Approach^  and  fpeak. 

Amb.  Such  ;is  I  am^  I  come  from  Antony  : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends^ 
As  is  the  Morn-dew  on  the  Myrtle  Leaf 
To  his  grand  Sea.  • 

Cdf.  Be't  fo,  d^Iare  thine  Office. 

Amb.  Lord  of  his  Fortunes  he  falutes  thee^  and 
Requires  to  live  in  t>£gjft\  which  not  granted 
He  leffens  his  Kequeftsi  and  to  thee  fues 
To  let  him  breath  between  the  Heav'ns  and  Earth 
A  private  Man  in  Athens:  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleepatra  does  confefs  thy  greatnefs : 
Submits  her  to  thy  mighr,  and  of  thee  craves 
The  Circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  Heirs^ 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  Grace. 

Cdfl  For  Antony^ 
I  have  no  Ears  to  nis  Requcft.    'jThe  Queen, 
Of  Audience,  norDefire  Ihall  fail,  fo  ftie 
From  ^ABgjpt  drive  her  all-difgraced  Friend, 
Or  take  his  Life  there.     This,  if  (he  perform. 
She  (hall  not  fue  unheard.     So  to  them  both.' 

Ansb.  Fortune  purfue  thee. 

Caf.  Bring  him  through  the  Bands :     [Exit  Ambdjpti 
To  try  thy  Eloquence,  now  ^is  time,  difpatch, 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra^  promife  \To  Thid 

And  in  our  Name,  when  (he  requires,  add  more 
From  thine  invention,  offer^.    Women  are  not 
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To  their  beft  Fortunes  ftrong;  but  want  will  perjure 
The  ne*er  couched  Vcftal.    Try  ihy  cunning,  ThidUs^ 
Make  thine  own  Edid  for  thy  pains>  which  we 
Will  anfwer  as  a  Law. 

Thid.  Cdjur^  I  go. 

(Uf.  Obferve  how  Amonj  becomes  his  flaw. 
And  what  thou  thinkeft  his  very  A&ion  fpeaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thid.  CdfiYy  1  (hall.  {Extim{. 

SCENE     VIII.      Alexandria, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  4md  Fras. 

CUq.  What  (hall  we  do,  Enobarhns  ? 

Em.  Think,  and  dye.    . 

CU0.  Is  Antonjy  or  we  in  fault  for  this  { 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  wiS 
Lord  of  his  Keafon.    What  though  you  fled. 
From  that  great  face  of  War,  whofe  feveral  ranges 
Frighted  each  other  ?  Why  fhould  he  follow  i 
The  itch  of  his  Affe&ion  (hould  not  then 
Have  nickt  his  Captainfliip^  at  fuch  a  pointy 
When  half  to  half  the  World  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  meer  queftion*    'Ti&  a  flxame  no  lefs 
Than  was  his  lofs,  to  courfeyour  flying  Flags, 
And  leave  his  Navy  gazing. 

CU0.  Prithee  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  the  jimbajfador. 

jint*  Is  this  bis  Anfwer  J 

jimb.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  The  Queen  (hall  then  have  courtefie^ 
So  ihe  will  yield  us  up. 

Amb.  He  fays  fo. 

Ant.  Let  her  know^t. 
To  the  Boy  Cafar  fend  this  grizled  Head» 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wilhes  to  the  brim*. 
With  Principalities. 

CUo.  That  Head,  my  Lord  ? 

Anf.  To  him  again,  tell  him  he  wears  the  Rofe 
Of  youth  upon  him;  from  which,  the  World  IhouM  note 
Something  particular;  his  Coy n.  Ships,  Legions, 

May 
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May  be  a  Coward's*  whofe  Minifters  would  prevail 

Under  the  fervice  of  a  Child,  as  foon 

As  i'th'  Command  of  (Ufinr.    I  dare  him  therefore 

To  lay  his  gay  comparifons  aparr, 

And  anfwer  me  decl^n*d,  Sword  againft  Sword. 

Our  felves  alone ;  I'll  write  it,  follow  me.      [Exit  Anton 

En$.  Yes,  like  enough :  hye-battcl'd  Cdfar  will 
Unfta^  his  happinefs*  and  be  Stag'd  to  th'  (hew 
Againft  a  Sworder.    I  fee  Mens  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  Fortunes,  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them 
To  fuffer  all  alike.    That  he  (hould  dream> 
TCnowing  all  meafures  the  full  Cafar  will 
Anfwer  his  emptinefs ;  C^far  thou  haft  fubdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  A  MefTenger  from  Csfar. 

Cteo.  Whit  no  moreCeiemony?  See  my  Women, 
Againft  the  blown  Rofe  may  they  flop  their  Nofe, 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  Buds.     Admit  him,  Sir. 

Em.  Mine  honefty,  and  I,  begin  to  fquare ; 
The  Loyalty  well  held  to  Fools,  does  make 
Our  Faith  meer  Folly:  yet  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  Allegiance  a  fairn  Lord, 
Do*s  conquer  him  thjt  did  his  Mafter  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i*th'  Story; 

Enter  Thidias* 

Oeo.  CafMr's  WiU. 

TTrid.  Hear  it  apart. 

Qeo.  None  but  Friends ;  fay  boldly. 

Thid.  So  haply  are  they  Friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many.  Sir,  as  Cafar  has  j 
Or  needs  not  us.    If  Cafar  pleafe,  our  Mafter 
Will  leap  to  be  his  Friend :  For  as  you  knowj 
Whofe  he  is,  we  are,  and  that  is  Cafar^s. 

Thid.  So.    Thus  then  thou  moft  renowtfd,  Cafar  intti 
Not  to  confider  in  what  cafe  thou  ftand'ft 
Further  than  he  is  Cafar. 

Clee.  Go  on,  right  Royal. 

Thid.  He  knows  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  feared  him. 
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CU3.  Oh!  £4fi&. 

Tlwi^  The  fears  upon  yoar  Honour,  t)iet>efor€  iie 
Do*s  pity,  is  cooftrained  bltmilhes. 
Not  as  deferTcd. 

Qeo.  Hie  is  a  god,  andknowswhatisiDoft  right. 
Mine  Honour  was  not  yielded,  but  conquered  meeriy* 

En9.  To  be  fure  of  that»  I  will  ask  Antony. 
Sir*  Sir,  thoii  art  fo  kaky 
That  we  muft  leave  thee  to  thy  finking*  for 
Thy  dearefl;  quit  tliee.  [ExU  £no« 

Tbid.  Shan  I  fay  to  C^far^ 
What  you  require  of  him :  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  defir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  pleafe  him* 
That  of  his  'Fortunes  you  fliould  make  a  Staff 
To  lean  upon.     But  it  would  warm  his  Spirits^ 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  limonj^ 
And  put  your  felf  under  his  Shrowd,  the  univerfiS  Landlords 

Cleo.  What's  your  Name? 

Thid.  My  Name  is  ThidUt. 

Cleo.  Moft  kind  Mcffenger; 
Say  to  great  Cdfir  this  in  difputation, 
I  kifs  his  conqu'ring  Hand :  Tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  Crown  afs  Feet,  and  there  to  kneeL 
Tell  him  that  from  his  all-obeying  breath, 
I  hear  the  doom  of  t/£gfpt* 

Thid.  'Tis  your  nobleft  courfe  : 
Wifdom  and  Fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can* 
No  chance  may  (bake  it.    Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  Hand. 

Cfeo.  Your  CV/ir's  Father  oft. 
When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  Kingdoms  in, 
Beftow*d  his  Lips  on  that  unwonhy  place* 
As  it  rain'd  Kiflfes. 

Enter  Antony,  and  Enobarbus* 

Ant.  Favours !  by  Jave  that  thunders, 

[Seeing  Thidias  kifs  her  Hand: 
What  art  thou  Fellow  ? 

Tbid.  One  that  but  performs  ^ 

The  bidding  of  the  fulleft  Man,  and  worthieft 
To  have  command  obeyed. 

Mag.  Yqu  "Will  be  whipp'd^  ^^ 


■t 


1711    '        Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

j4»t.  Approach  there-  -ah  you  Kite  I  Now  gods  and  4tyib  I 
Authority  melts  from  me  of  late.    When  I  cry*d  hoa  I 
Like  Boys  unto  a  mufs.  Kings  would  ftart  forth^ 
And  cry  your  will.    Have  you  no  £ars{ 
I  am  Antonj  yer.    Take  hence  this  Jack  and  whip  him. 

Enter  4  Seruanu 

Eno.  *Tis  better  playing  with  a  Lion's  Whelp^ 
Thin  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  Stars  I 
Whip  him  :  were  twenty  of  the  greatefl  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Cdfar^  (hould  I  find  them 
So  fawcy  with  the  hand  of  (he  here,  what's  her  Name 

Since  (he  was  CUopstra Whip  him.  Fellows 

*  Till  like  a  Boy  you  fee  him  crindge  his  Face^ 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy«    Take  him  hence 

Thid.  Mar k^  Antony 
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Ant.  Tug  him  away;  being  whipt^  ^ 

Bring  him  again,  the  fack  of  Ce/4r*s  fliall  i| 

Bear  us  an  Errand  to  Rim.  [^iExiunt  with  Thidiasi  ^ 

You  were  half  blafted  e'er  I  knew  you  :  Hal 
Have  I  my  Pillow  left  unpreft  in  Rome^ 
Fprborn  the  getting  of  a  lawful  Race, 
And  by  a  Jem  of  Women,  to  be  abus'd  j 

By  one  that  looks  on  Feeders?  •  '. 

Qeo.  Good,  my  Lord  v 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  Boggier  ever, 
But  when  we  in  our  vicioufnefs  grew  hard» 
Oh  mifery  on't,  the  wife  gods  feal  our  Eyes 
In  our  own  filth,  drop  our  clear  judgments,  makeud 
Adore  our  errors,  laugh  at's  while  we  ftrut 
To  our  confufion. 

Qco.  Oh,  is't  come  to  this  i 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  Morfel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Ca/ar's  Trencher?  Nay,  you  were  a  Fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey\  befides  what  hotter  hours 
Unregiftred  in  vulgar  Fame,  you  have 
Luxurioufly  pickt  out*    For  I  am  fure. 
Though  you  can  guefs  what  Temperance  (hould  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is* 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 

A»t.  To  let  a  Fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 

And 
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ayi  God  quit  you,  be  familiar  with  I 
lay-fello Vt  your  hand ;  this  Kingly  Scal^ 
slighter  of  high  Hearts !— —  O  that  I  were 

the  Hill  of  Bafa»,  to  out-roar 
liorned  Herd,  for  I  have  Saviige  caufe, 
D  proclainoi  it  civilly*  were  like 
ter'd  Neck  which  do*s  the  Hangman  thank, 
eiog  yare  about  him.     Is  he  whip*d? 
Eftter  a  Servant  with  Thidias. 

Soundly,  my  Lord. 
f.  Cry'd  he  ?  and  begg'd  a  pardon  ? 

He  did  ask  favour. 
f.  If  that  thy  Father  live,  let  him  repent 
waft  not  made  his  Daughter ;  and  be  thou  forry 
[low  Cafar  in  his  triumph,  fince 
haft  been  whipp'd,  for  following  him.    Henceforth 
f hite  Hand  of  a  Lady  Fever  thee, 
to  look  ont.     Go  get  thee  back  to  Qtptr^ 
lim  thy  entertainment  :  look  thou  fay 
ikes  me  angry  with  him.     For  he  feems     / 
and  difdainful,  harping  on  what  I  am, 
^bat  he  knew  I  was.     He  makes  me  angry, 
t  this  time  moft  eafie  *cis  to  do't : 
my  good  Stars,  that  were  my  former  guides 
:mpty  left  their  Orbs,  and  ihot  their  Fires, 
be  Abifm  of  HelL    If  he  miflike 
>eech,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him  he  has 
'hm»  my  enfranched  Bondman,  whom 
y  at  pleafure  whip,  or  hang,,  or  torture, 
fball  likq  to  quit  me.     Urge  it  thou  : 
with  thy  ftripes,  be  gone  {Exit  Thid. 

►  Have  you  done  yet  ? 
•  Alack»  our  Terrene  Moon  is  now  Eclips'd, 
portends  alone  the  fall  of  jint9ny. 

I  muft  ftay  his  time. 
.  To  flatter  Cafar^  would  you  mingle  Eyes 
>ne  that  ties  his  points  ? 
»  Not  know  me  yet  ? 
.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

Ah,  Dear,  if  I  be  fo, 
ny  cold  Heart,  let  Heav'n  ingender  Hail> 
L.    VL  E  And 
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And  Poifon  it  in  the  fource,  and  the  firft  Stone 
Drop  in  my  Neck;  as  it  determines,  fo 
D;fIo!ve  my  Life;  the  next  Ca/arh  fmite^ 
'Till  by  degrees  the  memory  of  my  Womb, 
Together  with  my  bravc  t/£gjptians  all. 
By  t!ie  difcattering  of  this  pellctted  ftorm, 
Lie  Graveltfs,  'till  the  Flies  and  Gnats  of  Nile 
Hive  bu'ned  them  for  prey. 

jint.  I  am  fatisfied: 
Cajur  fcts  down  in  Alexandria^  where 
I  will  oppofe  his  Fate.     Our  Force  by  Land,  * 
Hath  ncibly  held,  and  fcver'd  Navy  too 
Have  kf.it  again,  and  Float,  threatning  moft  Sea*]ike. 
Where  haft  thou  been  ray  Heart?  Doft  thou  hear,  Lady? 
If  from  the  Field  I  Ihall  return  once  more 
To  kifs  thefe  Lips,  I  will  appear  in  Blood, 
I,  and  my  Sword,  will  earn  my  Chronicle, 
There's  hope  in*t  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  Lord. 

Ant.  I  will  be  treblcvHnewed,  hearted,  brcath'd. 
And  fight  malicioufly :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky.  Men  did  ranfome  Lives 
Of  me  for  Jefts;  but  now,  V\\  fet  my  Teeth, 
And  fend  to  daiknefs  all  that  ftopmc.     Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gawdy  Night :  Call  to  me 
All  my  fad  Captains,  fill  our  Bowls;  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  Midnight  Bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  Birth-day, 
I  had  thought  t'have  held  it  poor.     But  fince  my  Lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  we  will  yet  do  well. 

Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  Captains  to  iny  Lord. 

Ant.  Do  {o^  we'll  fpeak  to  them,  and  to  Night  Til  foi 
The  Wine  peep  through  their  Scars.     Come  on,  my  Que 
Thert*s  fap  in't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight 
ril  make  Death  love  me  :  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  Peftilent  Scythe.  \ExeM. 

Eno.  Now  he'll  out-ftare  the  Lightning,  to  be  furious 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear,  and  in  that  mood 
The  Dove  will  peck  the  Lftrid^e;  and  I  fee  ftill 
A  diminution  m  our  Captain's  Brain, 

Refte; 
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Reftores  his  Heart;  when  Valour  preys  on  Reafon, 

It  eats  the  Sword  it  fights  with  :  I  will  fcek 

Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exit. 


ACT    IV.     SCENE     I. 

■ 

SCENE     CafarV  Camp. 

Enter  Casfari  Agrippa,  and  Mecaencs  with  his  jirmj^ 

Cxfar  reading  a  Letter. 
Cf/I  TTE  calls  me  Boy,  and  chicles  as  he  had  power 
XjL  To  beat  me  out  ot  ^y£gypt.     My  Mefftngcr 
He  hath  whipt  with  Rods,  dares  me  to  Perfonal  Combat, 
Cifiir  to  Antony.     Let  the  old  Ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die :  mean  time 
Laugh  at  this  Challenge. 

Mec.  Qefar  muft  think. 
When  one  fo  great  begins  to  rage,  he*s  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  diftradion:  Never  anger     1 
Made  good  guard  for  it  felf.  '\ 

Ctf.  Let  our  bcft  Heads  know. 
That  to  morrow,  the  laft  of  many  Battels 
We  mean  to  fight.     Wirhin  our  Files  there  are. 
Of  thofe  that  ferv'd  Mark.Anteny  hut  late. 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.    See  it  done. 
And  feaft  the  Army,  we  have  ftore  to  do'r. 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  wafte.     Poor  Antonj !      [^Exeunt. 

SCENE      II.      Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,   Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Iraf, 

Alexas,  with  others, 
^AsU.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitins. 
^ Eno.  No? 

Jint.  Why  ftiould  he  not  ? 

En9.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  Fortune, 
He  is  twenty  Men  to  one. 

-4ir/.*  To  morrow,  Soidier, 
By  Sea  and  Land  V\\  fight :   or  I  will  live. 
Or  bathe  my  dying  Honour  in  the  BIo^ik], 
Stall  make  it  live  zgatin.    Woo\  thou  figlat  weV\. 

£  2  £**• 
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Efto.  I'll  ftrikcy  and  cry,  take  all. 

ji»t0  Well  faid,  come  on  : 
Call  forth  my  Moufliold  Servants^  let's  toNight;^ 

Enter  Servants. 
Be  bounteous  at  our  MeaL    Give  me  thy  hand. 
Thou  haft  been  rightly  honeft,  fo  haft  thou» 
And  thou,  and  thou,  and  thou :  you  have  ferv'd  me  wel). 
And  Kings  have  been  your  Fellows. 

Gee.  What  means  this  ? 

Em.  'Tis  one  of  thofe  odd  tricks  which  (brrow  (hoot 
Out  of  the  Mind.  i 

jint.  And  thou  art  honeft  too  r 
I  wiHi  I  could  be  made  fo  many  Men^ 
And  all  of  you  clapt  up  together,  in 
An  jintonj  :  that  I  might  do  you  fervice, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Omnes.  The  gods  forbid  / 

jint.  Well,  my  good  Fellows,  wait  on  me  to  Nighty 
Scant  not  my  Cups,  and  make  as  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  Empire  was  your  Fellow  too. 
And  fuffered  my  command. 

Cleo.  What  does  he  mean  \ 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

jimt.  Tend  me  to  Night; 
May  be  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty. 
Haply  you  fhall  not  fee  me  more,  or  if# 
A  mangled  (hadow.     Perchance  to  morrow. 
You'll  ferve  another  Mafter.    I  look  on  you. 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honeft  Friends» 
I  turn  you  not  away,  but  like  a  Mafter 
Married  to  your  good  Servive,  ftay  till  Death : 
Tend  me  to  Night  two  Hours^  I  ask  no  more. 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for'c. 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  Sir, 
To  give  them  this  difcomfort  ?  Look,  you  weep». 
And  I,  an  Afs,  am  Onioa-ey 'd ;  for  (hame. 
Transform  us  not  to  Women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho  : 
Now  the  Witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thusJ 
'©race  grow  where  thofe  drops  fall,  my  hearty  Friend^ 
Tou  t^f  gie  in  coo  dolorous  a  fenfe; 

'" F 
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For  I  (pake  to  you  for  your  comfort,  did  defire  you 
To  bum  this  Night  with  Torches :  know,  my  Heart5, 
I  hope  well  of  to  morrow,  and  will  lead  you, 
Whete  rather  I'll  expeft  yidorious  Life, 
Than  Death,  and  Honour.    Let's  to  Supper,  come, 
And  drown  confideration.  [Bxeurtu 

Enter  4  Cdtnpanj  of  Soldier s* 

1  Sold.  Brother^  good  Night :  to  morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  Fare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  ftrange  about  the  Streets. 

I  Sold.  Nothing  :  what  News  I 

z  Sold.  Belike  'tis  but  a  Rumour,  good  Night  to  you. 

I  Sold.  Well,  Sir,  good  Nieht. 

iThej  meet  with  other  Soldiers. 
1  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  Watch. 
I  Sold.  And  you  :  6ood  Night,  good  Night. 

[They  place  themfelves  in  every  corner  of  the  Stage. 
1  Sold.  Here  we ;  and  if  to  morrow 
Our  Navy  thrive,  I  have  an  abfolute  hope 
Our  Landmen  will  ftand  up. 
1  Sold.  Tis  a  brave  Army,  and  full  of  purpofe. 

[Mujick  of  the  Hoboyes  is  under  tht  Stage. 
a  Sold.  Peace,  what  noife  ? 

1  Sold.  Lifl,  lift; 

2  Sold.  Hark! 

1  SoU.  MuHck  iU'  Air. 
J  SM.  Under  the  Earth. 

It  fings  well,  do's  it  not  ? 

2  Sold.  No. 

1  SoU.  Peace  I  fayt  what  (hould  this  mean? 

2  Sold.  *Tis  the  god  i%rciy/^/,  who  loved  ^/^/i;. 
Now  leaves  him. 

z  Sold.  Walk,  let's  fee  if  other  Watchmen 
Do  hear  what  we  do  ? 

2  Sold.  How  now.  Matters?  {Speak^together. 

Omnes.  How  now  ?  how  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ? 

X  Sold.  Is*t  not  ftrange  ? 

I 'Sold.  Do  you  hear.  Matters?  Do  you  hear? 

I  Sold.  Follow  the  noife  fo  far  as  we  have  quarter. 
jLct*s  fee  how  it  will  give  off. 

Onmes.  Content:  Yisfknng^.  \Excunt* 
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Efiter    Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  others* 
jint.  ErQSy  mine  Armor,  Eros. 
CUo.  Sleep  a  little. 
Anu  No,  my  Chuck  :  £rw,  come,  mine  Armour,  £r 

Enttr  Eros. 
Come,  my  good  Fellow,  put  thine  Iron  on, 
If  F.>rtune  be  not  ours  to  day,  it  is 
Eecaufe  we  brave  her»     Come. 

CUa.  Nay,  I'll  help  too,  jintonj. 
Whar's  this  tor  ?  Ab,  let  be,  let  be,  thou  art 
Th:  Armorer  of  my  Heart;  Falfe,  falfe;  This,  this, 
Sooth-hw  I'll  help:  Thus  it  muft  be. 

jint.  Well,  well,  we  (hall  thrive  now. 
Secft  thou,  my  good  Fellow.  Go  put  on  thy  defences^ 
Eno.  Briefly,  Sir. 
Qeo.  Ts  not  this  buckled  well  \ 
Anu  Rarely,  rarely: 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  'till  we  do  pleafe  . 
To  doft  for  our  repofe,  (hall  hear  a  Storm. 
Th  )U  fumblcft  Eros,  and  my  Qaeen's  a  Squire 
More  tight  at  this;  Difpatch.     O  Love, 
That  thou  couldfl;  fee  my  Wars  to  day,  and  kncw'ft 
The  Royal  Occupation,  thou  (houldflfee 
A  Workman  in't. 

Enter  an  Armed  Soldier. 
Good  morrow  to  thee,  welcome. 
Thou  look'ft  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge  : 
To  bufinefs  th-t  we  love,  we  rife  betime. 
And  ro  to't  with  delight. 
Sold.   A  thtffifand,  Sir, 
Early  though't  be,  have  on  their  Rivetted  trim. 
And  at  the  Port  exped  you.         {Shorn.    Trt*mfets  fiom 

Enter  Captains  and  Soldiers, 
Cap.  The  Morn  is  fair;  good  morrow  General. 
AIL  G->od  morrow,  General. 
Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  Lad. 
This  morning  like  the  Spirit  of  a  youth 
That  m^ans  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 
S 1,  {o;  Come  give  me  that,  what  e*er  becomes  of  me. 
Fare  thee  weP,  Dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me, 
This  is  a  Soldier's  feifs :  rebukeable. 
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Aod  worthy  fliameful  check  it  were,  to  ftand 

On  more  Mechanick  Complirnenr,  HI  leave  thee,' 

Now,  like  a  Man  of  Steel.     You  that  will  fighr. 

Follow  me  clofe,  PU  bring  you  to't:   Adieu.  [_Ex€fffst. 

Char.  Pleafe  you  retire  to  your  Chamber  ? 

Cleo.  Lead  me  : 
He  goes  forth  gallantly :  that  he  and  Ca/ar  might 
Determine  this  great  War  in  finale  fight ; 

Then  Antony but  no\y Wwll  on.  \Exeunt. 

Trnmpets  found.     Enter  Ahtony,  and  Eros. 

Bros.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antonj. 

Ant.  Would  thou,  and  thofe  thy  Scars  had  once  prevailed, 
To  make  me  fight  at  Land. 

Brot.  Madft  thou  done  {o» 
The  Kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  Soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  ftill 
Followed  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Eros.  Who?  one  ever  near  thee,  call  for  EnobarbHs. 
He  (hall  not  hear  thde,  or  from  Gf/Sr's  Camp, 
%  I  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  fay'ft  thou  I 

Sold.  Sir,  he  is  with  Cafar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  Chefts  and  Treafure  he  has  not  with  him. 

Ait.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Moft  certain. 

Ait*  Go,  £rc4,  fend  his  Treafure  after,  do  it, 
Detain  qo  jot,  I  charge  thee  ;  write  to  him, 
I  will  fubfcribe,  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings : 
%,  that  I  wifti  he  never  find  more  caufe 
To  change  aMafter,     Oh  my  Fortunes  haye 
Corrupted  honeft  Men.     Djifpatch,  Eros.  \Exit. 

SCENE     111.     CafarV  Camf. 

Enter  Cxfar,  Ag^ippa,  with  Enobarbu§,  and  Dolabella# 

C«/.  Go  forth,  Agrifpa^  and  begin  the  fights 
Our  will  is  Antony  be  took  alive; 
Make  it  fo  known. 

Agr.  Cafar^  I  flialK 

E  4  C<. 
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Ctf.  The  time  of  uni verfal  peace  is  near ; 
Prove  this  a  profp'rous  day,  the  three-nook'd  World 
Shall  bear  the  Olive  freely. 

Enter  4  Mejfengsrm 

Mef.  jintonj  \i  come  into  the  Field. 

Ctf.  Go  charge  jigripfa^ 
Plant  thofe  that  have  revolted  in  the  Van, 
That  Antony  may  (ecm  to  fpend  his  Fury 
Upon  himfelf.  [Exemn. 

Eno.  j^Uxas  did  revolt,  and  went  to  Jcwrj  on    . 
AfiFairs  of  Antonys  there  did  perfwade 
Great  Herod  to  inclinle  himfelf  to  Ce/^r, 
And  leave  his  Mafter  Antony.    For  this  pains 
C^far  hath  hang'd  him :  Canidims  and  the  reft 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  truft  :  I  have  done  ill. 
Of  which  I  do  accufe  my  felf  fo  forely^ 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  of  CsefarV. 

Sold.  Enol^arbuSy  Antony 
Hath  after  thee  fent  all  thy  Treafure,  with 
His  bounty  over-plus.    The  Meffenger 
Came  o»  my  Guard,  and  at  thy  Tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  Mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 
.  Sold.  Mock  not,  Enobarbnsj 
I  tell  you  true  :  Beft  you  fafe*t  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  Hoaft,  I  muft  attend  mine  Office, 
Or  would  have  done't  my  felf.    Your  Emperor 
Continues  ftill  ijove.  [Exik 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  Villain  of  the  Earth, 
And  feel  I  am  fo  moft.     Oh  Antony, 
Thou  Mine  of  Bounty,  how  wouldft  thou  have  paid 
My  better  Service,  when  my  Turpitude 
Thou  doft  fo  Crown  with  Gold.     This  bows  my  Heart; 
If  fwift  Thought  break  it  not,  a  fwifted  mean 
Shall  out-ftrike  Thought ;  but  Thought  will  do't,  I  feel. 

I  fight  againft  thee ! No,  I  will  go  feek 

Some  Ditch,  where  I  may  die;  the  foul'Il  beft  fits 

My  latter  part  of  Life.  [Exit 
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SCENE    IV,      Before  the  Walls  of 

,   Alexandria. 

jtUorum.     Drums  and  Tmmpets.    Enter  Agrippi, 

Agn  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  our  felves  too  far: 
Otfkr  himfelf  has  work^  and  our  oppreffiop 
Eiceeds  what  we  cxpefied.  [Exit. 

jtlarums.    Emir  Aotony.  and  Scarus  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  Emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed. 
Had  we  done  fo  at  .firft*  we  had  droven  them  home 
With  Clouts  about  their  Head.  [Far  off. 

jint.  Thou  bleed'ft  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  mad?  an  H^ 

Ant.  They  do  retire^ 

Scar.  We  11  beat  'em  into  Bench-holes,  I  have  yet 
Room  for  fix  fcotches  more. 

Enter  Eros.* 

Eros.  They  are  beaten.  Sir,  and  our  advantage  fervcs 
For  a  fair  Viftory. 

Scar.  Let  us  fcore  their  Backs, 
And  fnatch  *em  up,  as  we  take  Hares  behind, 
'Tis  fport  to  maul  a  Runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 
Once  for  thy  fprightly  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  Valour.  .  Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.    Enter  Antony  again  in  a  march^  ScarUs,  with 

others. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  Campj  run  one  before. 
And  let  the  Queen  know  of  our  Giieftsj  to  morrow 
Before  the  Sun  Ihall  fee's,  we-11  fpill  the  Blood 
That  has  to  day  efcap'd.     I  thank  you  all. 
For  doughty  handed  are  you,  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  ferv'd  the  Caufe,  but  as't  had  been 
Each  Man's  like  mine;  you  have  (hewn  all  HeUors. 
Enter  the  City,  clip  your  Wives,  your  Friends, 
Tell  them  your  Feats,  whilft  they  with  joy tulTt^u 
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Wafli  the  congealment  from  your  Wounds,  and  kifs 

Th»i  honoured  galhcs  whole.  Give  me  thy  Hand.[7>Scaru 

Enter  Cleopatra, 
To  this  great  Faiery,  I'll  commend  thy  aftj. 
Make  h.r  thinks  blefs  thee,     O  thou  day  o'th'World, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  Neck,  leap  thou,  Attire  and  all 
Through  proof  of  Harnefs  to  my  Heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing* 

Cle0»  Lord  of  Loids, 
Oh  infinite  Virtue,  com'fl  thou  fmiling  from 
The  World's  great  Snare  uncaught. 

jinu  My  Nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  Beds.  What,  Girl,  though  gri]f 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  yet  ha'wc 
A  brain  that  nouriihes  our  Nerves,  and  can 
Get  gole  for  gole  of  Youth.     Behold  this  Man, 
Commend  unto  his  Lips  thy  favouring  Hand, 
Kifs  it  my  Warrior:  He  hath  fought  to  dayf 
As  if  a  (j()d  in  hate  of  Mankind,  had 
JDeftr  yed  in  fuch  a  fli«pc, 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee.  Friend, 
An  Armour  all  of  Gold ;  it  was  a  King's. 

^nt.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  Carbunkled 
Like  holy  rhahns  Car.   Give  me  thy  Hand, 
Throiij^h  j4lexandria  make  a  jolly  march, 
Bear  our  hackt  Targets,  like  the  Men  that  owe  them. 
Had  our  great  Palace  the  capacity 
To  Cimp  tiiis  hoaft,  we  all  would  fup  together. 
And  driiik  Carowfes  to  the  next  Day's  Fate 
W.jch  promifes  Royal  Peri!.     Trumpeters 
With  bnzen  din  blaft  you  the  Cities  Ear. 
Make  mingle  with  our  ratling  Tabourines, 
That  Hcav'n  and  Earth  may  flrike  their  founds  together. 
Applauding  our  Approach*  [ExeoHi 

SCENE    V.      Cx(2iis  Camp. 

Enter  a  Century^  and  his  Companj^  Enobarbus  follows. 

Cent.  If  we  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour. 
We  muft  return  to  th' Court  of  Guard;  the  Night 
|k  lliiny,  a-id  they  fay,  wc  ftiail  embattel 
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cond  Hour  i'th"  Morn. 

^h^  This  lad  day  was  a  (hrewd  one  to's. 

3h  bear  me  witnefs  Night. 

:h.  What  Man  is  this  ? 

rib.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 

Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  blefTed  Moon» 

ien  revolted  (hall  upon  Record 

sful  memory ;  poor  Enobarbus  did 

liy  Face  repent. 

Enobarbm  i 

k  Peace ;  hark  further. 

Oh  Sovereign  Miftrefs  of  true  Melancholy, 

fonous  damp  of  Night  difpunge  upon  me, 

fe,  a  very  PLcbel  to  my  Will, 

ig  no  longer  on  me.     Throw  my  Heart 

the  flint  and  hardnefs  of  my  Fault, 

eing  dried  with  Griefs,  will  break  to  Powder, 

[h  all  foul  Thoughts.     Oh  Antonj^ 

han  my  revolt  is  infamous, 

me  in  thine  own  particular, 

he  World  rank  me  in  Regifter 

r-leaver,  and  a  Fugitive: 

mj  I  Oh  Antonj  !  [!)/>/. 

&.  Let's  fpeak  to  him. 

Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 

iccrn  Cafar. 

h.  Let's  do  fo,  but  he  fleeps. 

Swoons  rather,  forfo  bad  a  Prayer  as  his 

cr  yet  for  fleep. 

hi  Go  we  to  him. 

L  Awake,  Sir,  awake,  fpeak  to  us. 

h.  Hear  you.  Sir? 

The  Hand  of  death  hath  caught  him. 

[Drums  afar  Q^f. 
w  the  Drums  demurely  wake  the  Sleepers: 
ear  him  to  th*  Court  of  Guard;  he  is  of  note, 
jr  is  fully  out. 
:h.  Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  y^^      ^f^xtunu 


^ 


^^^ 
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Wafli  the  congealment  from  your  Wounds,  and  kifs 

The  honoured  gaihcs  whole.  Give  me  thy  Hand.[7>Scarui 

Enter  Cleopatra, 
To  this  great  Faiery,  I'll  commend  thy  aftf, 
Make  h^r  thanks  blefs  thee.     O  thou  day  o'th*  World, 
Chain  mine  arm'd  Neck,  leap  thou.  Attire  and  all 
Through  proof  of  Harnefs  to  my  Heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing* 

Qeo,  Lord  of  Lords, 
Oh  infinite  Virtue,  com'fl  thou  fmiling  from 
The  World's  great  Snare  uncaught. 

ji»t.  My  Nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  Beds.  What,  Girl,  though  gray 
Do  fomething  mingle  with  our  younger  brown,  yet  ha*wc 
A  brain  that  nouriihes  our  Nerves,  and  can 
Get  gole  for  gole  of  Youths     Behold  this  Man, 
Commend  unto  his  Lips  thy  favouring  Hand, 
Kifs  it  my  Warrior:  He  hath  fought  to  day# 
As  if  a  <jod  in  hate  of  Mankind,  had 
JDeftr  .yed  in  fuch  a  fliupc. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee.  Friend, 
An  Armour  all  of  Gold;  it  was  a  King's. 

^fft.  He  has  deferv'd  it,  were  it  Carbunkled 
Like  holy  rhahns  Car.   Give  me  thy  Hand, 
Through  j4lexandria  make  a  jolly  march, 
Bear  our  hackt  Targets,  like  the  Men  that  owe  them. 
Had  our  great  Palace  the  capacity 
To  Cimp  this  hoaft,  we  all  would  fup  together. 
And  drink  Carowfes  to  the  next  Day's  Fate 
Wiiich  promifes  Royal  Peri!.     Trumpeters 
With  brozen  din  blaft  you  the  Cities  Ear. 
Make  mingle  with  our  ratling  Tabourines, 
That  Hcav'n  and  Earth  may  flrike  their  founds  together, 
Applauding  our  Approach*  [Exetmf 

SCENE    V.      Cx(2Lis  Camp. 

Enter  a  Century^  and  his  Compart j^  Enobarbus  follows* 

Cent.  If  we  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour. 
We  muft  return  to  th*  Court  of  Guard;  the  Night 
Is  fiiinv,  z.d  they  fay,  wc  ftiail  embattel 
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I  By  th'  fecond  Hour  i'th"  Morn. 

[      iWoich.  This  lad  day  was  a  (hrewd  one  to's, 

;      Eno.  Oh  bear  me  witnefs  Night* 

2  Watch.  What  Man  is  this  ? 

I  Watch.  Stand  clofe,  and  lift  him. 

Eno.  ■  Be  witnefs  to  me,  O  thou  blefTed  Moon» 
When  Men  revolted  (hall  upon  Record 
Bear  hateful  meniory ;  poor  Enobarbus  did 
.    Before  thy  Face  repent. 

Cent.  Embarhtui 

I  Watch.  Peace;  hark  further. 

£tt$.  Oh  Sovereign  Miftrefs  of  true  Melancholy, 
The  poifonous  damp  of  Night  difpunge  upon  me. 
That  Life,  a  very  Rebel  to  my  Will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me.     Throw  my  Heart 
Agiinft  the  flint  and  bardnefs  of  my  Fault, 
Which  being  dried  with  Griefs,  will  break  to  Powder, 
Aod  finifh  all  foul  Thoughts.     Oh  jintonj^ 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular, 
^ut  lat  the  World  rank  me  in  Regifter 
A Mafter-leaver,  and  a  Fugitive: 
Oh  jintonj  !  Oh  Antony  !  [Dies. 

I  Watch.  Let's  fpeak  to  him. 

Cent.  Let*s  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  fpeaks 
May  concern  Cafar. 

1  Watch.  LtVs  do  fo,  but  he  fleeps. 

Cent.  Swoons  rather,  forfo  bad  a  Prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  fleep. 

I  Watchi  Go  we  to  him. 

iWatch.  Awake,  Sir,  awake,  (peak  to  us, 

I  Watch.  Hear  you.  Sir? 

Cent.  The  Hand  of  death  hath  caught  him. 

[Drt^ms  afar  of. 
Hark  how  the  Drums  demurely  wake  the  Sleepers: 
Let  us  bear  him  to  th*  Court  of  Guard ;  he  is  of  note. 
Our  Hour  is  fully  out. 
z  Watch.  Come  on  then,  he  may  recover  yet.    lExeunt. 

■ 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI.     Between  the  tnvo  Can^ 

Enter  Antony,  snd  Scarus,  with  their  Armj^ 

jlnt.  Their  preparation  is  to  day  by  Sea* 
We  pleafe  them  not  by  Land. 

Scar.  For  both,  my  Lord. 

jint^  I  would  they'd  fight  i'th'Fire,  or  in  the  Air, 
We'd  fight  there  too.    But  this  it  is,  our  Foot 
Upon  the  Hills  adjoining  to  the  City 
Shall  ftay  with  us.     Order  for  Sea  is  given. 
They  have  put  forth  the  Haven ;  Further  on. 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  beft  difcovcr, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exei^ 

Enter  C«far,  and  his  Army. 

cup  But  being  charged,  we  will  be  ftill  by  Land,    . 
Which  as  I  take't  we  fliall;  for  his  beft  force 
Is  forth  to  Man  his  Gallies.    To  the  Vales, 
And  hold  our  beft  Advantage.  \Exei^ 

[AUrHm  afar  of^  as  at  a  Sea-fy 
Enter  Antony,  and  Scarus. 

Ant»  Yet  they  are  not  join*d : 
Where  yond  Pine  ftands,  I  fliall  difcover  all. 
Ill  bring  thee  word  ftraighr,  how  'tis  like  to  go.       [Ex 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 
In  Cleapatra^s  Sails  their  Nefls.     The  Auguries 
Say,  they  know  not— —they  cannot  tell— —look  grimly) 
And  dare  not  fpeak  their  Knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejefted,  and  by  ftarts. 
His  fretted  Fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not.  [Ex 

SCENE    VIL     Alexandria. 

Enter  Antony. 
''  'A»t.  AIJ  is  loft ! 

This  foul  *y£g]pian  hath  betrayed  me ! 
My  Fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  Foe,  and  yonder. 
They  caft  their  Caps  up,  and  Carowfe  together 
Like  Friends  long  loft.  Tr iple-turn'd  Whore  I  'tis  thou 

t 
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Haft  fold  me  to  this  Novice>  and  my  Heart 

Makes  only  Wars  on  thee.    Bid  them  all  fly : 

For  when  I  am  reveng*d  upon  my  Charm, 

I  btve  done  all.     Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 

Oh  Sun,  thy  uprife  (hall  I  fee  no  more: 

Fortune  and  Jlntmj  part  here,  even  here 

Do  we  fliake  Hands*— All  come  to  this!— -«The  Hearts 

That  pannelled  me  at  Heals,  to  whom  I  gave 

Their  wifhes,'do  dif-candy,  melt  their  fweets 

On  bloiToming  Cafar :  And  this  Pine  is  bark*d» 

That  over-topt  them  all.    Betray'd  I  am. 

Oh  this  falfeSoul  o(^/£gjpt\  this  grave  Charm> 

Whofe  Eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  caird  them  hornet 

Whofe  Bofom  was  my  Crownet^  my  chief  end, 

Like  a  right  GipGe^  hath  at  fafl  and  loofe 

Beguird  me,  to  the  very  Heart  of  lofs. 

What  Eros  J  Eros  I 

£«i«^  Cleopatra. 

Ab»  thou  Spell  f  Avant. 
Cieom  Why  is  my  Lord  enrag'd  againfl  his  Love? 
Ant.  Vani/b,  or  I  (Kail  give  thee  thy  deferving, 

Aod  blemi(h  Cefar's  Triumph.    Let  him  take  thee» 

And  hoift  thee  up  to  th'  ihouting  Plebeians ; 

Follow  his  Chariot,  like  the  greateft  Spot 
'  Of  all  thy  Sex.    Moft  Monfter  like  be  (hewD 

For  poor  ft  Diminutives,  for  Dolts;  and  let 

Fatieot  OSai^ia  plough  thy  Vifage  up 

With  her  prepared  Nails.  ^Tis  well  thou'rt  gone^ 

[Exit  Cleopatrt. 

If  it  be  well  to  live.    But  better  'twere 

Thou  feirft  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 

Might  have  prevented  many.    Eros^  hoa ! 

The  (hirt  of  Neffks  is  upon  me;  teach  me, 

Akides,  thou  mine  Anc^ftor,  thy  rage : 

Let  me  lodge  Ideas  on  the  horns  o'ch'  Moon, 

And  with  thofe  hands  that  grarpt  the  heavieft  Club, 

Subdue  my  worthieft  felf.    The  Witch  (hall  die; 

To  the  young  Roman  Boy  (he  hath  fold  me,  and  I  fall 

Under  his  Plot:  She  dies  for't.    Eros^  hoa !  [ExU. 
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£n$er  Eros. 

Eros,  What  would  my  Lord  { 

^iftti  Since  Cleopatra  died* 
I  have  liv'd  in  fuch  diflibnour,  that  the  gods 
Deteft  my  bafeners.     I»  that  with  my  Swerd, 
Quartered  the  World*  and  o*er  green  Neptunes  Back 
With  Ships*  made  Cities,  concfemn  my  felf,  to  lack 
The  Courage  of  a  Woman ;  lefs  noble  minded 
Than  (he  which,  by  her  death,  our  Cafar  tells, 
I  am  Conqueror  of  my  felf.    Thou  art  fworn  Eros^ 
That  when  the  exigent  ihould  come*  which  now 
Is  come  indeed,  when  I  ftiould  fee  behind  me 
Th*  inevitable  Profecution  of  difgrace 
And  horrour,  that  on  my  command,  thou  then 
Wouldft  kill  me.   Do't,  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  ftrik'ft  not  me,  'till  Cafar  thou  defeated. 
Put  colour  in  my  Cheek. 

Eros.  The  Gods  with-hold  me. 
Shall  I  do  that  which  all  the  Parthian  Darts, 
Though  Enemy,  lofl  aim,  and  could  not  i 

Ant,  EroSf 
Would fl  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome^  and  fee 
Thy  Mailer  thus  with  pleacht  Arms,  bending  dowa 
His  corrigible  Neck,  his  Face  fubdu'd 
To  penetrative  (hame ;  whilfl  the  wheel'd  feat 
Of  fortunate  Ca/ar  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  bafenefs  that  enfued. 

Eros.  I  would  not  fee'c. 

Ant.  Come  then ;  for  with  a  wound  I  muft  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honeft  Sword  which  thou  haft  worn 
Moft  ufeful  for  thy  Country. 

Eros.  Oh,  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  fwor*ft  thou  not  the. 
To  do  this  when  I  bad  thee  i  Do  it  at  once. 
Or  thy  precedent  Services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurpos'd.    Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance^ 
Wherein  the  worftiip  of  the  whole  World  lyes. 

Ant.  Lo  thee.  {Turning  from  hi 

Eros.  My  Sword  is  drawn. 

A 
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Am.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  haft  drawn  it. 

Erou  My  dear  Matter, 
My  Captain,  and  my  Ecnperor.    Let  roe  fay 
B^ore  I  ftrike  this  bloody  ftroke,  farewel. 

Ant.  'Tis  faid,  Man,  and  fareweL 

Eros.  Farewel,  great  Chief.     Shall  I  ftrike  now  3 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Er§s.  Why  there  then [Eros  kilU  himfclf. 

Thus  I  do  e(cape  the  forrow  of  j^»tonj*%  death. 

jpti.  Thrice  nobler  than  my  felf, 
Tbou  teacheft  me,  oh  valiant  Eros»  what 
I  (hould,  and  thou  could'ft  not ;  my  Queen  and  Eros 
Hive  by  their  brave  Inftrudion  got  upon  me 
Anobknefs  in  Record.     But  I  will  be 
A  Bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  Lover's  Bed.    Come  then,  and  EroSf 
Thy  Mafter  dies  thy  Scholar ;  to  do  xhns[^FalUng  on  his  Stv^rd. 

I  learnt  of  thee.    How,  not  dead  ?  not  dead? 

The  Guard how  I oh  difpatch  me. 

Enter  Decretas  and  Guard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noife  ? 

-A^.  I  have  done  my  work,  ill  Friends : 
P  make  an  end  of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Qnard.  The  Star  is  fain. 

I  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  Period. 

M.  Alas,  and  woe! 

Axt.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  ftrike  me  dead. 

I  Guard.  Not  I. 

I  Guard.  Not  L 

J  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  "  [Extnnt. 

ftc.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  Followers  lly. 
Thb  Sword  but  (hewn  to  Cafar  with  this  tidings, 
SniB  cntcf  me  with  him. 

Ent€r\  Diomedes. 

^9.  Where's  Antonji 

Ji^c.  There,  Diomedy  there. 

Dm.  Lives  ne?  wilt  thou  not  anfwer,  Man  ? 

Am.  Art  thou  there,  Diomedf  Draw  thy  Sword,  and 
give  me 
Suficfag  ftrokes  for  death. 

yoi,  VL   '    F  >         I>W. 
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Dio.  Mod  abfoluce  Lord, 
My  Miftrefs  Geopatra  fent  me  to  thee. 

Anu  When  did  ihe  fend  thee? 

Dio.  Now,  my  Lord. 

jint.  Where  is  fhe? 

Dio.  Locke  in  her  Monument.  She  had  a  prophefying  Fe 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pais;  for  when  (he  faw. 
Which  never  fhall  be  found,  you  did  fufpefi: 
She  had  difpos*d  with  dfur^  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  (he  fent  you  word  (he  was  dead: 
But  fearing  (ince  how  it  might  work*  hath  fent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth,  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

uint.  Too  late,  good  Dicmcd;  call  my  Guard  I  prethet 

Dh.  What  hot  the  Emperor's  Guard. 
The  Guard,  what  hoa !  Come,  your  Lord  calls. 

Enter  the  Guard. 

jint.  Bear  me,  good  Friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides, 
'Tis  the  laft  fervice  that  I  (hall  command  you. 

Guard.  Woe!  woe  are  we.  Sir!  you  may  not  live  to  wi 
All  your  true  Followers  out. 

jilL  Moft  heavy  day  ! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  Fellows,  do  not  pleafe  (harp  Fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  Sorrows.    Bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  puniili  us,  and  we  puni(h  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up, 
I  have  led  you  ofr>  carry  me  now,  good  Friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.  [^Ex€$tnt  hearing  AnttX 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

SCENE  A  magnijicent  Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Cbarmian,  and  Iras,  above. 

Cleo.f^  H  Charmiany  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 
V^  Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madaiq* 
CUo.  Noj  I  will  not ; 
All  firange  and  terrible  Events  are  welcome. 
But  Comforts  we  defpife,  our  (ize  of  forrow 

Prop 
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Pro{>0]tion*d  to  our  caufe»  muft  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it. 

Enter  Diomedes. 
How  now  ?  Is  he  dead  \ 

Die.  His  Death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  but  o*th'  other-hde  your  Monument 
His  Guard  have  brought  him  hither. 

Enter  Aotony,  tern  by  the  Gftard. 

CUo.  O  Sun, 
Burn  the  great  Sphere  thou  mov'ft  in,  darkling  ftand 
The  varying  Shore  o'th'  World.  O  Antenj  !  Amtepy  !  jintewj  f 
Hdp,  Ch^mian^  help,  Ir^s^  help ;  help.  Friends^ 
Bdow,  lee's  draw  him  hither. 

Jim.  Peace, 
Mot  Cdfar*%  Valour  hath  o*er*^thrown  Antony , 
Bat  Antony  hath  triumpht  on  himfelf. 

CUo.  So  it  ihould  be,  that  none  but  Atetony 
Should  conquer  Antony,  but  woe  'tis  fo. 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  t^gjft^  dying;  only 
I  here  importune  Death  awhile,  until 
Of  many  thoufand  kifTes  the  poor  laft 
I  liy  upon  thy  Lips* 

Cleo.  I  dare  not.  Dear, 
Dear  my  Lord*  pardon ;  I  dare  not. 
Left  I  be  taken;  not  th' imperious  fh«w 
Of  the  full'.fortun'd  Cafar^  ever  fliall 
Be  brooch*d  with  me ;  if  Knife,  Drugs,  Serpen^  htfti 
£<ige.  Sting,  or  Operation,  I  son  fafe : 
Your  Wife  O^^vU,  with  her  modeft  Eyes,      ->/ 
And  fiill  conclufion,  ihall  acquire  no  honour,    I 
Demuring  upon  me.     But,  come#  €oaie>  Antony ^ 
Help  me,  my  Women,  we  muft  draw  thee  up       * 
Affift,  good  Friends^ 

Ant.  Oh  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cb».  Here's  fport  indeed ;  how  heavy  weighs  my  Lofrd  ! 
Our  ftrength  is  all  gone  into  hea^rinefj^' 
That  makes  the  weight.    Had  I  %x^ttjum\  Pcywer, 
The  ftrong  wiiig'd  Mtrcnry  fhould  fetch  thee  up, 
^  fet  thee  by  Jove's  fide.     Yet  come  a  little, 
*^ilhen  were  veu  S^ek.    Oh  comr,  come,  come'  ^^r* 

iThijJtaw  At)ca(vy^t.»  C\^«^Vi4 
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And  welcome,  welcome.   Die  when  thou  haft  liv'd^ 
Quicken  with  kiffing ;  had  my  Lips  that  power. 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out 

jiU.  Oh  heavy  fight ! 

jim»  I  am  dying,  %/E,gjft^  dying. 
Give  me  fome  Wine,  and  let  me  fpeak  a  littfe. 

CUo.  No,  let  me  (peak,  and  let  me  rail  fo  high. 
That  the  falfe  Hufw if e.  Fortune,  break  her  Wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

^nt.  One  word,  fweet  Queen. 
Of  Ge/4r  feek  your  honour,^  with  your  fafety— •Oh!— * 

Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me. 
None  about  Cafar  truft,  but  ProculeiHs. 

Cleo.  My  Refolution,  and  my  Hands,  rUcruft, 
None  about  Ce/2rr. 

Ant»  The  miferiible  change  now  at  my  end^ 
Lament  nor  forrow  at :  But  pleafe  your  Thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  thofe  my  former  Fortunes, 
Wherein  I  liv'd.     The  greateft  Prince  o**th?  World,. 
The  nobleft  once;  and.ife  now  not  bafely  die. 
Nor  Cowardly,  put  off  my  Helmet  to 
My  Countryman.    A  Roman^  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanqui(h*d.     Now  my  Spirit  is  going, 
I  can  no  more  [Antony  2> 

CUo.  Nobleft  of  Men     ■    ■  woo't  die? 
Haft  thou  no  care  of  me?  ihall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  abfence  is 
No  better  than  a  Stye  ?  O  fee,  my  Women  I 
The  Crown  o'th' Earth  doth  melt- — My  LordN*^* 
Oh  withered  is  the  Garland  of  the  War, 
The  Soldiers  Pale  is  fain :  Young  Boys  and  Girb 
Are  level  now  with  Men ;  the  odds  is  gone^ 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable. 
Beneath  the  vifitiog  Moon.  [Shcfd 

Char.  Ob  quietnefs^  Lady. 

Iras^  She*s  dead  too,  our  Sovereign. 

Chau  I^dy. 

Iras.  Madam. 

Char.  Oh  Madam,  Madam,  Madam 

Iras.  Koy9lu£ij^ffl  Smprefsf 
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Quit.  Peace,  peaces  /ma 

CUo.  No  more  but  a  meer  WoiDafH  and  coaumnfled 
By  fuch  poor  paffion*  as  the  Maid  that  M  Jlb, 
Andvdoes  tbe  meaneft  chares.    It  were  for  ne 
To  throw  my  Scepter  at  the  injurious  (5ods» 
To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs. 
Till  they  had  fioln  our  Jewel.    All's  but  nought: 
Patience  is  fottifli,  and  Impatience  does 
Become  a  Dog  that's  mad :  Then  is  it  fin. 
To  rufli  into  the  fecret  Houfe  of  death. 
E'er  death  dare  come  to  us?  How  do  you.  Women? 
Whar>  what  good  cheer?  why  liow  ntm^Chmrminn  f 
MynobleGirl»?— -— Ah,  women,  women!  Look, 
Our  Lamp  is  fpcnt,  it'i  out     ■     Good  Sirs,  take  Heart, 
Veil  bury  him :  And  then  what's  brave,  what's-  noble, 
Let's  d«'«  after  the  high  Rom^n  faihion, 
And  make  Death  proud  to  take  us.    Come,  away. 
This  cafe  of  that  huge  Spirit  now  \%  cold. 
Ah,  Women,  Women  I  Come,  weliave  no  Friend, 
Snt  Re((dution,  and  the  briefeft  End. 

\Ex0mnt^  kidriMjg  *^  Antony '5  Bid)* 

SCENE    VII.     CslarV  Camp. 

Enter  C^far,  Agrippi\,  Dolabella*  apd  Menas. 

(kf.  Go  to  him,  DoUAellOj  bid  him  yield. 
Being  fo  fruftrate,  tell  hiro. 
He  mocks  the  pawfes  that  he  makes. 

m.  Ca/ar,  I  (hall. 

Enter  Decretas  with  the  Swerd  of  Antony. 

Qef  Wherefore  is  that  i  and  what  art  thou  that  dar'ft 
Appear  thus  to  us? 

Dec.  I  am  called  Decretas, 
Mirl^  AntoHj  I  fcrv'd,  who  beft  was  worthy 
M  to  be  ferv'd ;  whilft  he  ftood  up,  and  fpoke^ 
He  was  my  Matter,  and  I  wore  my  Life 
To  fpend  upon  his  Haters,    If  thou  pleafe  . 

To  take  me  to  thee;  as  I  was  to  him,  V.,^ 

m  be  to  Cdjar :  If  thou  pleafeft  not,  ""K^ 

lyicld  thee  up  my  Life. 

F  5  ^r* 
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Caf.  What  is't  thou  fayeft  ? 
P^n  %  (ay»  Oh  Qifar,  Afi^9nj  is  dead. 
Caf.  The  breakiDK  of  To  gr»t  a  thing»  (hould  make 
A  greater  Crack«    The  round  World 
Should  have  {hook  Lions  into  civil  Streets, 
And  Citizens  to  their  Dens,   The  Death  of  Ant§nj 
Is  not  a  fingk  Doonn,  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  World* 

Vec.  He  is  dead,  Cefiir^ 
Not  by  a  publick  Mirufter  of  Juftice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  V^nxiti  but  that  feif-band  . 
Which  writ  his  honour  io  the  Ads  it  did> 
Hath  with  the  Courage  which  the  Heart  did  lend  ity 
Splitted  the  Heart.    This  is  bis  Sword, 
I  robb'dhis  wound  of  it:  BehoU  it  fiain'd 
With  his  moft  noble  Blood. 

Ctf.  Look  you,  fad  FriendSt 
The  Gods  rebuke  me,  faut  it. is  a  Tiding 
To  wa(h  the  Eyes  of  Klags. . 

DoL  And  ft  range  \%hi  : 
That  Nature  muft  compel  usio.kment 
Our  moft  perfifted  Deeds. 
Men.  H  is  taints  ^nd  honours  w^igh*d  equal  in  him* 
DoL  A  rarcl'  Sfririt  never  ' 
Did  fteer  humanity ;  but  you  Gods  will  give  us 
Some  faults tdtnsike  us  Men^    Cafir  is  touch'd. 

Men.  When  fuch  a  fpadous  Mirror's  fet  before  him. 
He  needs  muft  fee  himfelf. 

Cf/T  Oh  jintonj! 
I  have  followed  tnee  to  this»  but  we  do  launch 
Difeafes  in  our  Bodies.    I  muft  perforce  . 
Have  fliewo  to  thee  fuch  a  declining  Day, 
Or  look  on  thine;  we  could  not  ftall  together. 
In  the  whole  World.     But  yet  kt  me  lamenr 
With  tears  as  SoveraigQ  as  the  Bk>od  of  HcartSj 
That  thou  my  Brother,  my  Competitor, 
In  top  of  ail  dcfign,  my  Mate  in  Empire, 
F.  iend  and  Companion  in  the  front  of  War, 
The  Arm  of  mine  own  Body,  and  the  Heart 
Where  mine  his  Thoughts  did  kindle ;  that  pur  Stirs 
Vnreconcikstbk,  ihould  divide  our  equaWfs  to  this. 
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Hear  fne,  good  Friends, 
But  I  will  tell  you  it  fome  mcctcr  Se<tfon« 
The  bufinefs  of  this  Man  looks  out  of  hia)f 
We'll  hear  him  what  h?  fays.    Whence  aee  you  ? 

Enter  an  i£gyptian. 

t^mt.  A  poor  fjEgjpiim  yet,  the  Queen  my  Miftrcfs 
Confined  in  all  ihe  has^  her  Mooumsor, 
Of  thy  intents,  defii«s>  inftruftion. 
That  Ihe  preparedly  may  frame  her  felf 
To  th'way  lhe*s  forc'd  to. 

(Uf.  Bid  her  have  good  Heart, 
She  foon  ih  all  know  of  us,  by  fome  of  ours. 
How  honourable,  aod  bow  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her.  For  C€f$r  cannot  leave  to  be  ungentle. 

^^glft.  So  the  Gods  prcferve  thee.  {Exit. 

Otf.  Come  hither  Pr$€Hleii$$t  go  aod  fay 
Ve  purpofe  her  no  (hame;  give  ^er  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  PaffioB  fliajl  require  i 
Left  in  her  greatnefs,  by  foine  donal  ftroke 
She  do  defeat  us :  For  her  life  in  Rome 
Vould  be  eternal  in  our  triumph.  ,  Go, 
And  with  your  fpeedieft  bring  us  what  (he  f&ys, 
Aod  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Cefkr^  I  fhaU.  [^Exit  Pfoculeiu^ 

Cef.  Gallus^  go  you  along;  whereas  D^UhcUop  to  fecond 
frocnleius  f 

AU.  DoUbelU. 

Cef.  Let  him  alone;  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employ'd :  He  IhaH  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  Tent,  where  you  (hall  fee 
How  hardly  I  was  4rawn  into  this  War, 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proqeoded  dill 
In  ill  my  Writiqgs*    Qo  wilh  me^  and  fee 
What  I  can  (hew  in  this.  {^Exennf. 

SCENE  VIII.     The  Monment. 

»       .  -  ■  •. 

t.mer  Cleopatr;^  Charmian^  lra5#  ^Mardian^  4^4  $ele»gu5« 

Cleo.  My  defolation  does  begin  fo  make 
Abetter  Life;  'tis  paltry  to  be  Cafar: 

Hot  bein^  fartiw^  he's  i>ttt  S^tfm^'s  Ki.«i»v«B 

F  4  •^ 
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A  Miniftcr  of  her  will;  and  it  is  great. 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  otiKr  deeds. 
Which  (hackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change» 
Which  fleei>s»  and  never  pallats  more  the  dung. 
The  Beggar's  Nurfe^  and  Ccfitr^s. 

^nter  Proculeitts. 

Pr9.  Ce/ir  fends  greeting  totheQueenofc/£j[7^l» 
And  bids  thee  ftudy  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'ft  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Prou  My  name  is  ProcuUim. 

CUO0  Antony 
Did  tell  me  of  you,  bad  me  truft  you,  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived 
That  have  no  ufe  for  trufting.     If  your  Mafter 
Would  have  a  Queen  his  Beggar,  y6u  muft  tell  him^ 
That  Majefty,  to  keep  decwmmy  mud 
No  lefs  beg  than  a  Kingdom :  If  he  pieafe 
To  give  me  conquered  ^^gjft  for  my  Son, 
He  gives  me  fo  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer : 
You're  fain  into  a  princely  Hand,  ftar  nothings 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  Lord, 
Who  is  fo  full  of  Grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need.     Let  me  report  co  him 
Your  fweet  dependency,  and  you  fliall  And 
A  Conqueror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindnefs^ 
Where  he  for  Grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you  tell  him, 
I  am  his  Fortunes  VafTal,  and  I  fend  him 
The  greatnefs  he  has  got.    I  hourly  learn 
A  Do&rine  of  Obedience,  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'th*  Face. 

Pro.  This  I'll  report,  dear  Lady, 
Have  comfort,  for  I  know  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it.  ' 

CW.  You  fee  how  eafily  (he  may  be  furpris'd: 
Guard  her  'till  Qtfiir  come. 

Itms.  Royal  Queen. 
.  Ch^.  Oh  CUopstrd,  thou  art  taken  Queen. 
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CUo.  QuidCf  quick,  good  hands. 

Fro.  Holdy  worthy  Ladyt  hold  x 
>o  not  your  felf  fuch  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Ldiev'd,  but  not  betrayed. 

Cl$9.  What  of  Death  too  that  rids  our  Dogs  of  langui(hf 

Pro.  QeopMrd^  do  not  abufe  my  Mailer's  bounty,  by 
rh*  undoing  of  your  felf :  Let  the  World  fee 
:lis  Noblenefs  well  aded«  which  your  Death 
if  ill  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou.  Death? 
Come  hither,  come :  Oh !  Come,  and  take  the  Queen 
Woith  many  Babes  and  Beggars. 
Pro.  Oh  temperance,  Lkly. 
Qeo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  bo  inear,  ril  not  drink,  Sir : 
U  idle  talk  will  once  be  neceifary, 
1*11  not  fleep  neither.    Tis  mortal  houfe  111  ruir. 

Do  Cafdr  what  he  can.     Know,  Sir,  that  I 

Will  not  wait  pinnionM  at  your  Matter's  Court* 

Not  once  to  be  chaftis'd  with  the  fober  Eye 

Of  dull  OS4VU.    Shall  they  hoift  me  up. 

And  (hew  me  to  the  (h  outing  Varlotry 

Of  cenfuring  Romof  rather  a  ditch  in  v/££jpt. 

But  gentle.  Grave,  unto  me  :  rather  on  Ntfns  mud 

Lay  me  fiark-'nak'd,  and  kt  the  water-Flies 

Blow  me  into  abhorring  :  rather  make 

My  Country's  high  Pyrsmides  my  Gibbet, 

And  hang  me  up  in  Chains. 
Pro.  You  do  extend 

Thefe  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  (hall 

I^ind  caufe  in  Csfar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 
DgL  ProenUiMs, 

What  thou  haft  done>  my  Matter  Cefar  knows. 

And  he  hath  fent  for  thee  :  as  for  the  Queen, 

ril  take  her  to  my  Guard.  • 

Pro.  So,  DoMeUa, 

It  fliall  content  me  beft;  be  gentle  to  her : 

To  C^fitr  I  will  fpeak  what  you  (hall  pleafe. 

If  youll  employ  me  to  hiqa.  [Exit  Proculeiu5. 

CUo.  Say,  I  woiild  die. 
D9I.  Mo&  Noble  Empnfs,  you  luvel^^siid  iA  m<;% 
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Geo.  I  cannot  tell. 
DoL  Affurcdly  you  know  me. 
Cleo.  No  mattery  Sir»  what  I  have  heard  or  known 
You  laugh  when  Boys  or  Women  tell  their  Dreams, 
Is'tflotyouf  trick? 

Pf/.  I  underftand  not.  Madam. 
^      Cle§.  I  Dreamt  Hiere  was  tn  Emperor  jiutotiji 
i  Oh  fuch  another  Sleep,  that  I  might  fee 
1  But  fuch  another  Man. 
DoL  If  it  might  pleafe  ye- 

Cleo.  His  Face  was  as  the  Heav'ns,  and  therein  ftuck 
A  Sun   and  Moon,  which  kept  their  courfe,  and  1 
The  little  o'th*  Earth 
Vol.  Moft  Sovereigii  Creature 
Cleo.  His  Legs  beftrid  the  Ocean,  his  rear'd  Arm 
Crcfted  the  World  :  his  Voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  Spheres*  and  that  to  Friends : 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail,  and  fiiake  the  Orb, 
'  He  was  as  ratling  Thunder.    For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  Winter  in>«    An  jtmtony  it  was. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping  :  his  delights 
Were  DoIphin«likf,  they  Aiew'd  his  back  above 
The  Element  they  liv'd  in  j  In  his  Livery 
Walk'd  Crowns  and  Crownets :  Realms  and  Iflands 
As  Plates  dropt  f^pm  his  Pocket. 
DoL  Cleopatra 

Cleo.  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be  fuch  a  Man 
As  this  I  dreamt  of  ? 
DoL  Gentle  Madam*  no, 
Cleo.  You  lie  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods; 
But  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  oneitidi. 
It's  paft  the  fize  of  dreaming :  Nature  wants  ftutf 
To  vy  ftrange  forms  with  Fancy,  yet  t'  imagine 
An  Antony  were  Nature's  piece,  'gainft  f^ncy. 
Condemning  Shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  Madam  : 
Your  lofs  is  as  your  feff,  great ;  and  you  bear  rt 
As  anfwering  to  rite  weight:  would  I  flight  never 
<5*er-<alke  purfu'd  Succefs,  but  I  d©  fed 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grierchat  fttits 
^  very  Heart  «t  Root, 
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Cle^.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 
Inow  you  wh«t  Ge/ir  means  to  <io  with  me  f 

Dot.  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what,  I  would  you  Icoew. 

Qe:  Nay,  pray  you,  Sir. 
.DoL  Though  he  be  honourable. 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph* 

DoL  Madam,  he  will,  I  know't. 
Enter  Csfar,  @ailus#  Mecxnas,  Proculeius  amd  jittendsmts. 

jilL  Make  way  there C^fkr. 

Cef.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  t/£ffpf  f 

Dol.  It  is  the  Emperor,  Madam.  [Cleo.  kfmls. 

Qtfl  Ajrife*  you  (hall  not  kneel : 
[  pray  you  rtfe,  rife,  t^Effft. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods  will  hare  it  thus, 
Vly  Mafter  and  my  Lord  I  muft  obey. 

Ctfi  Take  Co  you  no  hard  thoughts,  % 

The  Recoid  of  what  injuries  ymi  did  us, 
rbougii  Written  ih  our  Flefli,  we  fliall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

CUo.  Sole  Sir  o'th*  Worfd^ 
'  cannot  proje&miM  own  caufe  fo  well 
To  make  it  clear,  but  do  corfefs  I  have 
Seen  laden  with  like  fraikies,  which  bef3re 
:Iave  often  fliam'd  our  Sex. 

Cc/T  Qeopatra^  know* 
We  will  extenuate  rather  than  inforce  : 
If  you  apply  your  fetf  to  our  intents. 
Which  towards  you  are  rooft  gfentle,  you  fliall  find 
A  benefit' in  this  change,  but  it  you  feek 
To  lay  on  me  a  Cruelty,  by  taking 
^Auonfs  courfe,  you  fliall  bercaw  your  ft!f 
Of  my  good  purpofes,  and  put  your  Children 
Tothatdeftnaftaon  'which  [If  guard  them  from, 
If  thereon  you  rdy.    I'M  take  my  leave. 

CUo.  And  may  through  all  the  World  :  'tis  yours,  and  we 
Your  Scutcheons,  and  your  figns  of  Conqiieft  fliall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  pleafe.    Here,  my  good  Lord. 

Ctf.  You  fliall  advife  me  in  all  for  Citofatra. 
Cieo.  Tins  is  the  brief :  ofMony^  Hate,  and  Jewels 
I  am  pofleft  of,  •tis  exadiy  valued. 
Not  petty  thii7^5  idnkud.    WhercTs  Stltncw  ? 

Stl, 
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Set.  Here,  Madam. 

Cle9.  This  is  my  Treafurcrt  let  him  fpeak,  my  L 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  referv'd 
To  my  fell  nothing.    Speak  the  truth*  Selemau. 

StL  Madam,  I  had  rather  feal  my  Lip9, 
Than  to  my  peril  fpeak  that  which  vi  not. 

CU9.  What  have  I  kept  back? 

Stt»  Enough  to  purcbafe  what  you  have  made  known. 

Gtf.  Nay,  blu(h  not  CUopMirih  I  approve 
Your  Wifdom  in  the  deed. 

O^.  See  Ctfar  !  Oh  behold. 
How  pomp  is  followed :  mine  will  now  be  youn. 
And  fliould  we  ihift  Bftates,  yours  would  be  mine^ 
The  ingratitude  of  this  ScUhchs^  do's 
Even  make  me.wild^.     Oh  Slave,  of  no  more  truft 
Than  lov^  that's  hir'd*    What,  goefl:  thou  back»  thoni 
Go  back  I  warrant  tbi^ :  but  I'll  catch  thine  Eyes 
Though  they  had  Wings*    Slave,  SouMefs,  Villiao,  £ 
O  rarely  bafe  I 

Caf.  Good  Queen,  let  us  intceat  you, 

CUo.  O  Cdtfavy  what  a  wounding  fliame  is;  this, 
That  thou  vouchfafing  here  to  viiit  me. 
Doing  the  Honour  of  thy  Lordlinefs 
To  one  fo  meek,  that  mine  own  Servant  Aibuld 
Parcel  the  fum  of  my  dtfgraces,  by 
Addition  of  his  Envy!  Say,  good  Cafar^ 
That  I  fome  Lady-trifles  have  referv*d, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  fuch  Dignity 
As  we  greet  modern  Friends  withal,  and  lay 
Sofoe  Nobler  Token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Uvia  and  OBavia^  to  induce 
Their  mediation,  mail  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  the  gods  !  it  fmit«s  me 
Beneath  the  fall  f  have.     Prethee  go  hence» 
Or  I  (hall  fhew  the  Cynders  of  ray  Spirits 
Through  th'a(hesof  my  chance:  Wert  thou  a  Man, 
Thou  would'il  have  mercy  on  me. 

Cdf.  Forbear,  SeUttcus. 

CUa.  Ee  it  known,  that  we  the  greateft  are  mif*thoi 
For  things  that  others  do  >  and  when  we  fall. 
We  anfwer  others  meritSi  in  our  Names 
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Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Cef  CUopairOf 
Not  what  you  have  referv'd,  nor  vnhsit  acknowledged 
Put  me  i'th'  Roll  of  Conqueft,  ftill  be*t  yours ; 
Bcftow  it  at  your  plcafurc,  and  believe  \ 

Ce/ir^s  no  Merchant  to  make  prize  with  you  | 
Of  things  that  Merchants  fold«    Therefore  be'cheer*d. 
Make  not  your  Thoughts  your  Prifons :  No,  dear  QueeA^ 
For  we  intend  fo  to  difpofe  you^  as 
Your  felf  (hall  give  us  counfel :  Feed,  and  Sleep. 
Our  care  and  piry  is  fo  much  upon  you. 
That  we  remain  your  Friend,  and  fo  adieu. 
Cleo.  My  Mafter,  and  my  Lord. 

Caf.  Not  fo  :  Adieu.         [^Exeuftf  Caefar,  apfd  his  Tram. 
Cleo.  He  words  me,  <3irj^,  he  words  me. 
That  I  fliould  not  be  noble  to  my  felf. 
But  bark  thee,  Charmian. 

Iras.  Fini(h,  good  Lady,  the  bright  day  is  done^ 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again. 
I  have  fpoke  already,  and  it  is  provided. 
Go  put  it  to  the  hafte. 
Quit.  Madam,  I  will. 

Enter  Dolabella. 
1)$L  Where's  the  Queen  ? 
Char.  Behold,  Sir.' 
Qeo.  D§UheUa. 

DoL  Madam,  as  thereto  fworn,  by  your  commandf 
Which  my  love  makes  Religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this :  Cefar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  Journey,  and  within  three  days. 
You  with  your  Children  will  he  fend  before. 
Make  your  ocft  ufc  of  this.  I  have  perform'd 
Year  pleafure,  and  my  promife. 
Cieo.DoUbella,l  fliall  remain  your  Debtor. 
Dol.  I  your  Servant. 
Adieu,  good  Qycen,  I  muft  attend  on  Ce/ar.  ££»>. 

Cleo.  Fare  we),  and  thanks.    Now,  Iras^  what  think'ft  thou  ? 
Thoo,  an  t/£mriaff  Puppet,  (halt  be  fliewn 
In  Rome  as  well  as  I ;  Mechanick  Slaves 

Withgrca(ieAprp/75,  Kuks,  andHammets,  ft\^\V 
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Uplift  us  to  the  view.    In  their  thick  bi^aths*  :  * 

Rank  of  grofs  Diet,  (hall  we  be  enclouded, 

And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour*  « 

Iras.  The  gods  forbid. 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  moft  certain,  Iras :  fawcy  Lidors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  Strumpets,  and  fcall'd  Rhimers 
Ballad  us  out  a  tune.     The  quick  Comedians 
Extemporally  will  ftage  us,  and  prefent 
Oiir  Alexandrian  Revels  :  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  (hall  fee 
Some  fpeaking  Cleopatra  Boy  my  greatnefs 
I'th'  pofture  of  a  Whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that's  certain. 

Iras,  rii  never  fee't ;  for  I  am  fure  my  Nails 
Are  ftronger  than  mine  Eyes* 

Cleo.  Why  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation  and  to  conquer 
Their  moft  abfurd  intents.     Now  Charmian. 

Enter  Charmian. 
Shew  me  my  Women  like  a  Queen  :  Go  fetch 
My  beft  Attires.     I  am  again  for  Gdnms 
To  meet  Mark^  Antony.     Sirrah  Irasy  go. 
Now,  noble  Charmian^  we'll  dtfparch  indeed, 
And  when  thou  haft  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  'till  Doom's*day  :  bring  our  Crown,  and  all 

[A  noifi  within 

Wherefore  this  noife  ? 

Enter  a  Gaarifman. 
Guardf.  Here  is  a  rural  Fellow, 
That  will  not  be  deny'd  your  Highnels  prefence. 
He  brings  you  Figs. 

Cleo.  Let  him  come  in*    How.  poor  an  Inftrument 

[Exit  Gtsardfman 
May  do  a  noble  deed ;  be  brings  me  Liberty* 
My  Refolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  Woman  in  me ;  now  from  Head  to  Foot 
I  am  Marble  conftant :  now  the  fleeting  Mpo^i 
No  Planet  is  of  mine. 

Enter  Guardfmam  and  Chwf^  with  a  Baskp^ 
Guardf.  This  is  the  Man*     '" 

Clci 
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Oi$.  Avoid  and  leave  him.  [Exit  CfMrdfmiUK 

Haft  thou  the  pretty  Worm  of  Nilus  there. 
That  kills  and  pains  not  I 

Ckwu^  Truly  I  have  him  :  but  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  (hould  defire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is 
imfflortal :  thofe  thit  do  die  of  it,  do  feldpm  or  never  re- 
cover. 

Cke.  Remember*ft  thou  any  that  have  dy'd  on*c  { 

Cln»u.  Very  many  Men  and  Women  too.  I  heard  of 
one  of  them  no  longer  than  yefterday,  a  very  honeft  Wo- 
man, but  fomething  given  to  lie,  as  a  Woman  fliould  noc 
do,  but  in  the  way  of  honefty.  How  (he  dy'd  of  the  biting 
of  it,  what  pain  (he  felt;  truly,  (he  makes  a  very  good  re- 
port o'th^  Worm :  but  he  that  will  believe  all  that  they  fay^ 
ihall  never  be  faved  by  half  that  they  do  :  but  this  is  moft 
fallible,  the  Worm's  an  odd  Worm. 

CUo.  Get  thee  hence,  farcwel. 

ClffWH.  I  wi(h  you  all  joy  of  the  Worm. 

Cko*  FareweL 

Clffwn.  You  muft  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  Worm 
will  do  his  kind. 

Ck9.  Ay,  ay,  fareweK 

CUwn.  Look  you,  the  Worm  is  not  to  be  trufled,  but 
in  the  keeping  of  wife  People  :  for  indeed  there  is  no  good- 
oe(s  in  the  Worm. 

CUo.  Take  no  care,  it  (hall  be  heeded. 

QcwH.  Very  good  :  give  it  nothing  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  the  feeding. 

CUq.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Gown.  You  muft  not  think  I  am  ib  Ample,  but  I  know 
the  Devil  himfelf  will  not  eat  a  Woman  :  I  know,  that  a 
Woman  is  a  di(h  for  the  gods,  if  the  Devil  drcfs  her  not. 
But  truly^  thefe  fame  whore-fon  Devils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  Women :  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make, 
the  Devils  mar  five. 

CUo.  Well,  get  thee  gonc^  farewel. 

Ckwn.  Yes  f orfooth^  I  wiih  you  joy  o'lb*  Worm«    [Exi$. 

CUo.  Give  me  my  Robe^  put  on  my  Crown,  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  nie.     Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  t>/£gjpfs  Grape  ihall  moift  his  Lip. 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iras,  quid[— —  methinks  I  hear 
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Ant$nj  call,  I  fee  him  rowfe  himfelf 
To  praife  my  noble  Ad.     I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Cdfar^  which  the  gods  give  Men 
Toexcufe  theif  after  wrath.     Husband,  I  come; 
Now  to  that  Name,  my  Courage  prove  my  Title. 
I  atn  Fire,  and  Air;  rhy  other  Elements 

I  give  to  bafer  life.     So have  you  done  ? 

Come  then,  and  take  the  laft  warmth  of  my  Lips. 

Farewel  kind  C/?4r«^/rf;i,  /r4/>  long  fare  wel.  [^j^ffljingthe 

Have  I  the  Afpick  in  my  Lips?  Doft  fall  ? 

If  thou  and  Nature  can  fo  gently  parr, 

The  ftroke  of  Death  is  as  a  Lovers  Pinch, 

Which  hurts,  and  is  dcfir'd*     Doft  thou  lye  ftillj 

If  thus  thou  vaniflicft,  thou  teirft  the  World 

It  is  not  worth  leave  taking. 

Char.  Diflfolve  thick  Cloud  and  Rain,  that  I  may  U 
The  gods  themfelves  do  weep. 

Qeo.  This  proves  me  bafe 
If  (he  approves  the  curled  Antony^ 
He'll  make  demand  of  her,  and  fpend  that  kifs . 
Which  is  my  Heav'n  to  have.     Come  thou  mortal  wn 
With  thy  (harp  Teeth  this  knot  intrinKicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie  :  Poor  venomousFooI, 
Be  angry  and  difpatch.     Oh  couldft  thou  fpeak. 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  dtfar  Af$,  unpblicied 

Char.  Oh  Eaftern  Star ! 

Qeo.  Peace,  pwce ! 
Doft  thou  not  fee  my  Baby  at  my  Breaft> 
That  fucks  the  Nurfe  afleep. 

Char.  O  break !  O  break  I 

Cleo.  As  fweet  as  Balm,  as  foft  as  Air,  as  gentle. 
O  Antony  I  Nay  I  will  take  thee  too. 
What  (hould  I  ftay 


Char.  In  this  wild  World?  fo  fare  thee  well : 
Now  boaft  thee  Death,  in  thy  poflTeflElon  lyes 
A  Lafs  unparallel'd.    DDwny  Windows  dofe, 
And  Solden  Phxbns  never  be  beheld 
Of  Eyes  again  fo  Royal :  your  Crowns  awty, 
111  mend  it,  and  then  play- 
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Enter  the  Guard  rujhing  in. 

I  Guards  Where's  the  Queen  ? 

Char.  Speak  foftly,  wake  her  not, 

I  Guard.  Cafar  hath  fcnt    ■ 

[CYiixmijn andlxz%  afp^  thektjf. 

Char.  Too  flow  a  MefTenger. 
}h  come  apace,  difparch,  I  partly  feel  thee. 

I  Guard.  Approach  ho  ! 
Vlfs  not  well      Ca/ars  beguird. 

I  Guard.  There's  Dolahella  fent  from  Cafar  ;  call  hvau 

I  Guard.  What  work  is  here,  CW^xif^iff  Is  this  well  done? 

Char.  It's  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  Princefs    i 
)e(cended  of  fo'  many  Royal  Kings.  ^ 

^h  Soldiers  I [Charmian  and  Iras  Die* 

Enter  Dolabella. 

DoL  How  goes  it  here  f 

a  Guard.  All  Dead. 
•  2ML  C^^rhy  Thoughts 
Touch  thtif 'fi&£br'in  this ;   thy  felf  art  coming 
To  fee  perform'd  :!>e  dveqided^A^  which  thou 

S©fqiighi«  to  hindfcr*   ■  ^^^'"^  •^"'  ^ 

'^'Euiti^  Ccfar.ite^^^lN^lM^  ' 

M.  Make  way  there,  teake^ay  for  Cafkri 

DoL  Ob,  Sir,  you  are  too  flnt  an^Augurer; 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done.  * 

Ctf,  Braved:  at  the  laft, 
She  leveird  at  our  purpofes,  and  being  Royal 
Took  her  own  way  ;  the  manner  of  their  Deaths  S 
[  do  not  fee  them  Bleed. 

DoL  Who  was  laft  with  them  } 

I  Guard.  A  fimpleCountryman,  that  brought  her  Figs : 
This  was  his  Basket. 
^  Caf.  Poifon'd  then. 

I  Guard.  Oh  Cafar  ! 
Phis  Charmian  liv'd  but  now,  fhe  ftood  and  fpake : 

found  her  trimming  up  the  Diadem, 
)o  her  dead  Miftrefs,  tremblingly  (he  ftood^ 
^  on  the  fudden  dropt. 

Cafar.  Oh  noble  weaknefs 
Fthcy  had  fwallowed  Poifon,  'twould  appear, 
/external  Sweliio^/  but  /he  I^oks  like  CWePi 
Vol.  VL    ^  "  G     ~    ^  *^ 
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As  (he  vould  catcb  another  Attoirf 
In  her  ftrong  Toil  of  Grace. 

DoL  Here  on  her  Breaft* 
There  is  a  vent  of  Blood,  and  fomething  bbwn, 
The  like  is  on  her  Arm. 

I  GuArd.  This  is  an  Afpick's  Trail 
And  thefe  Fig-leaves  have  flime  upon  theni.  fuch 
As  th'  Arpick  leaves  upon  the  Caves  of  Njlt^ 

Caf.  Moft  probable. 
That  lb  Ihe  died;  for  her  Phylician  tells  me 
She  hath  purfu'd  CoQclufions  infinite 
Of  eafie  ways  to  die.  Take  up  her  bed. 
And  bear  her  Women  from  the  Monument, 
She  (hall  be  buried  by  her  Antony. 
No  Grave  upon  the  Earth  Ihall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  lb  Famous.  High  events  as  thefe 
Strike  thofe  that  make  ihem;  and  their  Story  is 
No  lefs  in  Pity,  than  his  Glory  which 
Brought  them  to  be  Jaroented.    Oi^-  Army  (h^ 
In folemn  fbew,  attend t^Funeial.    ....    ,  ^ 

And  then  to  Rome  :  Come*  Dfiiif /ii,  fee        .  ' 
High  Order  in  this^;^  j(GJCj;u)it>'.  [f^^nn  amna^ 
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Drto^tis  Perfon^. 

CYmbeline,  King  of  Britain. 
Clotcn,  Son  to  the  OHc'en  hy  a  former  Husband. 

Leonatus  Pofthumus,  A  Gentleman  in  Love  with  the  Prin 
and  privately  Married  to  her. 

Guidcrius,  1    Difguts'd  under  the  Names  of  Polidore 
'Arviragus»   j        Cadwal,  fuppofed  Sons  to  Belhrius. 

Bdlarius,  A  Banijifd  Lordy  difguis^d  under  the  Nam 
Morgan. 

Philarioj  An  Italian,  Friend  to  Pofthumus. 

lachimoy-  Friend  to  Philario. 

Caius  Lifcius,  Ambajfudor  from  Rome..  • 

Plfanioy  Serifant  to  Pofthumus. 

A  French  Gentleman,  Friend  to  Philario.^ 

CorneliuSf  A  DoHor^  Sefvant  to  the  Queen. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

Oueenj  Wife  to  Cjmibeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Gymbeline  by  ^  former  Queen. 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

LiOrdsy  Ladies^  Roman  Senators^  Tribunest  Ghofis 
Soothfayery  Captains,  Soldiers^  Mejfengers^  a 
other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  for  fome  Part  of  the  firfiy  fecoi 
and  third  A&s,  lyes  in  Rome  j  for  the  t 
of  the  Play  in  Britain. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 


SCENE      A  VaUcCi 


Enter  two  Gentlemen. 


I     GENTLSMAN. 
f  O  U   do  not  meet  a  Man  but  frowns.'     Our 
Bloods 
No  more  obey  the  Heav'nsthan  our Couiticrs; 
Buifecm,  as  do's  the  King's. 
2  Gtnt.  But  what's  the  inatter  \ 
I  Gtnt.  His  Djughter.  and  the  Heir  of  s 
Kingdom   (whom 
purposed  to  his  Wife's  folc  Son,  a  Widow 
utiate  he  marrredj  hath  referr'd  her  felf 
to  a  poor,  but  worthy  Gentleman.     She's  wedded. 
rHiisband  baniHi'd;  Aie  tmprifon'd,  all 
wtward  forrow,  though  1  think  the  King 
touch'd  at  very  Heart. 
Gent.  None  but  the  King  ? 
Gtnt.  He  that  hith  loft  her  too  !  fo  is  the  QumOj 
tmoft  defir'd  the  Match.     But  not  a  Courti^. 
lough  they  wear  their  Faces  to  the  bent  » 

the  King's  looks,  luth  a  Heart,  that  is  noc 


1  u  the  thing  they  fcoul  at. 
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1  GiHt.  And  why  fo  ? 

1  Genf*  He  that  hath  mifs'd  the  Princefs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad»  for  bad  report:  And  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  iDean,  that  marry *d  her,  alack  good  Man, 
And  therefore  banifli'd)  is  a  Creature,  fuch. 

As  to  feek  through  the  Regions  of  the  Earth 
For  one,  his  like ;  there  would  be  fomething  failing 
In  him,  that  (hould  compare.  I  do  not  thmk. 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  fuch  ftu£P  within 
Endows  a  Man,  but  him. 

2  GcHt.  You  fpeak  him  fair. 

1  Gtnt.  I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himfelf, 
Crufti  him  together*  rather  than  unfold 

His  Meafu^e  fully. 

2  Gent.  What's  his  Name  and  Birth  ? 

iGenu  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  Root;  his  Father 
Was  caird  Sicillius^  who  did  join  his  Honour 
Againft  the  R$manSj  with  CaJJibetaM, 
But  had  his  Titles  by  Tenantius^  whom 
He  ferv'd  with  Glory  and  admir'd  Succefs: 
So  gain'd  the  Sur-addition,  Leonatm. 
And  had,  befides  this  Gentleman  in  quefiion. 
Two  other  Sons,  who  in  the  Wars  o'th'  time 
Dy*d  with  their  Swords  in  Hand.    For  which  their  F; 
Then  old,  and  fond  of  Iflue,  took  fuch  Sorrow 
That  he  quit  Being;   and  his  gentle  Lady 
Big  of  this  Gentleman,  our  Theam,  deceas'dj 
As  he  was  bornt     The  King,  he  takes  the  Babe 
To  his  Proteftion,  calls  him  Psfihumus  Leonatt^; 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  Bed-chamb^^ 
Puts  to  him  all  the  Learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of,  which  he  tool; 
As  we  do  Air,  faft  as  'twas  miniftred. 
And  in*s  Spring,  |>ecame  a  Harveft :  Liv'd  in  Court* 
Which  rare  it  is  to  do,  moft  prais'd,  moft  lov*d, 
A  Sample  to  the  youngeft  ^  to  th'  more  Mature, 
A  Glafs  that  featur'jd  them;  and  to  the  Graver^ 
A  Child  that  guided  Dotards.    To  his  Miftrefs* 
For  whom  he  now  is  banilh'd,  her  own  Price 
Proclaims  how  ihe  efteem'd  him ;   and  his  Virtue 
l^y  her  Elcdion  may  be  truly  read* 
What  kind  of  Man  he  is.  z 
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a  Gent.  I  honour  him,  e\en  out  of  yonr  repoifc 
But  pray  you  teU  me,  is  llie  fofe  Child  to  th'Kiflg  J 

1  Genu  His  only  Child. 
He  had  two  Sons  (if  this  be  worth  your  heating, 
Mark  it^  the  eldeft  of  them,  at  three  Years  oId> 
Teh'  fwathing  Cloaths  the  other,  from  their  Nurftry 
Were  fioirn,  and  to  this  Hour,  no  guefs  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  Years. 

2  Gent.  That  a  King's  Children  (hduld  be  fb  conveyed  f 
Soflackly  Guarded,  and  the  Seafch  fo  {low 
That  could  not  trace  them 

1  Gent.  Howfoe*er  'tis  ftrange. 
Or  that  the  Negligence  may  well  be  Iaugh*d  at, 
y^th  it  true.  Sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well. believe  you. 
*  I  Gent.  We  muft  forbear.     Here  comes  the  Gentleman, 
The  Queen,  and  Princeft.  [^Bxeunt. 

Enter  the  Q^en,  Pofthumus,  Imogen,  and  Attendants.  . 
Queen.  No,  be  afTur'd  you  fhall  hot  find  me.  Daughter, 
After  the  Slander  of  moft  Step-Mothcfs, 
Evil-ey'd  unto  you :  You're  my  Prifbner,  but 
Your  Goaler  fhall  deliver  you  the  Keys 
That  lock  up  your  Reftratnt.    For  you,  Pofth^mns^ 
\   So  foon  as  I  can  win  th' offended  King, 
\  I  will  be  known  your  Advocate :  marry  yet 
The  6re  of  Rage  is  in  him,  and  'twere  good 
You  lean-'d  unto  his  Sentence^  with  what  Patience 
Your  Wifdom  may  inform  you. 

Pofi.  Pleafe  your  Highneft, 
I  will  from  hence  to  Day. 


Queen,  You  know  the  peril: 


fllTetch  a  turn  about  the  Garden,  pitying 

The  Pangs  of  barr'd  Affedions,   though  me  King 

Hath  charg'd  you  Ihould  not  Ipeak  together.  [£a:/>. 

Imo.  O  dilTembling  Courteue  \  How  fine  this  Tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  (he  wounds!  My  deareft  Husband, 
I  Ibmething  fear  my  Father's  Wrath,  but  nothing^ 
Alv^yf  refcrv'd  my  holy  Duty,  what 
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His  Rage  can  do  on  me.     You  mud  be  gone^ 
And  I  (hall  here  abide  the  hourly  (hoc 
Of  angry  Eyes:  Not  comforted  to  live. 
But  that  there  is  this  Jewel  in  the  World) 
-That  I  may  fee  again. 

Pojt.  My  Queen!  my  MiftrefsJ 
O  Lady^  weep  no  more,  left  I  give  caufe 
To  be  fufpefted  of  more  Tendernefs 
Than  dothbecomea  Man.     I  will  remain 
Theloyairft  Husband,  that  did  e'er  plight  Troths 
My  KeHdence  in  Remc^  at  one  PhiUrios 
Who  to  my  Father  was  a  Fritnd,  to  me 
Known  but  by  Letter ;    thither  write,  my  Queen, 
And  wirh  mine  Eyes,  I'll  dri:ik  the  Words  you  fend, 
^Though  Inl(  be  made  of  GalK 

Enter  Queen. 

Queen.  Be  brief,    I  pray  you; 
If  the  King  come,  I  (hall  incur,   I  know  not 
Mow  much  of  his  Difplcafure-— -yet  I'll  move  him     [^ 
To  walk  this  w^y ;  I  never  do  him  wrong. 
But  he  do*s  buy  my  Injuries,  to  be  Friends* 
Pays  dear  for  my  Offences,  pi 

P9fi.  Should  we  be  taking  leave. 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  lothnefs  to  depart,  would  grow ;  Adieu* 

Imo.  t4ay,  fiay  a  little: 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  Air  yourfelf. 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  Love, 
This  Diamond  was  my  Mother's;  take  it.   Heart, 
But  keep  ir  'till  you  woo  another  Wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Pofi.  How,  how?  Another! 
You  gentle  Gods  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  fear  up  my  Embracements  from  a  next, 
With  Bonds  of  Death.     Remain,  remain  thou  here, 

{Putting  on  the  R 
While  Senfe  can  keep  it  on:    And  fweeteft,  fairtft, 
As  I,  my  poor  felf,  did  exchange  for  you 
To  yourfo  infinitelofs:  So  in  our  Tiifles 
I  ftill  win  of  you.     For  my  fake  wear  this. 
It  is  a  Manacle  of  Love,  1*11  place  it 
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Upon  this  faireft  Prifoner. 

Imo.  O  the  Gods  J 
When  (hall  we  fee  again? 

Enter  Cymbeline,  and  Lords. 

fofi..  Alack,  the  King  / 

Cjm.  Thon  bafeft  thing,  avoid,  hence,  from  my  Sight : 
If  after  this  comnnand  thou  fraught  the  Court 
With  thy  Unworthintfs,  thou  dyeft.     Away! 
Tbou'rt  Poifon  to  my  Blood. 

Pofi.  The  Gods  proteft  you. 
And  blefs  the  good  Remainders  of  the  Court: 
I  am  gone.  {^Exiim 

Imo.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  (harp  than  this  is. 

Cjm.  O  difloyal  thing. 
That  (hould*ft  repair  my  Youth,  thou  heap'ft 
A  Year's  age  on  me. 

Imo.  I  befcech  you.  Sir, 
Harm  not  your  felf  with  your  Vexation, 
I  am  fenfelefs  of  your  Wrath;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  Pangs,  all  Fears. 

Cjm,  Paft  Grace?  Obedience? 

Imo.  Paft  Hope,  and  in  Defpair,  jhat  way  paft  Grace# 

Cjm.  That  micht'ft  have  had  the  file  Son  of  my  Q:iecoJ 

Imo.  O  bleiTed  that  I  might  not:  I  chofe  an  Eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  Puttock. 

Cjm.  Thou  took'ft  a  Beggar,  would'ft  have  made  my  Throne 
A  Seat  for  Bafenefs. 

Imo.  No,  I  rather  added  a  Luftre  to  it. 

Cjm.  O  thou  vile  one  i 

Imo.  SxVf 
It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  Iov*d  PofthnmHi : 
You  bred  him  as  my  Play*fellow,    ad  he  is 
A  Man,  worth  any  Woman ;  over-^buysme 
Almoft  the  Sum  he  pays. 

Xjjm.  What  ?  art  thou  Mad  i 

Imo.  Almoft,   Sir;  Heav'n  reftore  me:  would  I  were 
A  Neat-herds  Daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  Neighbour-Shepherd's  Son. 

£^ter  Queen. 

Cjm.  Thnu  foolilh  thing; 

Tbcy  wM  ^gaia  togetber,^  you  have  done  "^^ 
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Not  after  our  Command.    Away  with  her. 
And  pen  her  up* 

Queen.  Befeech  your  Patience;  Peace, 
Dear  Lady  Daughter,  peace.     Sweet  Sovereign, 
Leave  us  to  our  felves,  and  make  your  felf  fome  Comfort 
Out  of  your  beft  Advice. 

Cjm.  Nay  let  her  languifli 
A  drop  of  Blood  aday,  and  being  aged 
Die  of  this  Folly.  {Exit. 

Enter  Pifanio* 

Queen.  Fie,  you  muft  give  way : 
Here  is  your  Servant.  How  now.  Sir?  What  News  2 

Pif.  lAy  Lord  your  Son,  drew  on  my  Mafter. 

Queen.  Hahl 
No  harm,  I  truft,  is  done? 

Pif.  There  might  have  been. 
But  that  my  Matter  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  Anger:  they  were  parted 
By  Gentlemen^  at  hand. 

Queen.   I  am  very  glad  oo't. 

Imo.  Your  Son's  my  Father's  Friend,  he  takes  his  part 
To  draw  upon  an  Exile;   O  brave  Sir, 
I  would  they  were  in  Africk,  both  together, 
My  felf  by  with  a  Needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back.     Why  came  you  from  your  Mafter  } 

Pif.  On  his  command ;    he  would  not  fuffer  n^e 
To  bring  him  to  the  Haven:  Left  thefe  Notes 
Of  what  Commands  I  fliould  be  fubjed  to, 
When't  pleafe  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  Servant:  I  dare  lay  mine  Honour 
He  will  remain  fo. 

Pif  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

Queen,  Pray  walk  a  while. 

Imo.   About  fome  half  Hour  hence,  pray  you  fpeak  with 
fne; 

You  (hall,  at  lead,  go  fee  my  Lord  aboard, 
for  this  time  leave  me,  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

X  Lord.  Sir,  I  wouldadvife  you  to  (hift  aShirt;  the  Vio- 
lence of  Aftion  hath  made  you  reck  as  a  Sacrifice:    Whcr^ 
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yr  comes  out.  Air  comes  in :  There's  none  abroad  fo  whol- 
ome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clot.  If  my  Shirt  were  bloody^  then  to  (hift  it 
[iave  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No  faith :  Not  fo  much  as  his  Patience. 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him?  His  Body's  a  paff^ble  Caikafs  if  he  be 
Dot  hurt.  It  is  a  through-fare  for  Sceel  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord.  His  Steel  was  in  debt,  it  went  o'th'fiack-fide  the 
Town.  ^ 

Qot.  The  Villain  would  not  (land  me. 

2  Lord.  No,  but  he  fled  forward  fiil),  toward  your  Face. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you  ?  you  have  Land  enough  of  your  own : 
But  he  added  to  your  having,  gave  you  fome  ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  Inches,  as  you  have  Oceania  Puppies  i 
Qot.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  'till  you  had  meafur'd  how  long  a  Fool 
you  were  upon  the  Ground. 

Qof.  Andthat  (heAiould  love  thi>  Fellow,  andrefufemel 

iLard.  XfitbeaSin tomakeatrueEledion,  ftieisdamn'd. 

\  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  Beauty  and  her  Brain 
go  not  together.  She's  a  good  Sign,  but  I  have  feen  fmall 
rcfleftion  of  her  Wit. 

%  Lord.  She  ihines  not  upon  Fools,  left  the  refledion 
Should  hurt  her. 

Qou  Come,  I'll  to  my  Chamber:  would  there  had  been 
fome  hurt  done. 

%  Lord.  I  wi(h  not  fo,  unlefs  it  had  been  the  fall  of  an 
Afs,  which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Clou  You'll  go  with  us? 

I  Lord.  Pll  attend  your  Lordfhip. 

Clot.  Nay  come,  let's  go  together. 

1  Lord.  Well,  my  Lord.  [^Exiunt. 

Enter  Imogen,  and  Pifanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'ft  unto  the  Shores  o'th^  Haven« 
And  queftioned'fl  cv'ry  Sail:  If  he  ftiould  write. 
And  I  not  have  it>  'twere  a  Paper  loft 
As  offer*d  Mercy  is :  what  was  the  laft 
That  hefpake  to  thee? 

Pif.  It  was  his  Queen,  his  Queen. 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  Handkcrchicfl 

ft/:  4iKi  kj/s'd  it^  Madam. 
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Imo.  Senfelefs  Linnen,  happier  therein  than  I: 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pif.  No,  Madam  ;  for  fo  Jong 
As  he  could  make  me  with  his  Eyes,  or  Ear^ 
Diftingui(h  him  from  others*  he  did  keep 
The  D;;ck,  with  Glove,  or  Hat,  or  Handkerchief, 
Still  waving^  as  the  fits  and  ftirrs  oPs  mind 
Could  beft  exprefs  how  flow  his  Soul  fail'd  on. 
How  fwift  his  Ship,      t 

Imo.  Thou  (hould'fl  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  Crow,  or  lefs,  e^er  left 
To  after- eye  him. 

Pif.  Madam,  fo  I  did. 

Ime.  I  would  have  broke  mine  Eye-flrings  ; 
Crack'd  them,  but  to  look  upon  him  ;  'till  the  Diminut 
Of  fpace,  had  pointed  him  (harp  as  my  Needle ; 
Kay,  followed  him,  *till  he  had  melted  from 
The  fmalinefs  of  a  Gnat,  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  turn'd  mine  Eye,  and  wept.  But,  good  Pifamej 
When  ihall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pif.  Beaffur'd,  Madam, 
.With  his  next  Vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Moft  pretty  things  to  fay  ;  E'er  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him  at  certain  Hours, 
Such  thoughts,  andfuch ;  or  I  could  make  him  fwear. 
The  She's  of  Italy  (honld  not  betray 
Mine  Intereft,  and  his  Honour;  orhave  charg*dhim 
At  the  fixth  Hour  of  Morn,  at  Noon,  at  Midnight, 
T'encounrer  me  with  Oraifons,  for  then 
I  am  in  Heav'n  for  him ;  or  e'er  I  could. 
Give  him  that  parting  Kifs,  which  I  had  kt 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  Father,' 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  North, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Ladj. 

Lady.  The  Queen,  Madam, 
Defires  your  Highnefs  Company. 

Imo.  Thofe  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  difpatch'd, 
I  will  attend  the  Queen. 

Pif.  Madam,  I  fliall.  lExe$ft. 

SCEN 
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SCENE  11.     Rome. 

Enter  Philario,  lachimo,  and  4  French  Man^ 

lack  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  feen  him  in  BritMn  ;  he  wis 
then  of  a  Crefcent,  none  expeded  to  prove  fo  worthy,  as 
fince  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of*  But  I  could  then 
have  look'd  on  him,  without  the  help  of  Admiratior^ 
though  the  Catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled 
by  his  fide,  ami  I  to  perufe  him  by  Items. 

Phil,  You  fpcak  of  him  when  he  was  k(s  furnifti'd^ 
than  now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without 
and  within. 

French.  I  have  feen  hrm  in  France  ;  we  had  very  many 
there,  could  behold  the  Sun,  with  as  6rm  Eyes  as  he. 

lach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  King's  Daughter^ 
wherein  he  muft  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than  his 
own,  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banifiiment; 

lach.  Kyy  and  the  approbation  of  thofe,  that  weep  this 
famentable  Divorce  under  her  Colours,  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him  ;  be  it  but  to  fortifie  her  Judgment,  wliich 
elfe  an  eafie  Battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  Beggar 
without  more  Qiiality.  But  how  comes  it,  he  is  to  fojoum 
with  you  i  how  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

PhiL  His  Father  and  I  were  Soldiers  together,  to  whom 
I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  lefs  than  my  Life. 

Enter  PofthumuSt 
Here  comes. the  Britain.  Let  him  be  fo  entertained  a^ 
mongft  you,  as  fuits  with  Gentlemen  ef  your  knowing,  to  a 
firanger  of  his  quality.  I  befeech  you  all  be  better  known 
to  this  @entleman,  whom  I  commend  to  you,  as  a  noble 
Friend  of  mine^.  How  worthy  he  is>  I  will  leave  to  appear 
hereafter*  rather  than  ftory  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleance. 

Pofi.  Since  when  I  have  been  debter  to  you  for  courte- 
fies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay»  and  yet  pay  ftilL 

French.  Sir,  you  o*er-rate  my  poor  kindnefs ;  I  was  glad 
I  did  atone  my  Countryman  and  you ;    k  had  been  pity 
you  ihould  have  been  put  together,  with  fo  mortal  a  pur- 
pofei  as  then  each  bore»  upon  importance  of  fo  ft\%\>x.  ^xA 
trivial  a  nature. 
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Poft.  By  your  Pardon,  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  Traveller;  i 
rather,  fhun'd  co  go  even   with  what  I  heard,   than  in  roy  i 
every  Adion  to  be  guided  by  others  experiences :  but  upon 
my  mended  Jvidgmenr,  if  I  ufFend  not  to  fay  it  is  mended^  i 
my  Quarrel  was  not  altogether  flight. 

French.  Faith  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitreraent  of  Swords| 
and  by  (uch  two,  that  would  by  all  likelyhood  have  coa^ 
founded  one  the  other,  or  have  fain  both. 

lach.  Can  we  with  manners^  ask  what  was  the  Diffe- 
rence i 

French.  Safely,  I  think,    'twas  a  Contention  in  publicly 
which  may,  without  Contradidion,  fufFer  the  report.    If 
was  much  like  an  Argument  that  fell  out  laft  night,  where -^ 
each  of  us  fell  in  Praife  of  our  Country-MiftreflTes.    This 
Gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,  and  upon  Warrant  of 
bloody  Affirmation,  his  to  be  more  Fair,  Virtuousj  Wiftf  jj 
Chad,  Conftant,  Qualified,  and  lefs  attemptiUe  than  aoy^  jl 
the  rareft  of  our  Ladies  in  France. 

lack  That  Lady  is  not  now  living;  or  this  Gentleiliin'l  'i 
Opinion  by  this  worn  our,  ^ 

Pofi.  She  holds  her  Virtue  ftill,  and  I  my  Mind*  k 

lach.    You  muft  not  fo  far    prefer  her,  'fore   ours  of  . 
Italy.  I 

Pofi.  Being  fo  far  provok'd  as  I  was  in  France ;  I  would  -^ 
abate  her  nothing,  thou  I  profcfs  my  felf  her  Addrer,  not  - 
her  Friend, 

lack.    As  fair,  and  as  good ;   a  kind  of  Hand  in  Hand 
comparifon,  had  been  fomething  too  fair^  and  too  good  for  S 
any  Ladv  in  Britanj  :  if  (he  went  before  other Si  ihavefi^nf 
as  that  Diamond  of  yours  outluflers  many  I  have  beheld^  \ 
I  could  not  believe  (he  excelled  many  ;  but  I  have  not  feea 
the  mod  precious  Diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  Lady, 

Pofi.  I  prais'd  her,  as  I  rated  her  ;  fb  do  I  my  Ston#;     ^ 

lach.  What  do  you  efteem   it  at  ? 

Pofi.  More  than  the  World  enjoys, 

lacL  Either  your  unparagon*d  Miftreft  is  dead»  ofr  (heV* 
out-priz'd  by  a  Trifle. 

Pofi.  You  are  mifliaken ;  the  one  may  be  fold  or  eiveoj 
if  there  were  Wealth  enough  for  the  Purchafe,  or  Merit  for  the 
Gift,  The  other  is  not  a  thing  for  Sale,  and  only  the  Gifi^ 
of  the  Gods^ 
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Inch.  Which  the  Gods  have  given  you  ? 
P9fi.  Which  by  their  Graces  I  will  keep. 

Idclu  You  may  wear  her  in  tide  yours ;  but,  you  know, 
ftrange  Fowle  light  upon  neighbouring  Ponds.  Your  ring 
nay  be  ftoln  too ;  fo  your  Brace  of  unprizeable  Efiimations. 
'  the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other  cafual.  A  cunning  Thief, 
or  a,  that  way,  accompliih'd  Courtier,  would  hazard  the 
winning  both  of  firft  and  laft* 

P9jtm  Your  Italy  contains  none  fo  acconiplifh'd  a  Cour- 
tier to  convince  the  Honour  of  my  Miftref s ;  if  in  the  hol« 
diog  or  lofs  of  that,  you  term  her  frail,  I  do  nothing  doubt 
you  have  ftore  of  Thieves^  notwithftanding  I  fear  not  my 
Sing. 

PiriL  Let  us  leave  here.  Gentlemen. 

Pofi.  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart.  This  worthy  Signior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  Granger  of  me,  we  are  familiar  at 
firft. 

Inch.  With  five  times  fo  much  Converfation,  I  (hould 
get  ground  of  yoyr  fair  Miftrefi  ;  make  her  go  back,  even 
to  the  yielding,  had  I  admittance^  and  opportunity  ta 
Friend. 

Pofi.  t^o,  no. 

l4ch.  t  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  Moiety  of  my  Eftate^ 
to  your  Ring,  which  in  my  Opinion  o'er-values  it  fomething  i 
but  I  make  my  wager  rather  againft  your  Confidence,  th^nf 
her  Reputation.  And  to  bar  your  Offence  herein  too,  f 
darft.  attempt  it  againft  any  Lady  in  the  World. 

Pofi.  You  are  a  great  deal  abus'd  in  too  bold  a  perfwa-^ 
fioa ;  and  •!  .doubt  not  you*d  fuftain  what  you're  worthy  of^ 
by  your  Attempt. 

Inch.  What's  that  ? 

t9fi.  A  Repulfe ;  though  your  Attempt,  as  you  call  it^ 
deftrves  more  ;  a  PuniHiment  too. 

I  PhiL  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this,  it  came  in  too  fud- 
I  denly,  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and  I  pray  you  be  better 
acquaidted. 

I4ch.  Would  I  had  put  my  Eftate,  and  my  Neighbours* 
1 00  th'  approbation  of  what  I  have  fpoke. 

Pofi.  What  Lady  would  you  chufe  to  aflail  ? 
I    lich.    Yours;  whom  in  conftancy  you  think  (lands  (o 
Mf*    I  will  lay  you  ten  thoufind  Duckets  io^oux^ve^^* 
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that  commend  me  to  the  Court  where  your  Lady  is,  wil 
no  more  Advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  fecond  coi 
ference,  and  I  will  bring  from  thence,  that  honour  of  her 
which  you  imagine  fo  referv'd. 

Pofim  I  will  wage  againft  your  Gold,  Gold  to  it  :  M; 
Ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  Finger,  *tis  part  of  it. 

lacL  YoLi  are  a  Friend,  and  therein  the  wifcr ;  if  Voi 
buy  Ladies  flellj  at  a  Million  a  Dram,  you  cannot  prcicrv 
it  from  tainting  ;  but  I  fee  you  have  fome  Religion  in  you 
that  you  fear* 

Pofi.  This  is  but  a  Cuftom  in  your  Tongue ;  you  bei 
a  graver  Purpofe,  I   hope. 

lach.  I  am  the  Mailer  of  my  Speeches,  and  would  ua 
dergo  what's  fpokcn,  I  fwear. 

Poft.  Will  you  ?  I  (hall  but  lend  ray  Diamond  'till  you 
return  ;  let  there  be  Covenants  drawn  between's.  M] 
Miftrefs  exceeds  in  goodnefs,  the  hugenefs  of  your  unwoz 
thy  things.     I  dare  you  to  this  match  j  here's  my  Ring. 

Phil.  1  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  Gods  ic  is  one  ;  if  I  bring  you  not  fuflBcieo 
Teftimony  that  I  have  enjoy'd  the  deareft  bodily  part  o 
your  Miftrefs;  my  ten  thoufand  Duckets  are  yourss  foi 
your  Diamond  too ;  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  fuel 
Honour  as  you  have  truft  in  ;  ftie  your  Jewel,  this  youi 
Jewel,  and  my  Gold  are  yours ;  provided  I  have  your  com 
mendation,  for  my  more  entertainment. 

Poji.  I  embrace  thefe  Condition??,  let  us  have  Article 
betwixt  us;  only  thus  far  you  ftiall  anfwer;  if  you  mak 
your  Voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  direftly  to  underftand 
you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your  Enemy,  fhc  i 
not  worth  our  Debate.  If  (he  remain  unfeduc'd,  you  no 
xnaking  it  appear  otherwife  ;  for  your  ill  Opinion,  andth'al 
fault  you  have  made  to  her  Cbaftity,  you  fhall  anfwer  mi 
with  your  Sword. 

lach.  Your  Hand,  a  Covenant ;  we  will  have  thefe  thing 
fet  down  by  lawful  Counfel,  and  ftraight  away  for  BrhsiH 
left  the  Bargain  (hould  carch  cold,  and  ftarve  ;  I  will  fetcl 
my  Gold,  and  have  our  two  Wagers  recorded. 

Po/t.  Agreed. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 

Phil.  Signior  lachimo  wiU  not  from  it. 
Pray  let  us  follow  'em.  [Exeunit 

^  SCENE 
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SCENE  III.  Cymbeline'j  Palace. 

Entir  Qneen,  Ladies y  and  Cornelius  Ti^ith  a  Ftel. 

Qutem.  While  yet  the  Dew's  on  Ground  gather  thofe 
Flowers, 
Mike  haftc.   Who  has  the  Note  of  them  f 

LsdieSf  I,  Madam. 

Queen.  Difpatch.  [Exetint  Ladies. 

Now  Mtfter  Do(^or,  have  you  brought  thofe  Drugs  ? 

Cer.  Pleafethyour  Highnefs,  Ay;  here  they  are,  Madam; 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  without  Offence 
My  Coofcience  bids  me  ask,  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  thefe  moft  poifodous  Compounds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languiihing  Death ; 
But  though  flow»  deadly. 

Queen.  I  wonder,  Dodor, 
Thou  ask'ft  me  fuch  a  Queftion  ;  have  I  not  been 
Thy  Pupil  long  ?  haft  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  Perfumes  ?  Diftil  \  Preferve  ?  Yea  fb* 
That  our  great  King  himfelf  doth  woe  me  oft 
For  my  Confedtions }  Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
Unlefs  thou  think'ft  me  devili(h,  is  it  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplifie  my  Judgment  in 
Other  Conclufions  \  I  will  try  the  Forces 
Of  thefe  thy  Compounds,  on  fuch  Creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  but  none  human. 
To  dy  the  Vigor  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  Ad,  and  by  them  gather 
Their  leveral  Virtues,  and  e£Feds. 

Cer.  YourHighnefs 
Shall  from  this  Praftice,  but  make  hard  your  Heart; 
Befides,  the  feeing  thefe  Effeds  will  be 
Both  noyfome  and  infedious. 

Queen.  O  content  thee. 

Enter  Pifanio. 
Here  comes  a  flittering  Rafcal,  upon  him  [^/ifide. 

Will  I  firft  work  ;  he's  for  his  Matter, 
And  Enemy  to  my  Son.    How  now,  Pifanio  ? 
^oftor,  your  Service  for  this  time  is  ended^ 
fa  akc  your  owa  way. 
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Cor.  I  do  fufpeft  you,  Madam.  £^ 

But  you  (hall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.  Hark  thee  a  word.  [7a  Pi; 

Cor.  I  do  not  like  her.  She  doth  think  (he  has 
Strange  ling'ring  Poifons  ;  I  do  know  her  Spirit, 
And  will  not  truft  one  of  her  Malice,  with 
A  drug  of  fuch  damn'd  Nature.  Tbofc  (he  has, 
Will  ftupifie  and  ciuU  the  Senfe  a  while, 
Which  firft  perchance  (he'll  prove  on  Cats  and  Dogs, 
Then  afterward  up  higher  ;  but  thtre  is 
No  Danger  in  what  fhew  of  Death  it  makes. 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  Spirits  a  time, 
Tv)  be  more  fre(h,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  mofl  faUe  eiFed  ;  and  I  the  truer. 
So  to  be  fal(e  with  her* 

Qncen.  No  further  Service*  Doftor, 
Until  1  fend  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  ray  leave.  [i 

Queen.  Weeps  (he  ftill,  fayed  thou?  Dofl:  thou  thio 
time 
She  will  not  quencb>  and  let  InftruAions  enter 
Where  folly  now  poffeiFes  ?  do  thou  work; 
When  thou  (halt  bring  me  word  (he  loves  my  Son, 
I'll  tell  thee  on  the  inftant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy*Mafter;  greater  ;  for 
His  Fortunes  all  lye  fpeechlefs,  and  his  Name 
Is  at  laft  Ga(p.   Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is ;  to  fhift  his  being. 
Is  to  exchange  one  Mifery  with  another. 
And  every  Day  that  comes  comes  to  decay 
A  Day's  Work  in  him.    What  (halt  thou  exped 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  nor  has  no  Friends 
So  much,  as  but  to  prop  him  \  thoutakeft  up 

[Pifanio  looking  on  the  I 
Thou  know'ft  not  what;  but  take  it  for  thy  Labour, 
It  is  a  thing  I  make,  which  hath  the  King 
Five  times  rpdeem'd  from  Death  ;  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  Cordial.    Nay  I  prethee  take  ir» 
It  is  an  earned  of  a  farther  good 
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That  i  Aean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  Miftrefs  how 

The  Cafe  (lands  with  her  ;  do't,  as  from  thy  felf : 

Think  what  a  chance  thou  chanceft  on^  but  think 

Thou  haft  thy  Miftrefs  Hill;  to  boot,  my  Son^ 

Who  fliall  take  Notice  of  thee.  I'll  move  the  King 

To  any  (hape  of  thy  Prefenneo^  fuch 

As  thou'lt  defire ;  and  then  my  felf,  I  chieSy 

That  fet  thee  on  to  this  Deferc,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  Merit  richly.  Call  my  Women.  [£a:/>  Pifanio. 

Think  on  my  words  »•«•  A  (lye^  and  conftant  Knave^ 

Not  to  be  (hak'd  ;  the  Agent  for  his  Mafter, 

Aid  the  Remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 

The  Hand  faft  to  her  Lord.  I  have  given  him  that^ 

Which  if  he  take,  fhall  quite  unpeople  her 

Of  Leidgers  for  her  Sweet ;  and  which  ihe  after^ 

Except  (tkt  bend  her  humor,  £haU  be  aflur'd 

To  tafte  of  too. 

£;y/tfr  Pifanio,  ami  Lddks. 
So,  fo ;  well  done,  well  done  ; 
The  Violets,  Cowflips,  and  the  Prim-Rofes. 
Bear  to  my  Clofet ;  fare  thee  well  Pifanio^ 
Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  QuecM  and  Ladies^ 

nja.  And  fhall  do  : 
But  when  to  my  good  Lord«  I  prove  untrue, 
rUchoak  my  felf;  there's  aH  Til  do  for  you.  [Exit* 

Emter  Insogen  4l^€m 

Imo.  A  Father  cruel,  and  a  Stepdame  falfe, 
A  foolilh  Suiter  to  a  wedded  Lady, 
Th^t  hath  her  Husband  banifli'd-*^  0,that  Husband ! 
Myfupream  Crown  of  <Srief,  and  tbofe  repieated 
Vexations  of  it  —  had  I  been  Thief- ftoln. 
As  my  two  Brothers,  happy ;  but  moft  miferable 
Is  the  Defire  that's  Gbrious.    Bleflfed  be  thofe 
How  mean  fo  e*er,  that  have  their  honeft  Wills, 
^hich  Seaibns  comfort.  Who  may  this  be  ?  Fief 

Enter  Pifanio,  and  lachiftio. 

Pif.  Madam,  a  noble  Gentleman  of  Rome, 
Comes  from  my  Lord  with  Letters. 

lacb^  Change  you.  Madam  f 
The  wotthy  LconstHs  is  in  fafety, 
^d  greets  your  Highn^fs  dearly. 

H  X  i^*' 
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Imo.  Thanks,  good  Sir, 
You're  kindly  welcome. 

lack.  All  of  her^  that  is  out  of  door,  mod  rich  ? 
If  (he  be  furnifli'd  with  a  mind  fo  rare, 
She  is  alone  th*  Arabian  Bird  ;  and  I 
Have  loft  the  Wager.    Boldnefs  be  my  Friend ; 
Arm  me  Audacity  from  Head  to  Foot. 
Or  like  the  Parthian  I  fhall  flying  Fighr» 
Rather  diredlyflye. 

Imogen  reads. 

He  is  one  of  the  Noble/t  Note^  to  whofe  kfndnejfiS 
mofi  infinitely  tjed.  RefieU  upon  him  accordingly^  as  jon 
jonr  trufi.  Leonac 

So  far  I  read  aloud* 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  Heart 
Is  warmed  by  th'  reft,  and  take  it  thankfully.  ■  ■    ■ 
You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you,  and  ihall  find  it  fo 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  faireft  Lady  ; 
What,  are  Men  mad?  hath  Nature  given  them  Eyes 
To  fee  this  vaulted  Arch,  and  the  rich  Crop 
Of  Sea  and  Land,  which  can  diftinguifti  'twixt 
The  fiery  Orbs  above,  and  the  twino*d  Stones 
Upon  the  number'd  Beach  i  and  <:an  we  not 
Partition  make  with  Spe&acles  fo  precious 
'Twixt  fair,  and  foul  ? 

Imo.  What    makes  your  Admiration  ? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i'th'  Eye  ;  for  Apes,  and  Monke 
'Twixttwo  fuch  She's,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mowesthe  other.  NoriW  judgment; 
For  Ideots  in  this  Cafe  of  Favour,  would 
Be  wifely  definit.    Nor  in  the  Appetite, 
Sluttery  to  fuch  neat  excellence  oppos'd, 
Shoulci  make  Defire  vomit  emptinefs. 
Not  fo  allur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter  trow  ? 

lach.  The  cloyed  Will, 
That  fatiate  yet  unfatisfy'd  Defire,  that  Tub 
Both  fiird  and  running :  Ravening  firft  the  Lamb, 
Longs  after  for  the  Garbage «  ■         ■  % 
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Imo.  What,  dear  Sir» 
Thus  raps  you  ?  are  you  well  ? 

l^h.  Thanks^  Madam,  well;  befeechyou.  Sir, 
Defire  my  Man's  abode»  where  I  did  leave  him; 
He's  ftrange  and  peevilh.  [7>  Pifanio* 

tlf.  I  was  going.  Sir, 
To  give  him  welcome. 

/mm.  Continues  well  my  Lord  ? 
His  Health,  befeech  you  ? 

UA.  Well,  Madam. 

Img^  Is  be  difpos'd  to  Mirth  ?  I  hope  he  \s. 

Inch.  Exceeding  pleafant ;  none  a  ftranger  there. 
So  merry,  and  fo  gamefome  >  he  is  call'd 
The  Britain  Reveller. 

Imp.  When  he  was  here 
He  did  incline  to  fadnefs,  and  oft  times 
Not  knowing  why. 

loch.  I  never  faw  him  fad. 
There  is  a  Frenchmdn  his  Companion,  one 
An  eminent  Mon(ieur,  that  it  feems  much  loves 
A  GaUidH'GixX  at  home.   He  Furnaces 
the  thick  Hdesfrom  him;  whiles  the  jolly  Britaim^ 
Your  Lord  I  mean,  laughs  from's  free  Lungs»  cries  ohl-^-^ 
Can  my  (ides  hold,  to  think,  that  Man  who  knQws 
By  Hiftory,  Report,  or  his  own  proof 
What  Woman  is,  yea,  what  ihe  cannot  chufe 
But  muft  be,  will  s  free  Hours  languifli, 
For  aflur'd  Bondage  ? 

/m.  Will  my  Lord  fay  fo  f 

lach.  Ay,  Madam,  with  his  Eyes  in  flood  with  laughter^ 
It  is  a  Recreation  to  be  by 
And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman : 
But  Heav'ns  know  fome  Men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he«  I  hope. 

lacb.   Not  he*    But  yet  Heav'ns  Bounty  towards  him,^ 
might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully*    In  himlelf  *tis  much  ; 
to  you,  which  I  account  his  beyond  all  Talents, 
Whilft  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
TcTpity  100^ 

H  5  Itno* 
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Imo*  What  do  you  pity,  Sir  ? 

lach.  Two  Creatures  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one^  Sir  ? 
You  look  on  me ;  what  wrack  difcern  you  in  me 
Dcferves  your  Pity  } 

lack.  Lamentable  /  what 
To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  Sun^  and  folace 
I'th*  Dungeon  by  a  Snuff  f 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
Deliver  with  more  opcnnefs  your  Anfwcrs 
To  my  Demands.   Why  do  you  pity  me  / 

Ltch.  That  others  do, 
I  was  about  to  fay,  enjoy  your  ■  but 

It  is  an  Office  of  the  Gods  to  venge  it» 
Not  mine  to  fpeak  on't. 

Imo.  You  do  fccm  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me ;  pray  you 
Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more. 
Than  to  be  furc  they  do  ;  For  certainties 
Hither  are  paft  Remedies ;  or  timely  knowing* 
The  Remedy  then  born  ;  Difcover  to  me 
What  both  you  fpur  and  flop. 

lack.  Had  I  this  Cheek 
To  bath  my  Lips  upon  ;  this  Hand,   whofe  touchy 
Whofe  very  touch  would  force  the  feeler's  Soul 
To  rh*  Oath  of  Loyalty;  this  objeft,  which 
Takes  Prifoner,  the  wild  Motion  of  mine  Eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here ;  Hiould  I,  damn*d  then. 
Slaver  with  Lips  as  common  as  the  Stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol  ?  join  Gripes,  with  Hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  Fa'lhood  as  with  Labour  f 
.  Then  glad  my  felf  by  peeping  in  an  Eye 
Bafe  and  unluftrious  as  the  fmoaky  Light 
That's  f  d  with  ftinking  Tallow  ?  it  were  fit 
That  all  the  Plagues  of  Hell  fiiould  at  one  time 
Encounter  fuch  Revolt. 

Imo.  My  Lord,  I  fear. 
Has  forgot  Britain. 

Inch.  And  himfelf ;  not  I 
Inclined  to  this  Intelligence,  pronounce 
The  3'.ggary  of  his  Change  ;  but  'cis  your^Graces 
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That  from  my  muteft  Confcience^  to  my  Tonguei 

Charms  this  report  out. 
Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more.  * 

Inch.  O  deareft  Soul  i  your  Caufe  doth  ftrikc  my  Heart 

With  Pity,  that  doth  make  me  iick.    A  Lady 

So  fair,  and  faflned  to  an  Empery, 

Woald  make  the  gfreat*ft  King  double,  to  bepartner'd 

With  Tomboys  hir'd,  with  that  felf  Exhibition 

Which  your  own  Coffers  yield}  with  dife^s  d  ventures 

That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  Gold , 

Which  rottennefs  can  lend  Nature }  Such  boyl'dftuff 

As  well  might  poifon  Poifon  !  Be  revenged. 

Or  (he  that  bore  you  was  no  Queen,  and  you 

Kecoil  from  your  great  Scock. 
Imo,  Revenged  J 

How  ihould  I  be  revenged  if  this  be  true,^ 

As  I  have  fuch  a  Heart,  that  both  mine  Ears 

Mud  not  in  hafte  abufe,  if  it  be  true> 

How  (hall  I  be  reveng'd  ? 
loch.  Shou'd  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana^s  Prieft,  betwixt  cold  Sheets  ; 

Whiles  he  is  Vaulting  variable  Ramps 

In  your  DeQ>ight,  upon  your  Purfe ;  revenge  iu 

I  dedicate  my  (elf  to  your  fweet  Pieafure, 

More  Noble  than  that  Runagate  to  your  Bcdp 

And  will  continue  faft  to  your  ASc&ioD, 

Still  clofe,  as  fure.  • 
/w.  What  ho,  WySwr/a    1-  ^ 

lach^  Let  me  iny  Service  tender  on  your  Lips, 
Imo.  Away,  I  do  condemn  mine  Ears,  that  have 

So  long  attended  thee.   If  thou  wert  honourable 

Thou  wouldft  have  told  this  Tale  for  Virtue,  not 

For  fuch  an  end  thou  feek'ft,  as  bafe,  as  ftrange : 

Thou  wrong'ft  a  Gentleman,  who  is  as  far 

From  thy  Report,  as  thou  from  Honour ;  and 

Solicit'ft  here  a  Lady,  that  difdains 

Thee,  and  the  Devil  alike.  What,  ho,  Pifanio  I  -•- 

The  King  my  Father  (hall  be  made  acquainted 

Of  thy  AlTault ;   if  he  (hall  think  it  fit, 

A  iawcy  Stranger  in  his  Court,  to  Mart 

As  in  a  Romijh  Stew,  and  to  Expound 

H4  W^^ 
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His  beaftly  Mind  to  us ;  he  bath  a  Court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  Daughter,  whom 
He  not  refpeds  at  all.   What  ho,  Pijaniol      i     .■ 

idch.  O  happy  LeonatuSj  I  may  fay. 
The  Credit  that  thy  Lady  hath  of  thee 
Dcfcrvcs  thy  truft,  and  thy  moft  pcrfeft  goodnefs 
Her  aflfur'd  Credit ;  bleffcd  live  you  long, 
A  Lady  to  the  worthieft  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his ;  and  you  his  Miftrefs,  only 
For  the  moft  worthieft  Fit.  Give  me  your  pardon* 
I  have  fpoke  thi$,  to  know  if  your  Affiance  ' 

Were  deeply  rooted,  and  (hall  make  your  Lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er  ;  and  he  is  one 
The  trueft  manner 'd  ;  fuch  a  holy  Witch, 
That  he  inchants  Societies  into  him  : 
Half  all  Mens  Hearts  are  his. 

Into.  You  make  amends, 

lack.  He  fits  amongft  Men,  like  a  defcended  God ; 
He  hath  a  kind  of  Honour  fets  him  oflF, 
More  than  a  mortal  feeming.    Be  not  angry, 
Moft  mighty  Princefs,  that  I  have  adventui'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  falfe  Report,  which  hatk 
Honoured  with  Confirmation  your  great  Judgment, 
In  the  Eleftion  of  a  Sir,  fo  rare. 
Which  you  know  cannot  err.  The  Love  I  bearhiiDt 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus,  but  the  Gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  others,  chafflefs.   Pray,  your  Pardon, 

Imo.  Airs  well.   Sir  ;   take  my  Power  i'th"  Court 
yours* 

lack.  My  humble  Thanks ;  I  had  alrooft  forgot 
T*  intreat  your  Grace,  but  in  a  fmall  requeft. 
And  yet  of  Moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  Lord  ;  my  felf,  and  other  Noble  Friends 
Are  Partners  in  the  Bufinefs, 

Imo.  Pray  what  is't  I 

lach.  Some  dozen  Romafis  of  uSy  and  your  Lord, 
The  beft  Feather  of  our  Wing,  have  mingled  Sums 
To  buy  a  Prefent  for  the  Emperor : 
Which  I,  the  'faftor  for  the  reft,  have  done 
In  France ;  'tis  Plate  of  rare  Device,  and  Jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquifice  Form,  their  Values  great ; 


« 
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And  I  am  (bmething  curiousy  being  ftrange,! 

To  have  them  in  fafe  flowage :  May  it  pleafe  you 

To  take  them  in  Protedion. 

Mo.  Willingly; 
And  pawn  mine  Honour  for  tifcir  Safety,  fince 
My  Lord  hath  Intereft  in  them/  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  Bed-chamber. 

Inch.  They  are  in  a  Trunk 
Attended  by  my  Men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  fend  them  to  you,  only  for  this  Night; 
I  muft  aboard  to  Morrow. 

Im9.  O  no^  no. 

lM:h.  Yef,  I  befeech  yous   Or  I  (hall  ihort  my  word 
By  length'ning  my  return*     From  Gallia, 
I  croft  the' Seas  on  purpofe,  and  on  promife 
To  fee  your  Grace. 

Imo.    I  thank  you  for  your  Pains; 
But  not  away  to  Morrow. 

liicb.  Oy  I  muft  Madam. 
Therefore  I  ftiall  befeech  you,  if  you  pleafe 
To  greet  your  Lord  with  writing,  do't  to  Nighr, 
I  have  out-ftood  my  time»  which  is  material 
To  th'  tender  of  our  Prcfent. 

Imo.  I  will  write : 
Send  your  Trunk  to  me,  it  (hall  be  fafe  kept. 
And  truly  yielded  you :   You're  very  welcome.     [Exttint. 
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SCENE  The  T dace. 

Enttr  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

C/0/.¥'ir  AS  there  ever  Man  had  fuchluckf  when  Ikifs'd 
W  the  Jacl^  upon  an  Up-caft,  to  be  hit  away  I  I 
bad  an  Hundred  pound  on't ;  and  then  a  whorfon  Jack-an- 
Apes  mult  take  me  up  for  Swearing,  as  if  I  borrowed  mine 
Oatbs  of  him,  and  might  not  fpend  them  at  my  Pleafure* 

I  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  you  have  broke  Viv^  "^^^^^ 
wiih  your  Bowl 

X  Lord* 
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2  Lard,  li  his  Wit  had  been  likebim  that  broke  it;  it  would 
have  run  all  out. 

Clot.  When  a  Gentleman  is  difpofed  to  fwear;  it  ^  not 
for  any  ftanders  by  to  curtail  his  Oaths.     Ha? 

2  Lord.  No,  my  Lord;  n<9r  crop  the  Ears  of  them. 

Clot.  Whorfon  Dog  I  I  give  him  iatisfaAion  ?  WouU 
he  had  been  one  of  my  Rank. 

2  Lord.  To  have  fmclt  like  a  Fool. 

Got.  I  am  not  vext  more  at  any  thing  in  the  Eanb,-- 1 
Pox  on't.  I  had  rather  not  be  fo  Noble  as  I  am ;  thpy  dare 
not  Fi^ht  with  me,  becaufeof  the  Queen  my  Mother;  tvtrj 
Jack  flav^e  hath  his  Belly  fnll  of  Fighting,  and  I  muft  go 
up  and  down  like  a  Cock,  chat  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  Cock  and  a  Capon  too,  and  you  crow 
Cock,  with  yr.ur  Comb  on.  [AfiJk. 

Clot.  Say'ft  thou  ? 

2  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  Lordfhip  ihould  undertake  every 
Companion,  that  you  give  offence  to* 

Clot.  No,  1  know  that:  But  it  is  fit  I  (hould  commit 
Offt'xe  to  my  Inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Kji  it  is  fit  for  your  Lordfhip  only. 

Clot.  Why  fo  I  fay. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  Stranger  that's  come  to  Court  to 
Night? 

Clot.  A  Stranger,  and  I  not  know  on*t? 

2  Lord.  He's  a  ftrange  Fellow  himfelf,  and  knows  it  not. 
I  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come,  and  'tis  thought  one  of 

Leonatuss  Friends. 

Clot.  LeonatHs!  A  banifh'd  Rafcal;  and  he's  another, 
wherefoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  of  this  Stranger? 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  Lordftiip's  Pages. 

Clot.  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him  f  Is  there  no  de- 
rogation in*t? 

2  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  Lord. 
CUt.  Notcafily,  Ithink. 

z  Lord.  You  arc  a  Fool  granted,  theftforc  your  IfTues 
being  F  )oli(h,  do  not  derogate. 

Clot.  Come,  I'll  go  fee  this  Italiani  What  I  have  loft  to 
day  at  Bowls,  I'll  win  to  Night  of  him.     Come;  go. 

a  Lord,  ril  attend  your  Lordfhip.  [£;^/#  Clot. 

TAjt/uchs  crafry  Devil  as  is  hisMoiVia, 


Cymbcline.  ^77  ^ 

Sbuld  yield  the  World  this  Afs :  A  Womanj  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  Brain,  and  this  her  Son, 
Cannot  take  Two  from  Twenty  for  his  Heart, 
And  leave  Eighteen.     Alas  poor  Princefs, 
Thou  divine  Imogen^  what  thou  endur'ft. 
Betwixt  a  Father  by  thy  Scep-dame  governed, 
A  Mother  hourly  coining  Plots ;  a  Wooer, 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  Expulfion  is 
Of  thy  dear  Husband,  than  that  horrid  Ad 

Of  the  divorce he'll  make  the  Heav'ns  hold  firm 

The  Walls  of  thy  dear  Honour;  Ke€p  unftiak'd 

That  Temple  thy  fair  Mind,   that  thou  may'ft  fland 

T  enjoy  thy  baniih*d  Lord:  And  this  great  Land.  [ExeuMi. 

SCENE  II.  A  magnificent  Bedchamber^  in 
one  part  of  it  a  large  Trtmi. 

Imogen  is  difeovefd  ridding  in  her  Bed,  a  Lady  atantUng* 

Imo.  Who*s  there  /  My  Woman  Helen  ? 

Lddj.  Pleafe  you.  Madam  ■  ■ 

Imo.  What  Hour  is  it? 

l^dj.  Aimoft  Midnight,  Madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  Hours  then,  mine  Eyes  are  weak^ 

Fold  down  the  Leaf  where  I  have  left;  to  Bed 

Take  not  away  the  Taper,  leave  it  burning : 
And  if  thou  canft  awake  by  four  o'th*  Clock, 

1  prithee  call  me Sleep  hath  feiz'd  me  wholly .  [ExitLadj. 

To  your  proteftion  I  commend  nie,  God<^, 
From  Fairies,  and  the  Tempters  of  the  Night, 
Guard  me,  befeech  ye.  [Sleeps. 

[lachimo  rijes  from  the  Trunl^ 

hch.  The  Crickets  fing,  and  Man's  o'er-labour'd  Senfe, 
Repairs  it  felf  by  reft:  Our  Tarcfuln  thus 
Did  foftly  prefs  the  Ru(hes,   e'er  he  waken'd 
The  Chaftity  he  wounded.     Cytherea^ 
How  bravely  thou  becom'ft  thy  Bed  !  Frefli  Lilly, 
And  whiter  than  the  Sheets !  That  I  might  touch. 
But  kifs,  one  kifs        ■  Rubies  unparagon'd. 

How  dearly  they  do*t ^*Tis  her  Breathing  th^t 

Perfumes  the  Cb;iinb^r  thus:  the  Fiame  o*th*Ta.^^t 
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Bows  toward  her,  and  would  under-peep  her  Lids» 
To  fee  th'  inclofed  Lights,   now  Canopy*d 
Under  the  Windows,  White  and  Azure,  lac'd 
With  Blue  of  Heav*ns  own  tinft  but  my  Defigo*s 

To  Note  the  Chamber 1  will  write  all  down. 

Such,  and  fuch  Piftures— — ther«the  Window,*^— «--fudi 

Th' Adornment  of  her  Bed the  Arras,  Figure's—— 

Why  fuch,  and  fuch         *and  the  Contents  o*th*  Story— 

Ah,  but  fome  natural  Notes  about  her  Body, 

Above  ten  thoufand  meaner  Moveables 

Would  teftifie,  t*  enrich  mine  Inventory. 

O  Sleep,  thou  Ape  of  Death,  lye  dull  upon  her. 

And  be  her  Senfe  but  as  a  Monument, 

Thus  in  a  Chappel  lying.     Come  off,  come  off,- 


[Taking  off' her  Brac^U 
As  flippery  as  the  Gordian4cnot  was  hard. 
'Tis  mine,  and  this  will  witnefs  outwardly. 
As  ftrongly  as  the  Confcience  do's  within. 
To  th*  madding  of  her  Lord.     On  her  left  Bread 
A  Mole  Cinque-fpotted — Like  the  Crimfon  Drops 
I*  th'  bottom  of  a  Cowflip.  Here's  a  Voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  Law  could  make:  This  Secret 
Will  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  Lock,  and  ta'en 
TheTreafure  of  her  Honour.  No  more — to  what  end  ? 
Why  fliould  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 
Screw'dtomy  Memory.  She  hath  been  reading  late* 
The  Tale  of  Terens^  here  the  Leaf's  turned  down 
Where  Philomele  gave  up  —I  have  enough, 
To  th'  Trunk  again,  and  (hut  the  Spring  of  it. 
Swifr,  fwift,  you  Dragons  of  the  Night,  that  dawning 
May  bear  the  Raven's  Eye :  I  lodge  in  fear. 
Though  this  a  heav'nly  Angel,  Hell  is  here.     [ClpckJhUfS. 
One,  two,  three:  Time,  time.  :^ 

\^He  goet  into  the  Trunks  the  Scent  iUfttr-' 

SCENE     III.     7he.Palace. 

JE/r^rr  Cloten,  and  Lords.  .m 

I  Lord.  Your  Lord  (hip  is  the  moft  patient  Man  in  )io6f 
the  moft  coldeft  that  ever  turn'd  up  Ace. 
Clof.  It  would  make  any  Man  cold  to  lofe. 

iLorJ^ 
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I  L9rd.  But  not  every  Man  patient,  after  the  noble  Tem- 
per of  your  Lordfllip;  You  are  mofthotand  furious,  when 
you  win. 

Clot.  Winning  will  put  any  Man  into  Courage:  If  I  could 
get  this  foolifh  Imogen^  1  (hould  have  Gold  enough:  It's 
almoft  Morning,  is't  not  ?  ' 

1  Lord.  Day,  my  Lord. 

Qou  I  would  this  Mufick  would  come:  I  am  advifed 
to  give  her  Mufick  a  Mornings,  they  fay  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  AittficUns. 
Come  on.  Tune ;  if  you  can  penetrate  here  with  your  Fin- 
gering, fo;  we'll  try  with  Tongue  too;  if  none  will  do,  lee 
her  remain :  But  I'll  never  give  o'er,  Firft,  a  very  excel- 
lent good  conceited  thing;  after  a  wonderful  fweet  Air> 
with  admirable  rich  Words  to  it,    and  then  let  her  coa« 

iider. 

Song. 
Hark^  harkj  the  Lark^ at  Heavens  Gate  fings^ 

And  Phoebus  ^gint  arife^ 
His  Steeds  to  Water  at  thofe  Springs 
On  chalic*d  Flowrs  that  lyes : 
Andwinking  Miry "inds  begin  to  of e their  Golden  Ejes 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  is,  my  Ladj  fweet  arije  i 

Arifef  ariJe. 
So,  get  you  gone— if  this  penetrate,    I  will  confider  your 
Mafick  the  better:   If  it  do  not,  it  is  a  Vice  in  her  Ears, 
which  Horfe-hairs,  and  Cat's*Guts,  nor  the  Voice  of  unpav'd 
Eunuch  to  boor,  can  never  amend. 

Enter  Queen  and  Cymbeline. 

2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  King. 

CUt.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  fo  late,  for  that's  tlie  reafon  I 
was  up  fo  early :  He  cannot  chufe  but  take  this  Service  I 
We  done.  Fatherly.  Good  Morrow  to  your  Ma jefiy,  and 
gracious  'Mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  heie  the  Door  of  our  ftern  Daughter? 
Will  flie  not  forth  ? 

Clot.  I  haveaffaifd  her  with  Muficks,  but  ihe  voucbfafes 
no  Notice. 

C/m.  The  Exile  of  her  Minion  is  too  new. 
She  hith  i^ot  yet  forgot  him,  fome  more  tim^^ 
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Mufl  wear  the  print  of  his  Remembrance  out, 
And  then  (he's  yours. 

Queen.  You  are  moft  bound  to  th'  King, 
Who  lets  go  by  no  Vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  Tou  to  his  Daughter:  frame  your  fdf 
To  orderly  Solicits,  and  be  friended 
With  iptnefs  of  the  Seafon ;  make  Denials 
Encreafe  your  Services  $  fo  feem,  as  if 
You  were  infpir'd  to  do  thofe  Duties  which 
You  tender  to  her:   That  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  Command  to  your  Difmiffion  tends. 
And  therein  you  are  fenfelefs, 

CUu  Senfclefs/  not  fo. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mtf.  So  like  you,  Sir,  Ambaffadors  from  iS^/tf ^ ; 
The  one  is  Caiui  Lucius. 

Cjm.  A  worthy  Fellow, 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpofe  now ; 
But  that's  no  Fiiilt  of  his:  We  muft  receive  him 
According  to  the  Honour  of  his  Sender, 
And  towards  himfdf,  hisGoodnefs  forc^fpent  on  us 
We  muft  extend  our  Notice:   Our  dear  Son, 
When  you  have  given  good  Morning  to  your  Miftreis, 
Attend  the  Queen,  and  u%  we  (hall  have  need 
T'  employ  you  towards  this  Roman.    Come,  our  Qu( 

[E; 

Qqu  If  (he  be  up,  I'll  fpeak  with  her,  if  not. 
Let  her  lye  (lill,  and  dream:  By  your  leave  ho  I 
I  know  her  Women  are  about  her— what 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  Hands— —'tis  Gold 
Which  buys  Admittance,  oft  itdoth»  yea,  and  makes 
I>UntC%  Rangers  falfe  themfelves,  and  yield  up 
Their  Deer  to  th'  ftand  o'th*  Stealer  t  And  'tis  Gold 
Which  makes  the  True-man  kill'd,  and  faves  the  Thi 
Nay,  fometimes  hangs  both  Thief,    and  True-man : 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?  I  will  make 
One  of  her  Women  Lawyer  to  me,  for 
I  yet  not  underftand  the  Cafe  my  felf. 
By  your  leave.  \J^ 
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Enter  a  Ladj. 
.  Who*s  there  that  knocks? 
A  Gentleman. 
.  No  more. 

Yes,  and  a  Gentlewoman's  Son. 
.  That's  more 

ime  whofe  Tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours> 
:ly  boaft  of;  What's  your  Lordfliip*s  Pleafurei 
Your  Lady's  Perfon>  is  fhe  ready  2 
,  Ay,  to  keep  her  Chamber. 
There  is  Gold  for  you, 
your  good  Report. 

.  How*  my  good  Name?  or  to  report  of  you 
(hall  think  is  good.     The  Princefs. 

Enter  Imogen, 
jood  Morrow  Faireft,  Sifter  your  fweet  Hand. 
Good  Morrow,  Sir,  you  lay  out  too  much  Pains 
chafing  but  trouble:  the  Thanks  I  give^ 
^  you  chat  I  am  poor  of  Thanks^ 
rce  can  fpare  them. 
Still  I  fwear  I  love  you. 
If  you'd  but  faid  fo,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
[wear  ft  ill,  your  Recompence  is  ft  ill 
regard  it  not. 
This  is  no  anfwer. 

But  that  you  (hall  not  fay,  I  yield  being  filent, 
I  not  fpeak.  I  pray  you  fpare  me.  Faith 
infold  equal  Difcourtefie 
r  beft  Kindnefs:  One  of  your  great  knowing 
learn,  being  taught.  Forbearance. 
To  leave  you  in  yourMadoefs,  'twere  my  Sin, 
ot 

Fools  are  not  mad  Folks. 
Do  you  call  mc  Fool? 
As  I  am  mad  I  do: 
[1  be  patient,  I'll  no  more  be  mad, 
ires  us  both,     I  am  much  forry,  Sir« 
t  me  to  forget  a  Lady's  Manners 
ig  fo  verbal :  And  learn  now,  for  all, 
which  know  my  Heart,  do  here  pronounce 
very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you. 
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And  am  fo  near  the  lack  of  Charity 

To  accufe  my  felf,  I  hate  you :  whfch  I  had  rather 

You  felt,  than  make't  my  boaft. 

JCUu  You  fin  againft 
Obedience*  which  you  owe  your  Father ;  for 
The  Contrafl:  you  pretend  with  that  bafe  Wretch, 
One.  bred  of  Alms,  and  fofter'd  with  cold  Diihes, 
With  fcraps  o'th*  C3urt*   it  is  no  Contra(%»  none  ; 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  Parties,  ^ 

Yet  who  than  he  more  mean,  to  knit  their  Souls 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependancy 
But  Brats  and  Beggary,  in  felf- figured  knot, 
Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  Enlargement,  by 
The  confequcnce  o'th'  Crown,  and  muft  not  roil 
The  precious  Note  of  it ;  with  a  bafe  Slave, 
A  Hilding  for  a  Livery,  a  Squire's  Cloth, 
A  Pantler;  not  fo  eminent. 

Imo.  Prophane  Fellow : 
Wert  thou  the  Son  of  Juflur^  and  no  more. 
But  what  thou  art,  befidts,  thou  wert  too  bafe. 
To  be  his  Groom:  thou  wert  dignify*d  enough 
Ev'n  to  the  point  of  Envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  Virtues,  to  be  ftird 
The  under  Hangman  of  his  Kingdom;  and  hated 
For  being  preferred  io  well. 

Clou  The  South-fog  rot  him. 

Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  Mifchance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.     His  meaneft  Garment 
That  ever  hath  but  dipt  his  Body,  is  dearer 
In  my  refped,  than  all, t)ie Hairs  above  thee. 
Were  they  all  made  fuch  Men.  How  now,  Pifam^f 

Enter  Pifanio. 

Clot.   His  Garment  ?  Now  the  Devil. 

Imo.  To  Dorothjy  my  Woman,  hye  thee  prefently. 

Clot.  His  Garment? 

Imo.  I  am  fprighted  with  a  Fool, 

Frighted,  and  angred  worfe Go  bid  my  Woman 

Search  for  a  Jewel,  that  too  cafually 

Hath  left  mine  Arm— it  was  thy  Matter's.  Shrew  me 

If  I  would  lofe  it  for  a  Revenue 

Of  any  Kings  in  Eurofe.  I  do  think, 

I 


Cymbeliiic;  *777 

this  morning ;  confident  I  anfiV 
ight  'tViras  on  my  Arm ;  I  kifs'd  iu 
it  be  net  gone,  to  tell  my  Lord 
kifs  ought  but  him. 
•Twill  not  be  loft; 

I  hope  (o ;  go  and  fearch. 

You  have  abus'd  me — Hismeaneft  Garment?^*- 

Ay,  I  faid  fo,  Sir, 
will  make't  an  Adion>  call  Witnefito't. 

I  will  inform  your  Father*  ;ip^ 

Your  Mother  too  ; 
ly  good  Lady  ;  and  Will  conteive^  I  ho^,* 
e  worft  of  me.  So  I  leave  you,  Sir, 
worft  of  Difcontent.  [Exifl 

Pll  be  reveng'd  s 
;ancft  Garment  ?  —  >      *     Well;  [Exiii 

SCENE    IV.    Rome. 

£nfcr  Pofthumus>  and  Philario* 

Fear  it  not,  Sir ;  I  would  I  were  To  fare 
1  the  King,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
main  hers. 
What  means  do  you  make  to  tiim  I 

Not  any,  but  abide  the  change  of  Time,' 
in  the  prefent  Winters  ftate,  and  wifli 
armer  Days  would  com  e ;  in  thefe  fear'd  ho{ifes( 
r  gratifie  your  love  ;  they  failing 
die  much  your  Debtor 
Your  very  Goodnefs,  and  your  Company^' 
ys  all  I  can  do.    By  this  your  King 
eard  of  great  jiHgHflns  ;  Cains  Lucius^ 
o's  Commidfbn  throughly.  And  I  think 
rant  the  Tribute  ;  fend  th'  Arrearages, 
k  upon  our  Romans,  whofe  remeitabrance 
Frefti  in  their  Grief. 

I  do  believe, 
though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,^ 
his  will  prove  a  War  ;  and  you  (hall  hear 
rgion  now  in  Gallia,  fooner  landed 
u  VI,  I  ttv 
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In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  Tribute  paid.   Our  Countrymen 
Are  Men  more  ordered  than  when  JhUus  Cdfar 
SmilM  at  their  lack  of  Skill,  but  found  their  Courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at.  Their  Difcipline, 
Now  mingled  with  their  Courages,  will  make  known 
To  their  Approvers,  they  are  People,  fuch 
That  mend  upon  the  World. 

Enter  lachimo. 
PbiL  See  lachimo. 

foft.  The  fwifteft  Harts  have  poftedyou  by  Land ; 
And  Winds  of  all  the  Corners  kifs*d  your  Sails, 
To  make  your  Veffel  nimble. 
Phil.  Welcome,  Sir. 

Ptfi.  I  hope  the  briefnefs  of  your  anfwer,  made 
The  fpeedinefs  of  your  return. 

lack  Your  Lady, 
Is  one  of  the  fairell  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Poft.  And  therewithal  the  beft,  or  let  her  Beauty 
Look  thorough  a  Cafement  to  allure  falfe  Hearts, 
And  be  falfe  with  them. 
lach.  Here  are  Letters  for  you. 
Pofi.  Their  Tenure  good,  I  truft. 
lach.  'Tis  very  like. 

Pofi.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  Court, 
When  you  were  there  ? 

lach.  He  was  ezpefted  then, 
But  not  approach'd. 

Pofi.  All  is  well  yet, 
Sparkles  this  Stone  as  it  was  wont,  or  is't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

lack  If  I  have  loft  it, 
I  (hould  have  loft  the  worth  of  it  in  Gold  % 
V\\  make  a  Journey  twice  as  far,  t'  enjoy 
A  fecond  Night  of  fuch  fweet  (hortnefs,  which    . 
Was  mine  in  Britain^  for  the  Ring  is  won. 
Pofi.  The  Stone's  too  hard  to  come  by* 
Jach.  Not  a  whit. 
Your  Lady  being  fo  eafie. 

Pofi.  Make  not.  Sir, 
Vour  Ipfsy  your  Spprt ;  I  hope  you  ka<>w  that  we 
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Muft  not  continue  Friends. 

lack.  Good  Sir,  we  muft^ 
If  you  keep  Covenant  5  had  I  not  brought 
The  Knowledge  of  your  Miftrcfs  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  Queftion  farther ;  but  I  now 
Profefs  my  felf  the  winner  of  her  Honour, 
Together  with  your  Ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  Wills. 

Pofi.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tafted  her  in  Bed  ;  my  Hand, 
And  Ring  is  yours.    If  not,  the  foul  Opinion 
You  had  t)f  her  poor  Honour,  gains,  or  lofes 
Your  Sword  or  mine,  or  mafterlefs  leaves  both 
To  who  (hall  find  them. 

I4ch.  Sir,  my  Circumftanccs 
Being  fo  near  the  Truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Muft  firft  induce  you  to  believe  ;  whole  Strength 
I  will  confirm  with  Oath*  which  I  doubt  not 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  fpare,  when  you  (hall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Pofi.  Proceed. 

f^clu  Firft,  her  Bed-chamber 
Where  I  confefs  I  flept  not,  but  profefs 
Had  that  was  well  worth  Watching,  it  was  hang'd 
With  Tapeftry  of  Silk,  and  Silver,  the  Story 
Proud  CUop^urd^  when  (he  met  her  Ronta^j 
And  Cidtms  fwell'd  above  the  Banks,  or  for 
The  Prefs  of  Boats,  or  Pride  :  A  piece  of  Work 
So  bravely  done,  fo  rich,  that.it  did  drive 
la  Workmanfhip,  and  Value,  which  I  wonder'd 
Could  be  fo  rarely,  and  exa^ly  wrought, 
Sicce  the  true  Life  otft  was  >     ■  ■ 

Pojt.  This  is  true  ; 
And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me^ 
Or  by  fome  other. 

laeh.  More  particulars 
Mufl:  juftifie  my  Knowledge. 

Toft.  So  they  muft, 

Or  do  your  Honour  Injury. 
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lacL  The  Chimney 
Is  South  the  Chamber,  and  the  Chimney-piece 
Chad  Dian^  bathing  ;  never  faw  I  Figures 
So  hkely  to  report  therofelves  ;  the  Cutter 
Was  as  another  Nature  dumb,  out- went  her> 
Motion  and  Breath  left  out. 

Poft.  This  is  a  thing 
Which  you  might  from  Relation  likewife  read. 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  fpoke  of. 

lach.  The  Roof  o*th' Chamber, 
With  golden  Cherubins  is  fretted.  Her  Andirons^ 
I  had  forgot  them,  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  Silver,  each  on  one  Foot  (landing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  Brands. 

Poft.  This  is  her  Honour  ; 
Let  it  be  granted  you  have  feen  all  this,  and  praife 
Be  given  to  your  Remembrance,  the  Defcription 
Of  what  is  in  her  Chamberi  nothing  faves 
The  Wager  you  have  laid. 

lath.  Then  if  you  can  [Pulling  out  the  Brae 

Be  Pale,  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  Jewel  :  8eef  ••— 
And  now  *tis  up  again ;  it  muft  be  Married 
To  that  your  Diamond.  I'll  keep  them. 

Pofi.  Jove  !  

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

lach.  Sir,  I  thank  her»  that 
She  ftrip'd  it  from  her  Arm,  I  fee  her  ycr. 
Her  pretty  Adion  did  out-fell  her  Gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too ;  ilhe  gave  it  me. 
And  faid  ihe  prized  it  once. 

Pofi.  May  be,  (he  pluck'd  it  o£F 
To  fend  it  me. 

lach.  She  writes  fo  to  you  ?  doth  fhc  ? 

Pofi.  O  no,  no,  no,  'tis  true.  Here  f«ke  this  tool 
It  is  a  Bafilisk  unto  mine  Eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't :  Let  there  be  no  Honour, 
Where  there  is  Beauty,Truth,  where  Semblance,Love 
Where  there's  another  Man.  The  Vows  of  Women, 
t ;  -Of  no  more  Bondage  be,  to  where  they  aire  m^e» 
t'htn  they  are  to  their  Virtues^  which  is  nothing ; 
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y,  above  Mcafurc  falfe  !  ■  '_ 

Phi.  Have  Patience,  Sir> 
\nd  take  your  Ring  again ;  'tis  not  yet  won ; 
t  may  be  probable  (he  loft  it ;  or 
Vhoknowsif  one  of  her  Women^  being  corrupte.dj 
lath  ftoln  it  from  her^ 

Pofi.  Very  true, 
Vnd  fo  I  hope  he  came  by't ;  back  my  Ring, 
lender  to  me  fome  frorporal  ugn  about  her 
Vlore  evident  than  this ;  for  this  wiis  ftole. 

IdcL  By  Jupiter^  I  had  it  from  her  Arm. 

Pofi.  Hark  you,  hefwears;  by  3^ii^>^  he  fwears. 
Tis  true  --  nay  keep  the  Ring  —  'tis  true ;  I  am  furc 
She  could  not  loie  it ;  her  Attendants  are 
All  fwom,  and  honourable ;  they  induced  to  fteal  it ! 
And  by  a  Stranger/  --  no,  he  hath  enjoy 'd her. 
The  Cognisance  of  her  Inconcinency 
Isthis;  mehath bought  the  Nameof  Whore,  thus  deajrly^ 
There,  take  thy  hire,  and  all  che  Fiends  of  Hell 
Divide  themfelves  between  you. 

PhL  Sir,  be  patient; 
This  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  be  believed,' 
Of  one  perfwaded  well  of  — — - 

Pofi.  Never  talk  Qn*t ; 
She  hath  been  colted  by  him^ 

l4ch»  If  you  feek 
For  further  fatisfying ;  under  her  Bread, 
Worthy  the  preffing,  lyes  a  Mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  moll  delicate  Lodging.  By  my  Life 
I  kift  it,  and  it  gave  me  prefent  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  fiUK   You  do  remember 
This  (lain  upon  her  / 

Pofi.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Artother  flain,  as  big  as  Hell  can  hold^ 
3Vere  there  no  more  but  it. 

Idch,  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Ppfi*  Spare  vour  Arithmetick, 
Never  count  the  Turns :  Once,  and  a  Million« 

lach.  ril  be  fworn  ■    - 

Pofi.  No  fwearing : 
ff  you  will  fwsar  you  have  not  done't,  youlie^ 
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And  I  will  kill  thee  if  thou  doft  deny 
Thou'ft  made  roe  Cuckold. 

/ach.  rU  deny  nothing. 

Pdfi.  O  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  Linib-ineal ; 
I  will  go  there  and  do't  i'th'  Court»  before 
Her  Father Pli  do  fomething  ■    '  ■  [i 

Fhil.  Quite  beiides 
The  Government  of  Patience,  You  have  won  ; 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  prefent  Wrath 
He  hath  againft  himfelf. 

lach.  With  all  my  Heart.  [£x< 

Effter  Pofthumus. 

Pafi.  Is  there  no  way  for  Men  to  be,  but  Women 
Muft  be  half-workers  ?  We  are  all  Baflards, 
And  that  moft  venerable  Man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  Father^  was^  1  know  not  where, 
When  I  was  ilampt.  Some  Coyner  with  his  Tools 
Made  me  a  Counterfeit ;  yet  my  Mother  feem'd 
The  Diaf$  of  that  time  ;  fo  doth  my  Wife 
The  Non-pareil  of  this-«-  Oh  Vengeance,  Vengeance  1 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleafure  Ihe  reftrain'd. 
And  pray'd  me  oft  Forbearance ;  did  it  with 
A  pudency  fo  Rofie,  the  f wect  view  on't 
Might  well  have  warm*d  old  Saturn  \ 

That  I  thought  her 
As  Chafte,  as  unfuo'd  Soow«  Ob,  all  the  Devils  I 

This  yellow  lachimo  in  an  Hour was'tnot? 

Or  lefs ;  at  firft  ?  Perchance  fpoke  not,  but 
Like  a  full  Acorn'd  Boar>  a  German  one 
Cry'd  oh,  and  mounted  ;  found  no  oppofition 
But  what  hf  look'd  for,  ihould  oppofe,  and  (be 
Should  from  Encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  Woman's  part  in  roe,  for  there's  no  Motion 
That  tends  to  Vice  in  Man,  but  I  affirm 
It  is  the  Woman's  parr ;  be  it  lying,  note  ir> 
The  Woman's^ I  Flattering,  hers  ,*  deceiving,  hen; 
Luf^,  and  rark  Thoughts,  hers,  hers ;  Revenges,  hers  ; 
Ambitions,  Crvetings,  change  of  Prides,  Difdain, 
Nice-longing,  Slard^rs,  Mutability! 
All  Faults  that  may  be  named,  nay,  that  Hell  knows, 
.Why  hers,  in  part,  or  all  J  but  rather  all.  Forcycntoyicc 
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They  tre  oot  conftant,  but  are  chaogiog  ftiU  i 

One  Vice^  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  fo  old  as  that.    I'll  write  againft  theoi^ 

Deteft  them,  curfe  them  «—— yet 'tis  greata  Slull 

In  a  true  Hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  Will*; 

The  very  Devils  caonot  plague  them  better.  [^Exit. 
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ACT   III.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE  ATalace. 

hiter  in  Sfate^   Cymbelinej  Qnein,  Cloten,  and  Lords  at 
one  Domri  and  at  another^  C^ius  Lucius,  and  Attendants. 

Pjm.  1^0  W  £ur,  what  would  ^^i!/?iK/  Cc/SrwitH  us? 

JLN  Lnc.  when  JnUns  Ca/ar^  whofe  remembrance  yet 
Liyes  in  Mens  Eyes>  and  will  to  Ears  and  Tongues 
Be  Theam,  and  hearing  ever,  was  in  this  firitatMf 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cafflielan  thine  Uncle, 
Famous  in  Cafar's  Praifes,  no  whit  lefs 
Than  in  his  Feats  deferving  it  for  him 
And  his  Succeflion,  granted  Home  a  Tribute* 
Yearly  three  thoufand  Pounds;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  uotender'd. 

Qnecn.  And  to  kill  the  marvail, 
SbaD  be  fo  ever. 

Clot.  There  be  many  Ce/irit 
E'er  fuch  another  JnUus:  Britain's  a  World 
By  it  felf,  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  Nofes. 

Queen.  That  opportunity 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from's,  to  refume 

We  have  again  ;  remember,  Sir»  my  Liege, 

The  Kings  your  Anceftors,  together  with 

The  natural  Bravery  of  your  Iflf,  which  (lands 

As  Neptune\  Park  ribb'd,  and  pal'd  in 

With  Oaks  unskaleable,  and  roaring  Waters, 

With  Sand  that  will  not  bear  your  Enemies  Boats, 

But  fuck  them  up  to*th'Top-maft.  A  kind  o(CoTvqo.t!^ 

^fsr  made  here,  but  made  not  here  his  bug 
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or,  came,  and  faw>  and  overcame ;  with  fliame, 
T  tie  Brft  that  ever  touch'd  him,  he  was  carried 
From  cfF  our  Coaft,  twice  beaten;  and  his  Shipping,^ 
Poor  ignorant  BaubleSf  on  our  terrible  Seas, 
Like  £gg'(bolIs,  mov'd  upon  their  Surges,  crack*d 
As  eafily  'gainft  our  Rocks.  For  Joy  whereof. 
The  fam'd  Caffibelan,  who  was  once  at  pointy 
Oh  giglet  Fortune  I  to  matter  Cf/2rr*s. Sword, 
Made  Lud's^Tawn  with  rejoicing  Fires  bright. 
And  Britains  ft  rut  with  Courage. 

Clot.  Come,  there's  no  more  Tribute  to  be  paid.    On 
Kingdom  is  ftronger  than  it  was  at  that  time;  and,  asT^ 
faid,  there  is  no  more  fuch  CtfarSf  other  of  them  may  ha' 
crook'd  Nofes,  but  to  0we  fuch  ilrait  Arms,  none. 

Cjm.  Son,  let  your  Mother  end. 

Clou  We  have  yet  many  among  us,  can  gripe  as  hard  « 
GiJJibelan^  I  do  not  fay  I  am  one ;  but  I  have  a  hand.  Why 
Tribute  f  Why  (hould  we  pay  Tribute  i  If  Qtfar  can  hidef^ 
the  Sun  from  us  with  a  Blanker,  or  put  the  Moon  in  h''^ 
Pocket,  we  will  pay  him  Tribute  for  Light;  elfe,  Sir, 
more  Tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  muft  know, 
'Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  Tribute  from  us,  we  were  free.   Qefar's  AmbitioDi 
Which  fweird  fo  much,  that  it  did  almoft  flretch 
The  fides  o'th'  World,  againft  all  Colour  here. 
Did  put  the  Yoak  upon's  ;  which  to  (hake  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  People^  whom  we  reckon 
Our  felves  to  be  ;  we  do.     Say  then  to  Cf/4r, 
Our  Anceftor  was  that  MulmutiHSj  which  ^' 

Qrdain'd  our  Laws,  whofe  ufe  the  Sword  of  Cafitr 
Hath  too  much  mangled  ;  whofe  repair  and  franchiici 
Shall  by  the  Power  we  hold  be  our  good  deed. 
Though  Home  be  therefore  angry.  AfulmHtms  made  our  La 
Who  was  the  firft  of  Britainj  which  did  put 
His  Brows  within  a  golden  Crown,  and  calW 
Himfelf  a  King. 

Luc.  I  am  forry,  Cymbcline^ 
That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augufius  Cafar^ 
fafar  that  hath  more  Kings  his  Servants,  than  ul 

Thy  felf  Do(neftick  Officers,  thine  Enemy,  I 


Cymbelinc.  2785 

ELeceive  it  from  me  then.    War,  and  Confufioo 
In  Cdfat^s  Name  pronounce  I  *gainft  thee:   Look 
For  Fuiy,  nor  to  be  reiifted.    Thus  defy'd> 
I  thank  thee  for  my  felf. 

Cjm.  Thou  art  welcome,  Caius^ 
Thy  (Ufar  Knighted  me ;  my  Youth  I  fpenc 
Much  under  him:  Of  him,  I  gather'd  Honour, 
Which  he,  to  feck  of  me  again,  perforce, 
Behooves  me  keep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfed. 
That  the  Pannoniims  and  Dalmatians^  for 
Their  Liberties  are  now  in  Arms:   A  Precedent 
Which  not  to  read,  would  (hew  the  Br$t4ins  cold: 
So  Cafar  (hall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  Proof  fpeak. 

Ckt.  His  Majefty  bids  you  Welcome.  Make  Paftime  with 
m  a  Day,  or  two,  or  longer :  If  you  feek  us  afterwards  in 
other  terms,  you  fliaU  find  us  in  our  Salt-water  Girdle :  If 
you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours :  If  you  fall  in  the  Ad ven- 
torCf  our  Crows  (hall  fare  the  better  for  you:  And  there's 
aoend. 

Lite.  So,  Sir. 

Cjm.  I  know  your  Maftec^s  PJeafure,  and  he  mine : 
All  die  Keipain,  is  welcome.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Pifanio  reading  of  a' Letter. 

Pif.  Howf  of  Adultery?  Wherefore  write  you  not 
Wlttc  Monfters  her  accufe  ?  Leonaius ! 
Oh  Mafter*  what  a  ftrange  Infe&ion 
Is  fallen  into  thy  Ear/  What  falfe  Italian^ 
As  poifonous  tongu'd,  as  handed,  hath  prevailed 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ?  Difloy al  ?  No, 
She's  puni(h'd  for  her  Truth ;  and  undergoes 
More  Godde(s*like,  than  Wife-like,  fuch  Aflfaults 
As  would  take  in  fome  Virtue.     Oh  my  Matter, 
Thy  Mind  to  her,  is  now  as  low,  as  were 
Thy  Fortunes,  tii^  ?  That  I  (hould  Murther  her. 
Upon  the  Love,    ahd  Truth,  and  Vows,    which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  Command/— I  her!— Her  Blood! 
If  it  be  fo,  to  do  good  Service,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  fcrviceable.     How  look  I, 
That  I  (hould  feem  to  lack  Humanity, 
§0 much  is thh Fi& comts toi  Da'i^^ihe  Letter      \Rc ^iinj^. 
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That  I  have  fent  her^  bj  hit  own  Command^ 
Shall  give  the  Opportumtj.     Oh  daroii'd  Paper  1 
Slack  as  the  Ink  that's  on  thee:  Sciifelefs  Bauble/ 
Arc  thou  a  Fcedarie  for  this  ad;   thou  look'ft 
So  Virgin-like  without  {   Lo  here  (he  comes. 

Emer  Imogen. 
I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded^ 

Ime.  How  now,  Pifanie  f 

Pif,  Madam,  here  is  a  Letter  from  my  Lord. 

Imo.  Who !  thy  Lord?  that  is  my  Lord  Li^naiMi  f 
Oh>  lejrn'd  indeed  were  that  Aftronomcr 
That  knew  the  Stan,  as  I  his  Chara&ers, 
He'd  lay  the  Future  open.     You  good  Gods* 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd,  relilh  of  Love, 
Of  my  Lord's  Health,  of  his  Content^  yet  not 
That  we  two  are  afunder,  let  that  grieve  him ; 
Some  G*'iefs  are  medicinable,  that  is  one  of  them, 
For  it  doth  phyHck  Love,  of  his  Content, 
All  but  in  that.    Good  Wax,  thy  leave:  bicft  be 
You  Bees  that  make  thefe  Locks  of  Counfel.  Lovers^ 
And  Men  in  dangerous  Bonds :pray  not  alike. 
Though  Forfeitures  you  caft  in  Prifon,  yet 
You  clafp  young  Cupids  Tables :  good  News»  Gods. 

Reading. 

JVfiicey  and  jowr  Father* s  Wrath^  fiduU  he  takf  m^  $m 
Dominion,  could  not  be  fi  crmel  tome,  as  Jot^  oh  the  d 
4iji  of  CreatttreSf  would  even  renew  me  with  your  Eyes.  1 
notice  that  I  am  in  Cambria  at  Milford^Haven :  H^at  ' 
emm^  Leve,  will  out  of  this  advife  jots,  follow.  So  hem 
joH  all  Happinefs^  that  remains  Loyal  to  his  VeWy  andyom 
creajing  in  Love,  Leonatus  Pofthuc 

Oh  for  a  Horfe  with  Wings  I  Hear'ft  thou,  Pifamo  I 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  Read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.   If  one  of  mean  Affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  Week,  why  mjy  not  I    • 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ?  then,  true  Pifanio^ 
Who  long*ft  like  me,  to  fee  thy  Lord,   who  long*ft^ 
Oh  let  me  bate,  but  not  like  me,  yet  long*ft 
But  in  a  fainter  kind— *Oh  not  like  me ; 
For  mine's  beyond,  beyond— *fay,  and  fpcak  thick 
Love's  Counfellor  (bould  fill  the  Bores  of  Hearing 
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To  th*  fmothering  of  the  Senfe,  how  far  it  is 
To  this  fame  bleflcd  Milfcrd.    And  by  th'  way 
Tell  me  how  WkUs  was  made  fo  Happy,  9s 
T  inherit  fuch  a  Haven.    But  firft  of  all. 
How  may  we  fteal  from  hence :  And  for  t|ie  Gap 
That  we  (hall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-goipgv 
And  our  return,  to  excufe~-but  firft,  how  get  hence^ 
Why  fliould  Excufe  be  born  or  e'er  begot  i 
(Ve'U  talk  of  that  hereafter.  Prithee  (peak, 
[Jow  many  Score  of  Miles  may  we  well  rid$ 
Twixt  Hour  and  Hour? 

Tif.  One  Score  'twixt  Sun,  and  Sun, 
^am's  enough  for  you;  And  too  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to's  Execution,  Man, 
Could  never  go  fo  (low :  I  have  heard  of  riding  Wagers, 
Habere  Horfes  have  been  nimbler  than  the  Sands 
That  run  i'  th*  Clocks  behalf.    But  this  is  Foolery, 
Go,  bid  my  Woman  feign  a  Sicknefs,  fjy 
Shell  home  to  her  Father,  and  provide  me  prefendy 
A  riding  Suit :  No  cofUier  than  would  (it 
A  Franklin*^  Houfwife. 

tif.  Madam,  you're  bcft  confider. 

Imo.  I  fee  before  me,  Man,  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Korwhaf  enfues  but  have  a  Fog  in  them. 
That  I  Cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  prithee, 
))o  a$  I  bid  thee ;  there's  no  more  to  fay ; 
Acceffible  is  none  but  Aiilford  way.  [ExeHnt. 

S  C  E  N  E  II.     A  Fareft  nvith  a  Ca^e.^ 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  4»d  Arviragus. 
BfL  A  goodly  Day,  not  to  keep  Houfe  with  fuch» 
Whofe  Roofs  as  low  as  ours:  See,  Boys  I  this  Gate 
tnftrufts  you  how  t'  adore  the  Heav'ns ;  and  bows  you 
To  a  Morning's  holy  Office.  The  Gates  of  Monarchs 
Ire  Arch'd  fo  high,  that  Giants  may  jet  through  ' 
Ind  keep  their  impious  Turbands  on,  without 
Bood  Morrow  to  the  Sun.    Hail,  thou  fair  Heav'n^ 
Bl^c  houfe  i*th*  Rock,  yet  ufe  thee  not  (o  hardly. 
Is  prouder  Livers  do. 

Gm4.  HaiL  Heav*i}| 


7*K 


1^ 


2(f88  Cymbeline. 

^rv.  Hail,  Heav'nf 

Bel.  Now  for  our  Mountain  fport^  up  to  yond  Hill, 
Your  Legs  are  young :  TJl  tread  thefe  Flats.  Confider^ 
When  you  above  perceive  roe  like  a  Crow, 
That  ic  is  Place,  which  ItfTens  and  fets  oS$ 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  Tales  1  have  told  you. 
Of  Courts  of  Princes,  of  the  Tricks  in  War, 
This  Service*  is  not  Service,  fo  being  done. 
But  being  fo  allowed.     To  apprehend  thus. 
Draws  us  a  Profit  from  all  things  we  fee: 
And  often  to  our  Comfort,  ftiall  we  find 
The  (harded  Beetle,  in  a  fafer  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  Eagle.   Oh  this  Life, 
Is  nobler  than  attending  for  a  Check ; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  Bauble; 
Prouder,  than  ruftling  in  unpaid- for  Silk: 
Such  gain  the  Cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine^ 
Yet  keeps  his  Book  uncrofs'd;  no  Life  to  ours. 

Gnid^  Out  of  your  Proof  you  fpeak :  we  poor  unfled 
Have  neyer  wing*d  from  view  o*  th'  Neft ;  nor  know  not 
What  Air's  from  Home.    Hap'ly  this  Life  is  beft. 
If  quiet  Life  is  beft,  fweeter  to  you 
That  have  a  (harper  known:  Well  correfponding 
With  your  ftiff  Age;  but  unto  us,  it  is 
A  Cell  cf  Ignorance;    travelling  a  Bed, 
A  Prifon,  or  a  Debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  ftride  a  limit. 

^rv.  What  (hould  we  fpeak  of 
When  we  are  old  as  you?  when  we  ftiall  hear 
The  Rain  and  Wind  beat  dark  December  ^.  How 
In  this  our  pinching  Cave,  ftiall  we  difcourfe 
The  freezing  Hours  away?    We  have  feen  nothing. 
We  are  beaftly;  fubtleas  the  Fox  for  Prey, 
Like  warlike  as  the  Wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  Valour  is  to  chafe  what  flies,  our  Cage 
We  make  a  Quire,  as  doth  the  prifon'd  Bird, 
And  fing  our  Bondage  freely. 

Bel.  How  you  fpeak? 
Did  you  but  know  the  City's  Ufuries, 
And  felt  them  knowingly;   the  art  o*  th'  Court| 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep,   whofe  top  to  climb 
^$  certain  falling,  or  fo  Aipp  V>  ^^^^  ^ 
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Thei  Fear's  as  bad  as  Falling.    The  Toil  o'  th*  War, 

A  Pain«  that  only  feems  to  feek  out  Danger 

Tcb'  name  of  Fame,  and  Honour;  which  dies  i'th'  fearcb. 

And  hath  as  oft  a  (landVous  Epitaph, 

As  R^ecord  of  fair  ad;  nay,  many  times 

Doth  ill  deferve,  by  doing  well :  what's  worfe 

Muft  curffieat  the  Cenfure.     Oh  Boys,  this  Story 

The  World  may  read  in  me :    My  Body's  mark'd 

With  Roman  Swords;  and  my  report  was  once 

Rrft  with  the  beft  of  Note.     Cymbelinc  lov'd  me. 

And  when  a  Soldier  was  the  Theme,  my  Name 

Was  not  far  off:  Then  was  I  as  a  Tree 

Whofe  Boughs  did  bend  with  Fruit.  But  in  one  Night^ 

A  Storm,  or  Robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 

Shook  down  my  mellow  Hangings,  nay  my  Leaves, 

And  left  me  bare  to  Weather. 

GuhL  Uncertain  Favour! 

BtL  My  Fault  being  nothing,  as  I  have  told  you  oft. 
Bat  that  two  Villains,  whofe  falfe  Oaths  prevailed 
Before  my  perfed  Honour,  fwore  to  Cymbelincj 
I  was  Confederate  with  the  Romansi  So 
Folk>w*d  my  Banifliment,  and  this  Twenty  years. 
This  Rock,  and  thefe  Demefnes,  have  been  my  World, 
Where  I  have  liVd  at  honeft  freedom,  pay'd 
More  pious  Debts  to  Heav'n,  than  in  all 
I  The  fore-end  of  my  time.    But,  up  to  th'  Mountains,    - . 
This  is  not  Hunters  Language ;   he  that  ftrikes 
the  Vcnifon  firft,  (hall  be  the  Lord  o*th'  Feaft, 
To  him  the  other  two  (hall  minifler, 
Aodwe  will  fear  no  Poifon,  which  attends 
In  place  ^f  greater  State : 

ril  meet  you  in  the  Valleys.  \ExeHm. 

Mow  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  fparks  of  Nature? 
Thefe  Boys  know  little  they  are  Sons  to  th'  King, 
^oxCjmbeUne  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine,  and  though  train'd  up  thus  meanly 
Tth' Cave,  where,  on  the  Bow,  their  Thoughts  do  hit 
The  Roofs  of  Palaces,  and.  Nature  prompts  them 
In  fimple  and  low  things,  to  Prince  ir,  much 
fcyond  the  trick  of  others*    This  PeljAoYy 
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The  Heir  of  CjmkeUne  and  Britain,  whom 
The  King  his  Father  call'd  Gmderius^  Jove! 
When  on  my  Three- foot  Stool  I  fit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  Feats  I  have  donei   his  Spirits  fly  out 
Into  my  Story:  Say,  thus  mine  Enemy  fell. 
And  thus  I  fet  my  Foot  on's  Neck,  even  then 
The  Princely  Blood  flaws  in  his  Cheeks    he  fweats. 
Strains  his  young  Nerves,  and  puts  himfelf  in  pofture 
That  aftsmy  Words*  The  younger  Brother  Cm/u/^//^ 
Once  Arviragus^   in  as  like  a  Figure 
Strikes  Life  into  my  Speech,  and  (hews  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.  Hark,  the  Gameis  roux'd— - 
OhCymbcllm!  Heav'n  and  my  Con fcience knows 
Thou  didft  unjufliy  banifli  me:  whereon 
At  three,  and  two  Years  uld,    I  ftole  thefe  Babes, 
Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  Succeflion,  as 
Thou  reft'ft  me  of  my  Lands.    Euriphile, 
Thou  waft  their  Nurle,they  took  thee  for  theirMocher, 
And  every  day  do  Honour  to  her  Grave; 
My  felf  BeUriuSj  that  am  Morgan  calfd. 
They  take  for  natural  Father*  The  Game  is  up,         [£ 

Enter  Pifanio  and  Imogen* 
In$o.  Thou  told'ft  me  when  we  came  from  Horfc,  the  I 
Was  near  at  hand :   Ne'er  long'd  my  Mother  fo 
To  fee  me  firft»  as  I  have  no^^^-^Pifanio !  Mao! 
Where  is  Pojlhummf  What  is  in  thy  Mind 
That  makes  thee  ftare  thus?  Wherefore  breaks  that  Sig 
From  th'in  ward  of  thee?  One,  One,  but  painted  thus 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  Self-explication.     Put  thy  felf 
Into  a  'haviour  of  lefs  Fear,  e'er  Wildaefs 
Vanquifli  my  ftaiedcr  Senfes.    What's  the  Matter  ? 
Why  tender'ft  thou  that  Paper  to  me,  with 
A  Look  untender  ?  Ift  be  Summer  News, 
Smile  to*t  before ,  if  Winterly,  thou  need*fi 
But  keep  that  Count*nanceftilI.  My  Husband's  Hand  { 
That  Drug-damn'd  Italj^  hath  out*craftied  him^ 
And  he's  at  fome  hard  point.  Speak,  Man, thy  Tongue 
May  take  off  fome  Extremity*  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  Mortal  to  me. 
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Ayr  Plcafe  you  read, 
And  you  (hill  find  me,  wretched  Man^  a  thing 
The  moft  difdaJD'd  of  Fortune. 

Imogen  reads. 

THT  Mifirtfs^  Pifanio,  hath  flayd  the '  Strmmfct  im  tmj 
Bed:  The  Tefiimonies  whereof  Ije  bleeding  in  me.  i 
Jfeal^notoHt  of  iveakjSurmifeSy  bmfrom  Proof  at  firongas  my 
Grief 9  and  as  certain  as  I  expeSl  my  Revenge.  That  fare,  thm 
Pifanio,  mufi  aR  for  me^  if  thy  Faith  be  not  tainud  with  the 
breach  of  hers  \  let  thine  own  Hands  take  Away  her  Life  :  I  Jhail 
give  thee  opportunity  at  Milford-Haven.  She  hath  mj  Letter 
fer  the  Purpoje ;  where,  if  t hosts  fear  ^jfirike^  and  to  makf  stee 
certain  it  is  done^  thorn  art  the  Pander  to  her  Diponostr^  and 
etptallj  to  me  DifloyaU 

tif.  What  (hall  I  need  to  draw  my  Sword,  the  Paper 
Hath  cut  her  Throat  already.     No,  'tis  Slander, 
Whqfe  Edge  is  (harper  than  the  Sword,  whofe  Tongue 
Out-venoms  all  the  Worms  of  NiU^  whofe  Breath 
Kides  on  the  pofting  Winds,  and  doth  belye 
All  Corners  of  the  World.    Kings,  Queens,  and  State;, 
Maidsi  Matrons,   nay  the  Secrets  of  the  Grave 
This  viperous  Slander  enters.     What  chear,  Madam^ 

iMe.  Falfe  to  his  Bed!  What  is  it  to  be  falfe? 
To  lye  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him? 
To  weep  twixt  Clock  and  Clock?  If  fleep  charge  Nature^ 
To  breJc  it  with  a  fearful  Dream  of  him. 
And  cry  my  felf  awake  ?  that's  falfe  to's  Bed ;  is  it  I 

Pif  Alas,  good  Lady! 

Imc.  I  falft  I  thy  Confcience  witnefs,  laehimo^ 
Thou  didft  accufe  him  of  Incontinency, 
Thou  then  look'dft  like  a  Villain :  Now,  niethinks,^ 
Thy  Favour's  good  enot^h.    Some  Jay  of  Itah^ 
Whofe  Wother  was  her  Painting*  hath  betray 'd  him : . 
IW  I  im  ftalet  i  Garment  out  of  Fa(hion, 
And  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  th*  Walls, ' 
Imuft  be  ript;   To  Pieces  with  me:  Oh  I 
Mens  Vows  are  Womens  Traitors.    All  good  feeming 
^y  thy  Revolt,  oh  Husband,  (hall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  Villany :  not  born  where't  grows^ 
tut  worn  a  Bait  for  Lidice, 
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Pi/T  Good  Midam,  hear  me' 


ImoJTrne  honeft  Men  being  heardj  like  falfe  tineas j 
Were  in  bis  time  thought  falfe :  and  Sjnons  weeping 
Didfcandal  many  a  holy  Tear;  took  pity 
From  moft  true  Wretchednefs.  So  thou  Pofihumus^ 
Wilt  lay  the  leven  to  all  proper  Men ; 
Goodly,  and  Gallant,  (hall  be  Falfe  and  Perjur'd, 
From  thy  great  fail :  Come,  Fellow,  be  thou  honeft. 
Do  thou  thy  Matter's  bidding.  When  thou  feefthim, 
A  little  witnefs  my  Obedience.     Look, 
I  draw  the  Sword  my  felf>  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  Manfill  of  my  Love,  my  Heart, 
Fear  not,  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  Grief; 
Thy  Mafter  is  not  there,  who  wds  indeed 
The  Riches  of  it.    Do  his  bidding,  ftrike, 
Th^u  may*ft  be  valiant  in  a  better  Caufe: 
But  now  thou  feem'ft  a  Coward.  ^i 

Pif.  Hence,  vile  Inftrument, 
Thou  (hall  not  damn  my  Hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  muft  die. 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  Hand,  thou  art 
No  Servant  of  thy  Mafter's:    Againft  Self-Haughter* 
There  is  a  Prohibition  fo  divine 
That  cravens  my  weak  Hand:  Come,  here's  my  Heart*^ 
Something's  aforeV— Sofr,  foft,  we'll  no  defence 

[pptning  htr  Bn 
Obedient  as  the  Scabbard.     What  is  here. 
The  Scriptui-es  of  the  Loyal  LeonamSy 
All  turn'd  to  Herefie?  Away,  away, 

[Pulling  his  Letter  out  of  her  Bcfi 
Cofrupters  of  my  Faith,  you  (hall  no  more 
Be  Stomachers  to  my  Heart:  Thus  may  poor  Fools 
Belie  ye  falfe  Teachers:  Though  thofe  that  are  betray 'd 
Do  feel  th^T3[^fon  (harply,   yet  the  Traitor 
Stands  in  ^rfe  cafe  of  Woe.    And  thou  Pofihumtis^ 
That  didfl^  fet  up  my  Difobedience  'gainft  the  King 
My  Father,  and  mad'ft  me  put  into  contempt  the  Suits 
Of  Princely  Fellows;    (halt  hereafter  find 
It  \^  no  aft  of  common  paflage,  but 
A  ftrain  of  Rarenefs:  And  I  grieve  my  felf. 
To  think,  when  thou  (halt  be  difedg'd  by  her. 
That  now  thoutireft  o">  How  thy  Memory  V9 
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Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me.   Prethee  difpatch. 
The  Lamb  entreats  the  Butcher*  Where's  the  Knife  ? . 
Thou  ai:t  too  flow  to  do  thy  Matter's  bidding. 
When  t  defire  it  too. 

?(/r  O  gracious  Lady  f 
Since  I  receiv'd  Command  to  do  this  Bufinefsi 
I  have  not  flept  one  wink. 
InM,  Do't>  and  to  bed  then^ 
Pif.  Ill  break  mine  Eye-balls  firft* 
Imo.  Wherefore  then 
Didft  undertake  it  ?  Why  haft  thou  abus'd  . 

So  many  Miles,  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  f 
Mine  adion  ?  and  thine  own  ?  Our  Horfes  Labour  I 
The  time  inviting  thee  f  the  peiturb'd  Court 
For  my  being  abfent ;  whereurxto  I  never 
Purpote  ireturn  ?  •  why  haft  thou  gone  fo  far 
To  be  unbent  ?  when  thou  haft  ta'en  thy  ftand,    • 
Th'  ele&ed  Deer  before  thee  i 
Pif  But  to  win  time 
0  bfe  fo  bad  employment,  in  the  which 
[I  have  confider'd  of  a  Courfe  ;  good  Lady^ 
Rear  me  with  Patience. 

/m.  Talk  thy  Tongue  weary,  fpeak ; 
I  have  heard  I  am  a  Strumpet^  and  mine  ear 
Thereifl  foUe  ftrook,  can  take  no  greater  Wound^)  ' 
r  Nor  tent,  to  bottom  that.  ,  But  fpeak. 
I    Pifi  Then,  Madam^ 
[I thought  you  would  not  back^aim; 
f    Im9.  Moft,  like^ 
[  Bdoging  me  here  to  kill  me* 

Pif  Not  fo  neither  ; 
Bot  if  I  wjsre  t$  wife*  as  honef^  then 
My  purpofe  would  prove  well ;  it  cannot  he>^ 
Bat  that  my  Matter  is  abus'd,  fome  Villainy 
Ajt  and  fingular  in  his  Art,  hath  done  you  both 
^This  curfed  Injury. 
Im$.  Some  Roman  Curtezan  ? . 
Pif.  No^  on  my  Life  j 
Hll  give  him  Notice  you  are  dead*  and  fend  hifls 
pome  bbody  Sign  of  it.    For  'tis  Commanded 
I  ihould  do  fo  i  you  ihill  be  mifs'd  at  Court* 
fVoz.  VL  K  Ktv\ 
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And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo^  Why,  good  Fellow  ; 
What  (hall  i  do  the  while  ?  Where  bide  ?  How  livei 
Or  in  my  Life,  what  Comforr,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  Husband  i 

Pif.  If  youll  back  to  th*  Court. 

Jmo.  No  Court,  no  Father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harih,  noble,  fimple  nothing. 
That  Qoun ;  whole  Love-fuit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  Siege. 

Pif.  If  not  at  Court, 
Then  not  in  Briuin  mufi  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then/ 
Hath  Britain  all  the  Sun  that  fhines  ?  Day  f  Night? 
Are  they  not  but  inBritain  \  Fth'  World's  Volume 
Our  Britain  feems  as  of  it,  but  not  in*t ; 
In  a  great  Pool  a  Swan's  Neft,  prethee  think 
There's  Livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pif.  I  am  mofl  glad 
You  think  of  other  PJace  :  Th'  Ambaflador 
Lucim  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milfrrd"  Haven 
To  morrow.    Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  Fortune  is,  and  but  Difguife 
That  which  t'appear  it  felf»  muft  not  yet  be^ 
But  by  felf-danger,  you  fhould  tread  a  Courfe 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view ;  yea,  happily,  near 
The  Kt{\Ati\ct  of  PofihumHSy  fonigh>  atleafly 
That  though  his  Adion  were  not  vifible,  yet 
Report  fhould  render  him  hourly  to  your  Ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Im9.  Oh  for  fuch  means. 
Though  Peril  to  my  Modefty»  not  Death  on*r, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pif.  Well  then,  there's  the  Point ; 
You  mufl  forget  to  be  a  Woman,  change 
Command  into  Obedience.  Fear  and  Niceiii^fs, 
The  Handmaids ^of  all  Women^  or  more  truly 
Woman  ii's  prttty  felf,  into  a  waggiih  Couracfy 
Ready  in  Gyb^s,  quick-anfwer'd,  fawcy,  ana 
As  quarrellous  as  the  Weazel :  Kay,  you  ttttft 
Forgtt  that  rareft  Treafure  of  your  Cneek, 
Ezpofing  it  (but  oh  the  harder  Hearty 
Alack  no  remedy^  to  the  greedy  Touck 
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bf  coinmon*ki(Iing  Tttan  ;  and  forget 

Your  labourfome  and  dainty  intHSf  whereid 

,Tou  made  great  Juno  angry. 

,  Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 

I  fee  into  thy  end,  and  aiti  almoft 

A  Man  already. 

Pif.  Firft,  make  your  felf  but  like  one, 
Fore-thinking  thist  I  have  already  fit, 
(Tis  in  my  Cloak^bag)  Doublet,  Hat,  Hofe,  all 
That  anfwer  to  them.  Would  you  in  their  feivingi 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  Youth  of  fuch  a  Seafon,  'fore  Noble  LHcim 
Prefent  your  felf,  defire  his  Service  \  cell  him 
Wherein  you're  happy,  which  will  make  him  know^ 
If  that  his  Head  have  ear  in  Mufick,  doubtlefs 
With  Joy  he  will  embrace  vou;  for  he's  honourable^ 
Aod  doubling  that,  moft  noly.  Your  means  abroad ; 
You  have  me  rich,  and  I  will  never  fail 
Sinning,  nor  fupplyment. 

Im4.  Thou  art  all  the  Comfort 
41ie  Gods  will  diet  me  with.   Prethee  awa^. 
There's  more  to  be  confider'd ;   but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us.  This  attempt 
I  am  Soldier  too*  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  Prince's  Courage.    Away,  I  prethee. 

Ayr  Well,  Madam,  we  muft  take  a  fhort  farewe!,^ 
left  being  mifs*d,  I  be  fufpeded  of 
Your  Carriage  from  the  Court.  My  noble  Miftrefs; 
Here  is  i  Box,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen, 
What's  in^t  is  precious :  If  you  are  fick  at  Sea, 
Or  Stomach  qu^n^'^l  ^t  Land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  Diftemper.  To  fome  fliade. 
And  fit  you  to  your  Manhood ;  itiay  the  Gods 
Dircft  you  to  the  beft. 

Imo.  Amen  :  I  thank  thee.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  III.     the^Paiace. 

^mtir  Cymbeline,  jQueen^  Cloten,  Lucius,  ondLards. 
Cjm.  Thus  fa%  and  fo  fareweK 
IM.  Thanks,  Koyd  Sir ; 
Ux  Emperor  bgth  wrote,  I  muft  (rom  lience^  . 

Hi  Kt^ 
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And  am  right  forry,  that  I  muft  report  ye 
My  Matter's  Enemy. 

Cjm.  Our  Subjcds,  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  his  Yoak  ;  and  for  our  felf 
To  (hew  lefs  Soveraignty  than  they,  muft  needs 
Appear  un-King  like. 

L$ic.  So,  Sir:  I  defire  of  you 
A  Conduft  over  Land,  to  Milford-Haven. 
Madam,  all  Joy  befal  your  Grace,  and  you. 

Cjm.  My  Lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  OflBce ; 
The  due  of  Honour  in  no  point  bmit : 
So  farewel,  noble  Lucins. 

Lhc.  Your  Hand,  my  Lord. 

Clot.  Receive  it  friendly;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  Enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  Event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  Winner.  Fare  you  well. 

Cjm.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  Lordsj 
Till  he  have  croft  Severn.   Happinefs.      [Exit  Lucius,  i 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning  ;  but  it  honours  us, 
That  we  have  given  him  Caufe. 

Clot.  'Tis  all  the  better. 
Your  valiant  Britaim  have  their  wiflies  in  it. 

Cjm.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  Emperor, 
How  it  goes  here.  It  fits  us  therefore  ripely. 
Our  Chariots,  and  our  Horfemen  be  in  readinefs; 
The  Powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Willfoon  be  drawn  to  Head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  War  for  Britain. 

Queen.  'Tis  not  fleepy  Bufincfs, 
But  muft"  be  look'd  to  fpeedily,  and  ftrongly, 

Cjm.  Out  expeSation  that  it  ftiould  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.  But,  my  gentle  Queen, 
Where  is  our  Daughter  ?  She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman^  nor  to  us  hath  tender*d 
The  Duty  of  the  Day.   She  looks  as  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  Malice,  than  of  Duty, 
We  have  noted  it.   Call  her  before  us,  for 
We  have  been  too  light  in  fufferance. 

Queen.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  the  Exile  of  Pofthumusy  moft  retir'd 
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er  Life  been  ;  the  Cure  whereof  my  Lord,^  •  ' 
le  muft  do.   Befcech  your  Majefty, 

fliarp  Speeches  to  her.    She's  a  Lady  «. 

er  of  Rebukes,  that  Words  arc  Strokes,  * 

okes  Death  to  her. 

Enter  a  Meffinger^ 

Where  is  flie,  Sir  ?  How 

Contempt  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Pleafe  you.  Sir, 

ambers  are  all  lock'd,  and  there's  no  anfwer 
ill  be  given  to  th'  loudeft  Noife  we  make. 
n.  My  Lord,  when  laft  I  went  to  vifit  her, 
;*d  me  to  excufe  her  keeping  clofe, 
)  conftrain'd  by  her  infirmity, 
uld  that  Duty  leave  unpaid  to  you 
daily  (he  was  bound  to  proffer ;  this 
h'd  me  to  make  known ;  but  our  great  Court 
e  to  blame  in  Memory. 
Her  Doors  lock'd  ? 

1  of  late?  Grant  Heavens,  that  which  I  fear, 
life.  [Exit. 

u  Son,  I  fay ;  follow  the  King. 
That  Man  of  hers,  Pifanioj  her  old  Servant, 
lot  feen  thefe  two  Days.  [Exit. 

!•  Go,  look  after  — r*- 
thou  that  ftand'ft  fo  for  Pofihumus  \  — — 

a  Drug  of  mine;  I  pray,  his  abfence 
by  fwallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
ing  moft  precious.   But  for  her, 
5  (he  gone  ?  Haply  Defpair  hath  feiz'd  her ; 
'd  with  Fervour  of  her  Love,  (he's  flown 
icfncd  Pofthnmus ;  gone  (he  is, 
),  or  to  di(honour,  and  my  end 
e  good  ufe  of  either.    She  being  down^ 
he  placing  of  the  Briti/h  Prown. 

Enter  Cloten. 
jv,  my  Son  / 
ris  certain  (he  is  fled.  | 
id  cheer  the  King,  he  rages,  none 
ne  about  him, 
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Queein.  All  the  better  ;  may 
This  Night  fore-fiall  him  of  the  coming  Day.    [Exit 

Clot.  I  love  and  hate  her;  for  ihes  fair  and  Royal, 
And  that  ihe  hath  all  courtly  Parts  more  exquifite 
Than  Lady,  Ladies,  Woman,  from  every  one 
The  beft  ine  hath,  and  ihe  of  all  Compounded 
Out-fells  them  all;  I  love  her  therefore  ;  but 
Difdaiiiing  me,  and  throwing  flavours  on 
To  low  PofihumHs^  flanders  lo  her  Judgment,    , 
That  what's  elfe  rare,  is  choak'd;  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay  indeed. 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.   For,  when  Fools         ^ 

Enter  Pifanip. 
Who  is  here  ?  What,  are  you  packing.  Sirrah  ? 
Come  hither ;  Ah  you  precious  Pander,  Villain, 
Where  is  thy  Lady  .?  In  a  word,  or  elfe 
Thou  art  ftraightway  with  the  Fiends. 

Pif.  Oh,  good  my  Lord. 

Q$t.  Where  is  thy  Lady  ?  Or,  by  jHpiter^ 
I  will  not  ask  again.   Clofe  Villain, 
ril  have  this  fccret  from  thy  Heart,  or  rip 
Thy  Heart  to  find  it.    Is  £hc  with  Pofihumns  ? 
From  whofe  fo  many  weights  of  bafeneis,  cannot 
A  dram  of  Worth  be  drawn, 

Pif.  Alas,  my  Lord, 
Mow  can  fhe  be  with  him  J  When  was  (he  mifs'd  f 
JHTe  is  in  Rome. 

Clot.  Where  is  (he,  Sir  ?  Come  nearer ; 
No  farther  halting  ;  fatisfie  me  home, 
ytrhat  is  becom^  of  her. 

Pif.  Oh,  my  airworthy  Lord  }  — — 

Clot.  All-worthy  Villain  / 
Difcover  where  thy  Miftrefs  is,  at  once, 
At  the  next  word  ;  no  oiore  of  worthy  Lord, 
Speak,  or  thy  Silence  on  the  inftanr,  is 
Thy  Condemnation,  and  thy  Death, 

Pif.  Then,  Sir, 
This  Paper  is  the  hiftory  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight. 

Cht.  Let's  fee*c ;  I  will  purfue  her 
]Even  to -^ii^nS/fc^/ Throne, 
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Or  this,  or  periih«  £^ir. 

ar  enough*  and  what  he  learns  by  th»^ 
>rove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 
.  Mumh. 

I'Jl  write  to  my  Lord  flie  is  dead*   Oh,  Imcgtn^ 
}}  *ft  thou  wander,  fafe  return  agen. 
>  Sirrah,  is  this  Letter  true  i 

Sir*  as  I  think. 

.  It  is  Pofthumus*s  Hand,  I  know't.  Sirrah^  if  thou 
'ft  not  be  a  Villain,  but  to  do  me  true  Service;  undergo 
imployments  wherein  I  ihould  have  Caufe  to  ufe  thee 
I  ferious  induftry,  chat  is,  what  Vilhiny  foe'er  I  bid 
lo  to  perform  it,  direStly  and  truly,  I  would  think 
1  honeft  Man ;  thou  (houldft  neither  want  my  Meant 
Y  Relief,  nor  my  Voice  for  thy  Preferment. 

Well,  my  good  Lord. 
.  Wilt  thou  ferve  me  f  For  fince  patiently  and  con- 

thou  haft  ftuck  to  the  bare  Fortune  of  that  B^gar 
muSf  thou  can'ft  not  in  the  Courfe  of  @ratitude,  but 
iligent  follower  of  mine.  Wilt  thou  ferve  mc  f 

Sir,  I  will. 
.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  here's  my  Purft.  Haft  any  of 
te  Matter's  Garments  in  thy  Pofleffion  ? 

I  have,  my  Lord,  at  the  Lodging,^  the  fame  Suit  he 
when  he  took  leave  of  my  Lady  and  Miftrefs. 
.  The  firft  Service  thou  doft  me,  fetch  that  Suit  hi- 
let  it  be  thy  firft  Service,  go. 

I  ftiall,  my  Lord.  [^^''f 

•  Meet  thee  at  Milford^Havtn  \  I  forgot  to  ask  him 
ing,  ril  remember't  anon  ;  even  there»  thou  Villain, 
musj  will  I  kill  thee.    I  would  thefe  Garments  were 

She  faid  upon  a  time,  the  bitternefs  of  it,  I  now 
from  my  Heart,  that  (he  held  the  very  Garment  of 
mns^  in  more  refped,  than  my  Noble  and  Natural 

;  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  Qualities, 
that  Suit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravifti  her ;  firft  kill 
nd  in  her  Eyes— .-there  ftiall  (he  fee  my  Valour,  which 
ten  be  a  torment  to  her  Contempt.  He  on  the  ground, 
eech  of  infultment  ended  on  his  dead  Body,  and  when 
ft  hath  dined,  which  as  I  fay,  to  vex  her,  I  will  eiL^ 
in  the  Oozths  that  (he  fo  praU*d  >   to.  tVvt  Cowx. 

V 
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ril  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  deif 
me  rejoycingly,  and  Til  be  merry  in  my  Revenge* 

Enter  Pifanio,  with  sfuit  of  Cloaths. 
Be  t^ofe  the  Garments  i 

Pif.  Ay,  my  Noble  Lord* 
-  Clot.  How  long  is*t  fince  (he  went  to  Milford-Havfn  \ 

Pif.  She  can  fcarce  be  there  yet. 

Clot.  Bring  this  Apparel  to  my  Chamber,  that  is  i 
fecond  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee.  The  third 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  Mute  to  my  Defign,  Be  I 
duteous,  and  true  Preferment  (hall  tender  it  felf  to  tli 
JMy  Revenge  is  now  at  Milfordy  would  I  had  Wiogi^ 
follow  it.    Come  and  be  true.  \t^ 

Pif.  Thou  bidd'ft  me  to  my  lofs ;  for  true  to  thee. 
Were  to  prove  falfe,  which  I  will  never  be 
.To  hiqi  that  is  moft  true.     To  Afilford  go. 
And  find  not  her,  whom  thou  purfueft.  Flow,  flow, 
You  Heav'nly  Bleflings  on  her  :  This  Fool's  Ipeed 
Be-croft  with  flownefs ;  Labour  be  his  meed.  [E^ 

S  G  E  N  E   IV.    The  Forefl  and  Caw, 

Enter  Imogen  in  Boy*s  CloMths. 

§  ■ 

Imo.  I  fee  a  Man's  Life  is  a  tedious  one^ 
I  have*  tired  my  felf;  and  for  two  Nights  together 
Have  made  the  Ground  my  Bed.   I  fliould  be  fick, 
Put  that  my  Refolution  helps  me  ;  Milfordy 
When  from  the  Mountain  top  Pifanio  Ihew'd  thee. 
Thou  waft  within  a  Ken.   Obi  J^^ve^  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched,  fuch  I  mean. 
Where  they  fliould  be  relieved.  Two  Beggars  told  mc^ 
I  could  not  mifs  my  way^    Will  poor  Folks  Ije' 
That  have  Afflictions  pn  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  PuHiflimenr,  or  Trial  ?  Yes  ;  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  fcarce  tell  true.    To  lapfe  in  Fulnefs 
Is  forer,  than  to  lie  for  Need  ;  and  Falfliood 
Is  worfe  in  Kings,  than  Beggars.   My  dear  Lord, 
Thou  art  one  o'th*  falfe  ones  j  now  I  think  on  thect 
^y  hunger's  gone  ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
Atpoin(:  to  (link for  Food.  But  what  is  this?  {SeeingtheO^ 
|I^re  is'  a  Path  to't  rrr^  "^  ^^^^  favage  hold  \ 
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[  were  befl:  abt  call;  I  dare  not  call;   yet  Famine 
E'er  it  dean  o'er-throw  Nature,  makes  it  valianu 
Plenty  and  Peace  breeds  Cowards*  Hardnefs  ever 
Qf  Hardinefs  is  Mother^.    Ho!  who's  here? 
If  any  thing  that's  civil,  fpeak^  if  favage. 
Take,  or  lend**-»Hoi  no  anfwer?  then  111  enter* 
Beft  draw  my  Sword;  and  if  mine  Enemy 
But  fear  the  Sword  like  me,  he'll  fcarcicly  look  on't. 
!^ch  a  Foe,  good  Heav!ns«       \She  goes  iM  the  Cave. 
Enter  Bellarius*  Guiderius*  and  Arvirag^s. 

BeL  YouF0lsdorehzvc  prov'd  beft  Woodman,  an4 
Are  Mafter  of  the  Feaft ;   Gadwall  and  I 
Will  play  the  Cook,  and  Servant,  'tis  our  match : 
The  fweat  of  Induftry  would  dry,  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come,  our  Stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  favoury ;  Wearinefs 
Canfnore  upon  the  Flint,  when  refty  Sloth 
Fiods  the  Down-pillow  hard.    Now  peace  be  here, 
'>oor  Houfe,  that  keep'ft  thy  fclf. 

Gnid.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

Arv.  I  am  weak  with  Toil,  yet  ftrpng  in  Appetite* 

Gnid.  There  is  cold  Meat  i'th'Cave,  we'll  brouze  on  that 
Whilft  what  we  have  kill'd  be  Cook'd. 

BeL  Stay,  come  not  in*  {J^ooking  in. 

But  that  it  eats  our  VidualSf  I  fhould  think 
Here  were  a  Fairy. 

Gnid.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

BeL  By  jHf{teT  an  Angel  I  or  if  nor, 
\  An  Earthly  Paragon.  Behold  Divinenefs 
No  elder  than  a  Boy« 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  Mafter,  harm  me  not; 
Before  I  cnter'd  here,  I  call'd,  and  thought 
To  have  begged,  or  bought^  what  I  have  took:  good  Troth 
I  have  ftoln  nought*  nor  would  nor,  though  I  had  found 
Qold  ftrew'd  i'th'  Floor.    Here's  Mony  for  my  Meat, 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  Board  fo  foon 
As  I  had  made  my  Meal :  and  parted 
,  With  Prayers  for  the  Provider. 
I    Gnid.  Mony,  Ycuih? 

.Aw 
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Arv»  All  GcAd  and  Silver  rather  turn  to  Dirt^^ 
As  'cis  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  thofe 
Who  worfliip  dirty  Gods* 
Imo.  I  fee  you're  angry ; 
Knowy  if  you  kill  me  for  my  Faulty  I  (hould 
Have  dy'd,    had  I  not  made  it. 
Bel.  Whither  bound  2 
Ima.  To  Milferd^Haven. 
BcL  What's  your  Name  ? 
Imo.  FideUy  Sir ;  I  have  a  Kinfman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Itafy :  He  embark'd  at  Milfard^ 
To  whom  being  going,  almoft  fpent  with  Hunger^ 
I  am  fain  in  this  offence* 

BeL  Prithee,  fair  Youth, 
Think  us  no  Churls;  nor  meafure  our  good  Minds 
By  this  rude  Place  we  live  in.    Well-encounter'd* 
•Tis  almoft  Night,  you  (hall  have  better  Cheer 
E'er  you  depart,  and  thanks  to  ftay  and  eat  it : 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Gm^L  Were  you  a  Woman,  Youth, 
I  (hould  woe  hard,  but  be  your  Groom  in  honefty; 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  do  buy.  '  ^ 

Arv*  Ml  make't  my  Comfort 
He  is  a  Man,  Til  love  him  as  my  Brother; 
And  fuch  a  welcome  as  Pd  give  to  him. 
After  long  abfence*  fuch  is  yours.    Moft  welcome : 
Be  fprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongft  Friends. 
,    Imo.  'Mongft  Friends,  t-4^ 

If  Brothers:  would  it  had  been  fo^  that  they 
Had  been  my  Father's  Sons,  then  had  my  Prize 
Been  lefs»  and  fo  more  equal  ballafting 
To  thee,  Pofthumus. 

BeL  He  wrings  at  fome  Diftrefsr 
Guid.  Would  I  could  free'r. 
Arv.  Or  I,  what  e'er  it  be, 
.What  Pain  it  coft»  what  Danger;  Gods! 

Bel.  Hark,  Boys.  [Whiff e 

Jmo.  Great  Men 
That  had  a  Court  no  bigger  than  this  Cave, 
That  did  attend  themfelves,  and  had  the  Virtue 
^  Which  their  own  Cpnfcience  feal*d  them;  laying  by 
"'That Nothing- gift  of  differing  Multitudes 


.] 
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lould  not  out-piece  thefe  twain.    Pardon  me  Gods^ 
'd  change  my  Sex  to  be  Companion  with  them, 
iiDce  LtmM$$i%  falfe. 

^cU  It  (hall  be  fo : 
Boys,  we*ll  go  drefs  our  Hunt.  Fair,  you  come  in  j 
"  courfe  is  heavy,  fading;  when  we  have  fupp'd 

ell  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  Story. 
as  thou  wilt  fpeak  it. 

GmU.  Pray  draw  near. 

Jrv.  The  Night  to  th'  Owl, 
Morn  to  th'  Lark  lefs  welcome. 

:/m.  Thanks,  Sir. 

4^.  I  pray  draw  near.  [Ex€$ml 

SCENE     V.     Rome. 

Entir  two  Roman  Senator s^  and  Tribunes. 
I  Sen.  This  is  the  Tenor  of  the  Emperor's  Writ^ 

fioce  the  common  Men  are  now  in  Adion 
the  Pannonians^  and  Dalmatians^ 

chat  the  Legions  now  in  Gallia^  are 

weak  to  undertake  our  Wars  againft 

filln^yflp  BritsUnSy  that  we  do  incite 
\  Gentry  to  this  Bufinefs«    He  creates 
ins  Pro-Conful ;  and  to  you  the  Tribunes 

this  immediate  Levy>  he  commands 

(abfolute  Commiifion*    Long  live  Cafar^ 

Tri.  Is  lascisss  General  of  the  Forces  S 

1  Sen.  Ay. 

Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia  |    ^ 

I  Sen.  With  thofe  Legions 

^  ich  I  have  fpoke  of^  whereunto  your  Levy 

I  be  fuppliant ;  the  words  of  yoiir  Commiffion 
[Will  tie  you  to  the  Numbers  and  the  Time 
\P{  their  difpatch. 
Jri.  We  will  difcharge  our  Duty^  [Esf^m. 
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ACT     IV.     SCENE     I. 

SCENE    7he   Foreji.     .^ 

Enter  Cloten  alone. 

Ctf/.T  Am  near  to  th*  Place  where  they  (hould  me 
X  Pifaniohsive  map'd  it  truly.  Mow  fit  his  Gar 
ferve  me !  Why  (hould  bis  Miftrefsy  who  was  made  by 
that  made  the  Tailor,  not  be  fit  too?  The  rather,  1 
reverenceof  the  Word,  for 'tis  faid,  a  Woman's  fitncfs< 
by  fits :  Therein  J  muft  play  the  Workman,  I  dare 
it  to  my  felf,  for  it  is  not  Vain-glory  for  a  Man  ar 
Glafs,  to  confer  in  his  own  Chamber ;  I  mean,  the  Lii 
my  Body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  lefs  young, 
firong,  not  beneath  him  in  Fortunes,  beyond  him  in  th 
vantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in  Birth,  alike  convi 
in  general  Services,  and  more  remarkable  in  fingle  Op| 
ons;  yet  this  imperfeverant  Thing  loves  him  in  my  deij 
What  Mortality  is  1  Pofihumusj  thy  Head,  which  nbw  is  ^ 
ing  upon  thy  Shoulders,  (hall  within  this  Hour  be  off 
Miftrefs  enforced,  thy  iGarments  cut  to  pieces  befon 
Face  ;  and  all  this  done,  fpurn  her  home  to  her  Father, 
may,  happily»  be  a  little  angry  for  my  fo  rough  ufage; 
my  Mother  having  power  of  his  Teftinefs»  (hall  turn  \ 
to  my  Commendations.  My  Horfe  is  ty'd  up  fafe, 
Sword,  and  to  a  fore  purpofe;  Fortune  put  thena  into 
Hand ;  this  is  the  very  defcription  of  their  meeting  i 
and  the  Fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [. 

Enter  BeUarius^  Guiderius,   Arviragus,  and  Imogen 

■  the  Cave. 

Bel.  You  are  not  well:  Remain  here  In  the  Cave^ 
We'll  come  to  you  after  Hunting. 

w<4rv.  Brother,  flay  here; 
Are  we  not  Brothers  \ 

Into.  So  Man  and  Man  (hould  be. 
But  Clay  and  Clay  differs  in  Dignity, 
Whofe  puft  is  both  alike.    I  am  stxy  fick; 
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Ctiid.  Go  you  to  Hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him. 

Imo.  So  fick  I  am  not,  yet  I  am  not  well. 
But  not  fo  Citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  feem  to  die,  e'er  fick^  So  pleafe  you,  leave  roe. 
Stick  to  your  Journal  courfe ;  the  breach  of  Cuftom, 
Is  breach  of  all.  I  am  ill,  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me.  Society  is  no  Comfort 
To  one  not  fociable :   I  anv  not  very  (ick, 
Soce  I  can  reafon  of  it.  Pray  you  trufl  me  here, 
m  rob  none  but  my  felf,  and  let  me  die 
fSteaiing  fo  poorly. 

^&iKi^,  I  love  thee  .*  I  have  fpoke  ir. 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
Jb  I  do  love  my  Father. 

Bel.  What?  how?  how? 

Arv.  If  it  be  Hn  to  fay  (o^  Sir,  I  yoak  me 
Id  my  Brother's  Fault:  I  know  not  why 

feve  this  Youth,  and  I  have  heard  you  fay» 
e's  reafon's  without  reafon.  The  Bier  at  Door, 
a  demand  who  is*t  fhalldie,  I'd  fay 

y  Father,  nop  this  Youth. 

BiL  Oh  noble  Strain ! 
D  worthinefs  of  Nature,  breed  of  Greatnefs! 
"Cowards,  Father  Cowards,  and  bafe things.  Sire  bafe: 
^  Nature  hath  Meal  and  Bran ;  Contempt  and  Grace. 
tm  not  their  Father,  yet  who  this  ihould  be. 
Doth  miracle  it  felf;  lov'4  before  me  I 
!Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'th'  Morn. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewel. 

Imo.  I  wifh  ye  fport. 

Arv.  You  health  So  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Imo.  Thefe  are  kind  Creatures.  Godsj  what  lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  Courtiers  fay,  all's  favage,  but  at  Court  •* 
Etperience,  oh  how  thou  difprov'ft  Report. ..  . 
Th'  imperious  Seas  breed  Monflers;  for  the  Difii» 
Poor  Tributary  Rivers,  as  fweet  Fiih ; 
lam  fick  ftill,  heart-fick— — ?//4»;tf, 
m  now  tiift  of  thy  Drug.  [Drinks  9Ht  of  the  F$oL 

Quid.   I  could  not  ftir  him ; 
He  faid  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 

\  •  Diflio^ 


« 
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i)i(honeAly  a£9ided,  but  yet  honeft* 

j^v.  Thusdidheanfwer  me;  yet  faid,  hereafcer 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  th'  Field,   to  th*  Field: 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time,  go  in,  and  reft. 

A^v.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  Pray  ^^t  not  fick, 
For  you  muft  be  our  Houfwife* 

Imo.  Well  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you.  [Exiii 

BeL  And  (halt  be  ever. 
This  Youth,  ho w  e'er  diftrefs'd,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  Anceftors. 

Arv.  How  Angel-like  he  fings? 

Guid.  But  his  neat  Cookery  ? 

Arv.  He  cut  our  Roots  in  Chara&ers,^ 
And  fauc'd  our  Broths,  as  jHn9  bad  been  fickf 
And  he  her  Dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yoaks 
A  fmiling  with  a  figk :  as  if  the  figh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  fuch  a  fmile: 
The  fmile  mocking  the  figh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  fo  divine  a  Temple,  to  commix 
,With  Winds  that  Sailors  rail  at. 

Quid.  I  do  note. 
That  Grief  and  Patience  rooted  in  them  both^ 
Mingle  their  fpurs  together, 

Arv.  Grow  Patience* 
And  let  the  (linking  Elder,  Grief,  untwine 
His  perifliing  Root,  with  the  encreafing  VineJ 

BeL  It  is  great  Morning.  Come  away :  who*s  there  { 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clot.  I  cannot  find  thofe  Runagates,  that  Villain 
Hath  mock'd  me.    I  am  faint. 

BeL  Thofe  Runagates  I 
Means  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him,  'tis 
CUten^  the  Son  o*  th' Queen ;  I  fear  fome  Ambufh-*^-^ 
I  faw  him  not  thcfe  many  Years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he:  we  are  held  as  Out-laws;  hence; 
Guid.  He  is  but  one ;  you,  and  my  Brother  fearch 
^  What  Companies  are  near :  pray  you  away, 
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.ft  me  alone  with  him.      [Exttrnt  Bellarius  4n^  Arviragu^ 
CUu  Soft)  wtiat  are  you 

[hat  fly  me  thus  f  Some  Villain-Mountainers— — — 
\  have  heard  of  fuch.    What  Slave  art  thou  \ 

Gnid.  A  thing 
Uore  flavilh  did  I  ne'er,  than  anfweriog 
k  Slave  without  a  knock. 

CUu  Thou  art  a  Robber, 
A  Law-Breaker*  a  Villain ;  yield  thee,  Thief. 

Guid.  To  whom  2   to  thee?  what  art  thou/  Have  not  I 
Ai^Arm  as  big  as  thine  f  a  Heart  as  big? 
Thy  Words  I  grant  are  bigger:   for  I  wear  not 
jMy  Dagger  in  my  Mouth*    Say  what  thou  art, 
Vf hy  I  ihould  yield  to  thee  ? 

dot.  Thou  Villain  bafe, 
Koow'ft  me  not  by  my  Cloaths? 

Quid.  No,  nor  thy  Tailor,  Rafcal, 
¥rho  is  thy  Grandfather,  he  made  thofe  Cloaths^ 
.Which,  as  it  feems»  make  thee. 

Ckt.  Thou  precious  Varlet ! 
My  Tailor  made  them  Aot. 

Guid.  Hence  then,  and  thank 
The  Man  that  gave  them  thee.  Thou  art  fome  Fool^ 
I  am  loth  to  beat  thee. 

Ckt.  Thou  injurious  Thief, 
Hear  but  my  Name,  and  tremble. 

Gmid.  What's  thy  Name? 

dot.  Cloiin^  thou  Villain. 

Gmid.  Cloteu^  thou  double  Villain  be  thy  Name^ 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  were  it  Toad>  or  Adder,  Spider, 
^Twould  move  fooncr. 

CUu  To  thy  further  fear. 
May,  to  thy  meer  Confufion,  thou  (halt  know 
I  am  Son  to  th*  Queen. 

Quid.  I  am  forry  for*t;  not  feenaing 
So  worthy  as  thy  Birth. 

Cku  Art  not  afraid  t 

Gmid.  Thofe  that  I  reverence,  thofe  I  fear,  the  Wift : 
At  Fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

CUt.  Die  the  Death : 
When  J  biV0  (km  thee  with  my  proper  lA\vA% 
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ril  follow  thofetbat  cv'n  now  fled  hence; 
And  on  the  Gates  of  Lud'^  Town  fet  your  Heads: 
yield  Kuftick  Mountaineer.  [P^gkt  Mid  Ex 

Enter  Bellarius  and  Arviragus. 
BeL  No  Company's  abroad. 
Arv.  None  in  the  World;  you  did  miftakehim  fure 
Bel.  I  cannot  tell ;   long  is  it  fince  I  faw  him^ 
But  Time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  thofe  Lines  of  Favour 
Which  then  h^  wore ;  the  fnatchcs  in  his  Voice, 
And  burfk  of  fpeaking  were  as  his :  I  am  abfolute 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them; 
I  wifh  my  Brother  make  good  time  with  himr» 
.You  fay  he  is  fo  fell. 

Bel.  Being  fcarce  made  up, 
I  mean  to  Man ;  be  had  not  apprehenfion 
Of  roaring  Terrors:   For  defeft  of  Judgment 
Is  oft  the  caufe  of  Fear*     But  fee  thy  Brother. 

£»/^rGuiderius. 
Guid.  ThisCloten  was  a  Fool,   an  empty  Purfe, 
There  was  no  Mony  in*t ;  Not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  Brains,  for  he  had  none:    : 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  Fool  had  born 
My  Head,  as  I  do  his. 
Bel.  What  haft  thou  done? 
Guid.  I  am  pcrfed  what ;  cut  off  one  C/0/rVsHead^ 
Son  to  the  Queen,  after  his  own  report, 
Who  caird  me  Traitor,  Mountaineer,  and  fwore 
With  his  own  Hand  he'd  take  us  in, 
Difplace  our  Heads,  where,  thanks  to  th'  Gods,  they  groif 
And  fet  them  on  Lud's  Town. 
Bel.  We  are  all  undone. 

Guid.  Why,  worthy  Father,  what  have  we  to  lofe. 
But  that  he  fwore  to  take,  our  Lives  i  the  Law 
Protefts  not  us,  then  why  (hould  We  be  tender. 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  Flefli  threat  us? 
Play  Judge,  and  Executioner,  all  himfelf  <* 
For  we  do  fear  no  Law.    What  Company 
Difcover  you  abroad  / 
Bel.  No  fiogle  Soul 
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Can  we  fet  Eye  on ;  but  in  all  fafe  reafbn 

Hemufthave  fome  Attendants.  Though  his  Honour 

Was  nothing  but  mutation^  ay  and  that 

From  one  bad  thing  to  worfe ;  Not  Frenzy, 

Not  abfolute  Madnefs  could  fo  far  have  rav'd 

To  bring  him  here  alone,  although  peihaps 

Itmay  be  heard  at  Court,   that  fuch  as  we 

Cave  herei  haunt  here,  are  Out*laws,   and  in  time 

May  make  fome  ftronger  head,  the  which  he  hearing. 

As  it  is  like  him,  might  break  our,  and  fwear 

He'd  fetch  us  inj  yet  is't  not  probable 

To  come  alone,  either  fo  undertaking, 

Or  they  fo  fufFering;  then  on  good  ground  wefear> 

If  we  do  fear  this  Body  hath  a  Tail 

More  perilous  than  the  Head. 

Arv.  Let  Ordinance 
Corner  as  the  Godsforcfay  it,  howfoe'er 
Uy  Brother  hath  done  weJK 

SWL  I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day :   The  Boy  fX^W/s  ficknefs 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Qf$id.  With  his  own  Sword, 
iVhich  he  did  wave  againft  my  Throat,  I  haveta*cn 
lis  Head  from  him :   111  throw't  into  the  Creek 
iehind  our  Rock,  and  let  it  to  the  Sea, 
iod  tell  the  Fifhes,  he's  the  Queen's  Sor,  Cloun^  . 

That's  all  I  reak.  [^*'^* 

ttU  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd : 

fould,  PoUdorty  thou  had  ft  notdone't:   though  Valour 
leoomes  thee  well  enought 
Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 
)the  Revenge  alone  purfu'd  me:  PolUore^ 
love  thee  Brotherly,  but  envy  much 
liou  haft  robb'd  me  of  this  deed;  I  would  Revenges 
hat  polfible  Strength  might  meet,  would  feek  us  through, 
jid  put  us  to  our  anfwer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done : 

^Te'U  hunt  no  more  to  day,  nor  feek  for  danger 
HThere  there's  no  profit.  I  prithee  to  our  Rock, 
fern  and  FideU  play  the  Cooks:  V\\  ftay 
Till  haftv  /VsA^  return^  and  bring  hiQi 
Vol.  VL  L  "^^ 
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To  Dinner  prcfently. 

Jirv.  Poor  fick  FUtlel 
I'll  willingly  to  him;  to  gain  his  colour> 
I'd  let  a  Parifti  of  fuch  C/a/tf«j blood. 
And  praife  my  felf  for  Charity. 

Bci.  O  thou  Goddefs, 
Thou  divine  Nature!  thy  felf  thou  blazon'ft 
In  thefe  two  Princely  Boys:  they  are  as  gentle 
As  Zephyrs  blowing  below  the  Violet, 
Not  wagging  his  fwcet  Head  ;  and  yet,  as  rough. 
Their  Royal  Blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  rud'ft  Wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  tVe  Mountain  Pine, 
And  make  him  ftoop  to  th'  Vail.     "Tis  wonder 
That  an  invifible  inftind  fliould  frame  them 
To  Royalty  unlearned,  Honour  untaught, 
Civility  not  feen  from  other;    Valour, 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,   but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  fow'd :  yet  ftill  it's  ftrange 
What  Clotcfi%  being  here  to  us  portends. 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Enter  Guiderius. 

Gmd.  Where's  my  Brother? 
I  have  fent  Cloten's  Clot-pole  down  the  fiream. 
In  Embaflie  to  his  Mother;  his  Body's  hoftape 
For  his  Return.  [SoUmn  Ji 

BeL  My  ingenious  Inftrumcnt, 
Hark  Polidore^  it  founds:  But  what  occaGon 
Hath  Cadwall  now  to  give  it  motion?  Hark. 

Guid.  Is  he  at  Home  ? 

BeL  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Guid^  What  does  he  mean  ? 
Since  death  of  my  dear'ft  Mother 
It  did  not  fpcak  before.     All  folemn  things 
Should  anfwer  folemn  Accidents.     The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  Toys, 
Is  Jollity  for  Apes,  and  Grief  for  Boys. 
Is  Cadwall  mad  ? 

Enter  Arviragus,   with  Imogen  deady    bearing  ket 

jirms. 

BeL  Look,  here  he  ccmc5. 
And  brings  the  dire  occaHon  in  lus  Arms^ 


Cymbeline.  2811 

of  what  we  blatne  him  for. 

Arv.  The  Bird  is  dead 
That  we  have  made  fo  much  on.     I  had  rather 
Have  skipt  from  fixteen  Years  of  Age,  to  fixry: 
To  have  turned  my  leaping  time  into  a  Crutch, 
Than  have  feen  this. 

Guid.  Oh  fweeceft,  faircft  Lilly! 
My  Brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  fo  welL 
As  when  thou  grew'ft  thy  felft 
'    BiU  Oh  MelanchoUy, 
Who  ever  yet  could  found  thy  bottom  ?  Find 
[The  Ooze,  to  (hew  what  Coail  thy  duggifli  care 
Hlight  eafilieft  harbour  in  ?   Thou  blefled  thing, 
p  Wknows  what  Man  thou  might'f^  have  made  i but  1$ 
^Thottdy'dft,  a  more  rare  Boy^  of  MelanchoUy. 
^How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  Stark,  as  you  fee : 
Thus  fmiling  as  fome  Fly  had  tickled  Slumber, 

ot  as  Death's  Dart  being  laugh'd  at:  his  right  Cheek 
Xepofing  on  a  Cuthion. 
Guid.  Where? 
Arv.  0*th*  Floor: 
ifft  Arms  thus  leagu'd,  I  thought  he  flept^  and  put 
clouted  Brogues  from  o£F  my  Feet,  whofe  rudenefs 
er'd  my  Steps  too  loud. 
GiHd.  Why,  he  but  fleeps ; 
%i  be  be  gone  he*ll  make  his  Grave  a  Bed ; 
With  Female  Fairies  will  his  Tomb  be  haunted, 
And  Worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 
Arv.  With  faireft  Flow'rs 
kiift  Summer  lafis,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele^ 
111  fveeteo  thy  fad  Grave:  thou  (halt  not  lack 
Hie  FlowV  that's  like  thy  Face,  pale  Primrofe ;  nor 
The  flzur'd  Hare-Belly  like  thy  Veins;  no  nor 
Die  Leaf  of  EgUutine^  whom  not  to  flander, 
Out«fweetn'd  not  thy  Breath :   the  Raddock  would 
With  charitable  Bill  ('Oh  Bill  fore  (haming 
^fe  rich-left  Heirs,  that  let  their  Fathers  lye 

ithout  a  Monument)    bring  thee  all  this, 
^ea,  and  furred  Morsbe(ides.  When  FIowVs  are  none 
10  Wioter-ground  4j)y  coarfc  ■■ 
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Gtiid.  Prithee  have  done. 
And  do  not  play  in  Wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  fo  ferious.  Let  us  bury  him* 
And  not  protraft  with  admiration,  what 
Is  now  due  Debt.     To  th'  Grave, 

Arv.  Say,  where  {hall's  lay  him  ? 

Chid.  By  good  EuriphiUi  our  Mother. 

Arv.  Be't  fo: 
And  let  us,  PoUdorcy  though  now  our  Voices 
Have  got  the  mannifh  crack,  fing  him  to  th' Ground' 
As  once  to  our  Mother:   ufe  like  note,  and  words,? 
Save  that  Euriphile  muft  be  Fidele. 

Guid,  Cadwally 
I  cannot  (ing:  PU  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee,i 
For  Notes  of  Sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worfe 
Than  Priefts,  and  Vanes  than  lie. 

Arv*   We'll  fpeak  it  then. 

BeL  Great  Griefs  I  fee  Mcd'cine  the  lefs.  For  Cl$ten 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  Queen's  Son,  Boys, 
And  though  he  came  our  Enemy,  remember 
He  was  paid  for  that :  The  Mean,  and  Mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  Duft,  yet  Reverence, 
That  Angel  of  the  World,  doth  make  diftinAion 
Of  place  'twixt  high  and  low.  Our  Foe  was  Princelvt 
And  though  you  took  his  Life,  as  being  our  Foe 
Yet  bury  him,  as  a  Prince. 

Guid.  Pray  thee  fetch  him  hither^ 
Thr/ites  Body  is  as  good  as  jiJMx, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 
Well  fay  our  Song  the  whilft:  Brother  begin. 

GmU.  Nay  Cadwall^vit  muft  lay  his  Head  to  ch*£aft,. 
My  Father  hath  a  reafon  for't; 

Arv.  'Tistrue. 

Cuid.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 

Ary.  So,  begin, 

SONG. 

Guid.  Fe^  no  nwi  the  Hmt  ^tW  Sftn^^ 
Nor  thefmrioHs  fFinters  ragts^ 
Thou  thy  worldly  tasl^hafi  done, 
r  Homo  4rtgonot  and  tsko  thy  Wkgos. 
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Golden  Lads  and  Girls  all  muft, 
Js  Chimney-Swiefers  come  to  Dnfim 

Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  Frown  o*  th^  Great^ 
Thou  art  pafi  the  Tyrant* sjlrok^^ 
Care  no  more  tit  Qoath  and  Eat^ 
To  thee  the  Reed  is  as  the  Oakj 
The  Scepter^  Learning,  Phjjick^  mufi^ 
AllfoUffw  this,  and. come  to  Dnfi. 
"Quid.  Fear  no  more  the  Lightning  fiajh. 
Anr.  Nor  4^  all-dreaded  Thunder-Jione. 
@uid.  Fear  no  Slander^  Cenfnre^  Taflo* 
Arv.  Those  haft  finijh'd  Joy  and  Moan. 
fioth.  All  Lovers  youngs  all  Lovers  mufi^ 
Confign  to  theej  and  come  to  Dufi. 
I   Guid«  No  Exorcijer  harm  thee. 

kvi.  Nor  no  ffitchcraft  charm  thee. 
[  Suid.  Ghofi  unlaid  forbear  thee. 
Arv»  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee. 
Both.  Quiet  confummation  have^ 
|t  And  renowned  be  thy  Grave, 

'  Enur  Bellarius  with  the  Body  of  Cloten. 

Gnid.  We  have  done  our  Obfequies: 
Ooae  lay  him  down. 

^  jfA  Here's  a  few  Flow'rs,  but  ahontMidnijihr  more; 
Hk  Herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  Dew  o'th*  Night 
Are  firewings  fitt'ft  for  Graves:  upon  their  Faces — 
l^OQ  were  as  Flow'rs,  now  wither  a;  even  fo 
Ikfe  Herbelets  (hall,  which  we  upon  you  drew, 
iikne  on,  Away,  apart  upon  our  Knees 
1e  Ground  that  gave  them  firft,  has  them  againr: 
leJr  Pleafures  here  are  pad,  fo  are  their  Pain.         [Exeunt. 

{Imogen  awakes. 
Yes,  Sir,  to  Milfird'Haven,  whichis  the  way  ?■ 
hank  you-— by  yond  Bufh?. — pray'howfar  thither/-— • 

ds pittikins—- can  it  be  fix  Mile  yet? 

lave  gone  all  Night-— *faith,  I'll  lye  down  and  fleep. 
tfoft!  no  Bed^IIow!— Oh  Gods>  ard  GoddefTesI 

[Seeing  the  Body 
efe  Flow'rs  are  like  the  Pleafures  of  the  World ; 
is  bloody  Man  the  care  on't.     I  hope  I  dream ; 
fo  I  thought  I  was  a  Cave-keeper, 
I  Cook  to  noncft  Creatures.    But  Vis  not  fo: 
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'Twas  but  a  bole  of  nothing,  (hot  at  nothing,^ 

Which  the  Brain  makes  of  Fumes.     Our  very  Eyes, 

Are  fometimes  hke  our  Judgments,  blind*     Good  Fait 

I  tremble  ftill  with  fear;  but  if  there  be 

Yet  left  in  Heav'n,  as  fmall  a  drop  of  pity 

As  a  Wren's  Eye :  fear'd  Gods,  a  part  ot  it. 

The  Dream's  here  ftill ;   even  when  I  wake,  it  is 

Without  me,  as  within  me;  not  imagined,  felr. 

A  headlefs  Man!— The  Garments  of  Pofikumns? 

I  know  the  (hape  oPs  Leg,  this  is  his  Hand, 

His  Foot  Mercurial*  his  Martial  Thigh, 

The  Brawns  of  Hercuks  :  but  his  Jovial  Face— — 

Murther  in  Heav'n  ! How! — I'tisgone— -P(/2Miifl 

All  curfes  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boor,  be  darted  on  thee  /  thou 
Confpir'd  with  that  irregulous  Devil,  Cloten^ 
Have  here  cut  oflF  my  Lord.  To  writer  and  read, 
Be  henceforth  treacherous.     Damn'd  Pifanio 
Hath  with  his  forg'd  Letters-— damn*d  Pifanio  I '^^ 
From  this  moft  braveft  Vt  ffel  of  the  World 
Struck  the  main  top!  Oh  P^fikHmus,  alas. 
Where  is  thy  Head  ?  where'sthat?  Ay  me,  ay,  w here's  t 
Pifanio  mx^hi  have  kilFd  thee  at  the  Heart, 
And  left  his  Head  on.     How  (hould  this  be,  Pifanio!-^ 
*Tis  he  and  Cloten.     Malice  and  Lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.     Oh  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant ! 
The  Drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  (aid  was  precious 
And  Cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd-rous  to  th'Senfes?  that  confirms  it  home: 
This  is  Pifamo*s  deed,  and  Goten  :  Oh ! 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  Cheek  with  thy  Blood, 
That  we  the  horrider  may  feem  to  th6fe 
Which  chace  to  find  us.  Oh,  my  Lord !  my  Lord  I 
Enter  Lucius,  Captains^  and  a  SQOthfkjcr. 

Cap.  To  them,  the  Legions  garrifon'd  in  Gallia 
After  your  will,  have  crofs'd  the  Sea,  attending 
You  here  at  Milfgrd^Haven,  with  your  Ships  i 
Th.  y  are  in  readinefs. 

Lhc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

Cap.  The  Senate  hath  ftirr'd  up  the  ConfinerS| 
And  Gentlemen  of  ftaly^  moft  willing  Spirit^ 
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.  That  promife  Noble  Service :  and  they  come 

Under  the  Condufl  of  bold  lachimoy 

Sjmiufs  Brother. 
Lnc.  When  expeA  you  them  \ 
Cap^  With  the  next  benefit  o'th'  Wind. 
Lhc.  This  forwardnefs 

Make  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  prefent  num&ers^ 

Be  muftered^  bid  the  Captains  look  to'c.     Now,  Sir, 

What  have  you  dream'd  of  late  of  this  War*spurpofe? 
Sooth.  Laft  Night  the  very  gods  fliew'd  me  a  Vifion 

(Ifeaft,  and  pray'd  for  their  Intelligence)  thus : 

Haw  J^v/s  Bird,  the  ^(7wi4«  Eagle  wing'd 

From  the  Spungy  South,  to  this  part  of  the  Weft, 
[There  vanifli'd  in  the  Sun-beams,  which  portends, 
[Unleis  my  Sins  abufe  my  Divination^ 
i  Succefs  to  th*  Roman  Hoft. 
[.    Luc.  Dream  often  fo. 

And  never  falfe.    Soft  ho,  what  Trunk  is  here? 

Without  his  top2  the  ruin  fpeaks,  that  fometime 

It  was  a  worthy  building.     How  I  a  Page! 


Or  dead,  or  deeping  on  him  I  but  dead  rather : 
Cor  Nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defund,  or  fleep  upon  the  dead, 
I  Let's  fee  the  Boy's  Face. 

Cup,  He's  alive,  my  Lord. 

Lmc.  He'll  then  inftrud  us  of  his  6ody«    Young  one. 
Inform  usof  the  Fortunes,  for  it  feems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  who  is  this 
Thou  mak'ft  thy  bloody  Pillow?  Or  who  was  he 
That,  otherwife  than  noble  Nature  did. 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  Piifture  ?  What's  thy  Intereft 
Id  this  fad  wrack  ?  How  came't  ?  Who  is't  ? 
What  art  thou? 

Im0»  I  am  nothing;  or  if  not. 
Nothing  to  be,  were  better :  This  was  my  Matter, 
A  very  valiant  Br$idi$o,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  MoAMainers  lyes  (lain :  Alas ! 
There  are  no  more  fuch  Mafiers :  I  may  wander 
From  Eaft  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  Service, 
Try  many,  all  good,  ferve  truly,  never 
^iad  fuch  another  Mafler. 

L  4  Lf^' 


{ 
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LiU*  Tack)  good  Youth  I 
Thou  mov'ft  no  lefs  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  Mafter  in  bleeding :  Stiy  his  name,  good  Friend. 

Im9.  Richard duCamp  :  If  I  do  lye,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  Gods  hear*  I  hope         \^4t^ 
They'U  paldon  it.    Say  you»  Sir  ? 

Luc.  Thy  name  ? 

Imo*  FideUj  Sir. 

Luf,  Thou  doft  approve  ihy  felf  the  very  fame; 
Thy  Name  well  fits  toy  Faith,  thy  Faith,  thy  Name. 
Wilt  take  thy  change  with  me  ?  I  will  not  fay 
Thou  (halt  be  (o  well  mafter*d,  but  be  fure 
No  lefs  belov'd.     The  Remdn  Emperor's  Letters 
Sent  by  a  Conful  to  me,  ihould  no  fooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee:  Go  with  me, 

Im$.  rilfollow»  Sir*  Butfirfl;  ah'tpleafe the  Gods, 
ril  hide  my  Mafter  from  the  Flies  as  deep 
As  thefe  poor  Pickaxes  can  dig:  and  when 
With  wild  Wood-leaves  and  Weeds  I  ha'  firew'd  hi&Gn 
And  on  it  faid  a  Century  of  Pray'rs, 
Such  as  I  can,  twice,  o'er,  ril  weep,  and  figh. 
And  leaving  fo  his  fervice,.  follow  you, 
So  pleafe  you  entertain  me. 

Lttc   Ay,  good  Youth, 
And  rather  Father  thee,  than  Mafter  thee.  My  Friends, 
The  Boy  hath  taught  us  manly  Duties :  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettieft  Dazied-plot  we  can. 
And  make  him  with  our  Pikes  and  Partizans 
A  Grave;  come,  Arm  him:  Boy,  he  is  preferred 
By  thee,  to  us,  and  he  fhall  be  interred 
As  Soldiers  can.     Be  chearful,  wipe  thine  £yes» 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arife.  [Exi. 

S  C  E  N  E  IL     Jhe  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  L9rdsy  tu$d  PifaniOf 
Oim,  Again;  and  bring  me  word  how  tib  with  her; 
A  Fever  with  the  abfence  of  her  Son  j 
AMadnefs,  of  which  her  Life's  in  danger;  Heav'nsI 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me.    Impgcfh 
The  grcit  part  of  my  Coqafort,  ^pne  I  My  Quei^n 


Cymbcline.  1 8 1 7 

Upon  a  defperate  Bed*  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  Wars  point  at  mc !  Her  Son  gone. 
So  needful  for  this  prefent  {  It  ilrikes  me,  paft 
The  hope  of  Comfort.     But  for  thee,  Fellow, 
Vho  needs  muft  know  of  her  Departure,  and 
Doft  feem  fo  ignorant,  we'll  inforce  it  frooc  thee 
Bj  a  (harp  torture. 

Pif.  Sir,  my  Life  is  yours> 
I  humbly  fet  it  at  your  Will :  But  for  my  Miflrefs, 
loothing  know  where  (he  remains ;  why  gone, 
j  Nor  when  (he  purpofcs  return.    Befecch  your  Highnefs, 
Hoki  me  your  Loyal  Servant. 

L§rd.  Good  my  Liege, 
The  Day  that  (he  was  miffing,  he  was  here  ; 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  (hall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  Subjedion  loyally.    For  Cloten^ 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  leeking  him. 
And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cm.  The  time  is  trouble(bme  ; 
wtUflip  you  for  a  Sealor,  but  with  Jtaloufie 
Vs  yet  depend. 
Lird.  So  pleafe  your  Majeffy, 

The  R$m4m  Legions  all  from  GdlUa  drawn. 

Are  landed  on  your  Coaft,  with  large  fupply 

^Rmfkim  Gentleman,  by  the  Senate  fenr. 
(^  Now  for  the  Counfel  of  my  Son  and  Queen. 

'  UD  amaz'd  with  matter. 
Ltrd.  Good  my  Lic^e* 

Tour  Preparation  can  affront  no  Ufs 

Than  what  you  hear  of. 

Come  more^  for  more  you're  ready  ; 

The  want  is,  but  to  put  thtfe  Powers  in  Motion, 

Milt  long  to  move* 
Qfw.  I  thank  you ;  let's  withdraw 

W  meet  the  time,  as  it  feeks  us.  We  fear  not 

what  can  from  Italy  annoy  us,  but 

we  grieve  at  Chances  here.    Away.  lExiMMU 

^if.  I  heard  no  Letter  from  my  Mafter,  fincc 

l^^rote  him  Im^^en  was  fliin.  Tis  firange ; 

j[Qt  heir  I  fraoi  my  Miftrefs,  who  did  promife 
r,  |0  yield  mt  often  tidings.    Neither  know  I 

■ 
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What  is  betide  to  Qoten^  but  remain 
Perplext  in  alL   The  Heav'ns  ftill  muft  work ; 
Wherein  lamfalfe,  lam  honeft;  not  true,  to  be  true. 
Thcfe  prefent  Wars  (hall  find  I  love  my  Country, 
Even  to  the  Note  o'th'  King,  or  I'll  fall  in  them  ; 
All  other  Doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd. 
Fortune  brings  in  fome  Boats,  that  are  not  fteer*d.      [£ 

SCENE     III.     7he  Street. 

Enter  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  dnd  Arviragus. 

GhL  The  Noife  is  round  about  us. 

BeU  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv.  What  Pleafiire,  Sir,  find  we  in  Life,  to  lock  it 
From  Adion,  and  Adventure  ? 

Guid.  Nay,  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way  the  Rotnans 
Muft,  or  for  Britains  flay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  Revolts 
During  their  ufe,  and  flay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 
We'll  higher  to  the  Mountains,  there  fecure  us. 
To  the  King's  Party  there's  no  going  ;  newnefs 
Of  Clotens  Death*  we  being  not  known,  not  mufler'd 
Among  the  Bands,  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  fo  extort  from*s  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whofe  anfwer  would  be  Death 
Drawn  on  with  Torture. 

Guld.  This  is.  Sir,  a  doubt 
In  fuch  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you. 
Nor  fatisfying  us. 

jirv.  It  is  not  likely, 
That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  Horfes  neigh. 
Behold  their  quartered  Fires,  have  both  their  Eyes 
And  Ears  fo  cloy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  they  will  wafte  their  time  upon  our  Note, 
.To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

BeL  Oby  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  Army  ;  many  Years, 
Though  Qoten  then  but  young,  you  fee,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.  And  befides,  the  King 
Hath  not  defer v*d  my  Service,  nor  your  Love$ 
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IVho  find  in  my  Exilc^  the  want  of  Breeding; 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  Life,  ay  hopelcfs 
To  have  the  Courtefie  your  Cradle  promis'd. 
But  to  be  ftill  hot  Summer's  tanlings,  and 
The  ihrinking  Slaves  of  Winter. 

Guid.  Than  be  fo^ 
Better  to  ceafe  to  be  ;  pray,  Sir»  to  th'  Army; 
I,  and  my  Brother  are  not  known;  yourfelf 
So  out  of  Though t>  and  thereto  io  o'cr-grown. 
Cannot  be  quefiion'd. 

Arv.  By  this  Sun  that  (hines 
I'll  thither;  what  thing  is  it,  that  Inever 
Did  fee  Man  dk^  fcarce  ever  look'd  on  Blood, 
But  that  of  coward  Hares,  hot  Goats,  and  Venifon{ 
Never  beftrid  a  Horfe  fave  one,  that  had 
A  Rider  like  my  felf,  who  ne'er  wore  Rowel, 
Nor  Iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  a(ham*d 
To  look  upon  the  holy  Sun,  to  have 
The  Benefit  of  his  bleft  Beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown* 

Gnid.  By  Heav'ns  I'll  go, 
If  you  will  blefs  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I'll  take  the  better  care  ;  but  if  you  will  not. 
The  hszard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  Hands  of  R$mdns. 

Arv*  So  fay  I,  Amtn. 

BeL  No  reafon  I,  fince  of  your  Lives  you  fee 
So  flight  a  valuation,  fhould  referve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.  Have  with  you.  Boys. 
If  in  your  Country  Wars  you  chance  to  diei 
That  is  mv  Bed  too,  Lads,  and  there  Til  lye. 
l.eadi  leaa;  the  time  feems  long,  their  Blood  thinks  Scorn 
frill  it  flieour,  and  (hew  them  Princes  born.  [^Exeunt. 


ACTV.     SCENE   I. 

>  C  E  N  E  ji  Field  between  the  Bricifh  and  Ro- 
man Camps* 

Enter  Pofthumus  with  *  btoodj  HMidkerdnef. 
*0jf.\7'EA.  bloody  Cloth,  I'll  keep  thee;  for  I  am  wiflit 
X   Thou  fliould'ft  be  coIour*athus.  You  fiuniedoQfis> 
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If  each  of  vou  would  take  this  Courfe,  how  many 

Muft  murther  Wives  much  better  than  themfelves 

For  wrying  but  a  little  f  Oh  Pifdni$  I 

Every  good  Servant  does  not  all  Commands  ■ 

No  Bond,  but  to  do  juft  ones.  Gods !  if  you 

Should  have  ta'en  Vengeance  on  my  Faults*  I  never 

Mad  liv'd  to  put  on  this  i  (o  had  you  faved 

The  noble  Imogen  to  repent,  and  ftrook 

Me>  wretch*  more  worth  your  Vengeance.  But  alack 

You  fnatch  from  hence  lor  little  Faults ;  that's  love 

To  have  them  fall  no  more  ;  you  fome  permit 

To  fecond  ills  with  ills,  each  worfe  than  other. 

And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doers  thrift  V- 

But  Imogen  is  your  own*  do  your  beft  WillSf 

And  make  me  bleft  to  obey.   I  am  brought  hither 

Among  th'  IsaUm  Gentry,  and  to  fight 

Againu  my  Lady's  Kingaom ;  'tis  enough 

That,  Britdsn^  I  have  kiird  thy  Miftrefs :  Peacet 

1*11  give  no  wound  to  th.ee;  therefore,  good  Heavens, 

Hear  patiently  my  purpofe.   I'll  difrobe  me 

Of  thefe  Ifdlian  Weeds>  and  Aiit  my  felf 

As  do*s  a  Britain  Peazanc  ?  fo  Til  fight 

Againft  the  part  I  come  with  ;  fo  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogep^  even  for  whom  my  Life 

Is  every  Breath,  a  Deaths  and  thus  unknown* 

Pitied,  nor  hated,  to  the  Face  of  Peril 

My  felf  I'll  dedicate.   Let  me  make  Men  know 

More  Valour  in  me,  than  my  Habit's  (how ; 

Cods, ,  put  the  Strength  o'th'  Loonati  in  me ; 

To  fhame  the  guife  o*th'  World,  I  will  begin. 

The  Fafhion  lefs  without*  and  more  within.  [£ 

Enter  Lucius*  lachimo,  and  the  Roman  jirmy  at  one  Di 
and  the  Britain  j4rmj  at  another  :  Leonatus  Pofthui 
following  likf  a  poor  Soldier.  They  march  overt  and 
4fut.  Then  enter  again  in  Skirmijb  lachimo,  and^i 
humus ;  he  vanquipeth  and  difarmeth  lachimo,  and  i 
leaves  him. 

lach.  The  heavinefs  and  guilt  within  my  Bofom,   ' 
Takes  off  my  Manhood ;  I  have  bely'd  a  Lady, 
The  Princefs  of  this  Country ;  and  the  Air  on't 
^cveogingly  enfeebles  me :  Or  could  this  Carle, 
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A  very  drudge  of  Nature's^  have  fubdu'd  me 
lo  my  profemon  ?  Knighthoods,  and  Honours  born. 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  Tides  but  of  Scorn  ; 
If  that  thy  Gentry,  'Britdin^  go  before 
This  Lowt,  as  he  exceeds  our  Lords,  the  odds 
I$i  that  we  fcarce  are  Men,  and  you  are  Gods.        {Exir, 
1U  Battel  coHtiffues,  the  Britains  fijfj  Cy  mbeline  is  taken  i 
then  enter  to  his  Refcue^  Bellarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arvi- 
ragus. 

leL  Stand,  ftard,  we  have  the  Advantage  of  the  Ground, 
The  Lane  is  Guarded  :  Nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  Villany  of  our  Fears. 
GnU.  Arv.  Stand,  fland  and  fight. 
Inter  PofUiumus,  and  Seconds  the  Britains.    Thej  Refine 
[  Cymbeline,  And  Exeunt, 

1  Then  enter  Lucius,  lachimo,  and  Imogen. 

|,      Lnc.  Away>  Boy,  from  the  Troops,  and  fave  thy  fcif ; 
[    For  Friends  kill  Friends,  and  the  Difordci's  fuch 
As  War  were  hood-wink'd. 
lach.  'Tis  their  frefli  Supplies. 
Luc.  It  is  a  Day  tum*d  ftrangely ;  or  betimes 
Let's  re-inforce,  or  fly.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Pofthumus,  and  a  Britain  Lord. 
Lord.  Cam'ft  thou  from  where  they  made  the  ftand  f 
toft.  I  did. 
Though  you  it  feems  came  from  the  Fliers. 
Lord.  I  did. 

Pofi.  No  blame  to  you.  Sir,  for  all  was  loftt 
But  that  the  Heav'ns  fought ;  the  King  himfelf 
Of  his  Wings  deflicute,  the  Army  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britains  feen ;  all  flying 
Through  a  ftraight  Lane,  the  Enemy  full*hearted» 
idling  the  Tongue  with  flaught*ring,  having  work 
More  plentiful,  than  Tools  to  do't,  ftrook  down 
Some  mortally^  fome  flightlj  touch'd,  fome  falling 
Mcerly  through  Fear,  tlut  the  flraight  pafs  was  dammM 
With  dead  ^fen^  hurt  behind,  and  Cowards  living 
To  die  with  length'ned  fliame. 
Lard.  Where  was  this  Lane  ? 

Pofi.  Clofe  by  the  Battel,  ditch'd,  and  walFd  with  Tiirf, 
Which  gave  Aavantage  to  an  ancient  Soldier, 
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An  honeft  one  I  warrant,  who  deferv'd 
So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  Beard  came  to. 
In  doing  this  for's  Country.   Athwart  the  Lane, 
He^  with  two  Striplings,  Lads  more  like  to  run 
The  Country  bafe,  than  to  commit  fuch  Slaughter! 
With  Faces  fit  for  Masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  thofe  for  Prefervation  cas'd,  or  ftiame, 
IVlade  good  the  Paflfage,  cry'd  to  thofe  that  fled,) 
Our  Britain^  Hearts  die  flying,  not  our  Men, 
To  darknefs  fleet  Souls  that  fly  backward  ;  fiand. 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Likie  Beafts,  which  you  ihun  beaftly,  and  may  fave 
But  tolook  back  in  front:  Stand>  ftand.  Thefe  three. 
Three  thoufand  confldent>  in  zGt  as  many  ; 
For  three  Performers  are  the  File,  when  all 
.Thereft  do  nothing.    With  this  word  fiand,  (land. 
Accommodated  by  the  place ;  more  Charming 
With  their  own  Noblenefs,  which  could  have  turn'd 
A  Diftaff  to  a  Lance,  gilded  pale  Looks ; 
Part  ihame,partSpirit  renew'djthat  fome  turn*dCoward 
But  by  Example  (Oh  a  Sin  in  War, 
Damn'd  in  the  flrft  Beginners)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  Lions 
Upon  the  Pikes  o'th'  Hunters.    Then  began 
A  flop  i'th'  Chafer,  a  Retire ;  anon 
A  Rout,  confuflon  thick.  Forthwith  they  flie 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  ftoopt  Eagles^  Slaves 
The  flirides  the  Victors  made ;  and  now  our  Cowards 
Like  Fragments  in  hard  Voyages  became 
The  Life  o'th'  need ;  having  found  the  back  door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  Hearts,  Heav'ns,  how  they  wound. 
Some  flain  before,  fome  dying;  fome  their  Friends 
O'er-born  i'th"  foimer  wave,  ten  chac'd  by  one. 
Are  now  each  one  the  Slaughter-man  of  twenty  ; 
Thofe  that  would  die,  or  e'er  refift,  are  grown 
The  mortal  Bugs  o'th'  Field. 

Lord.  This  was  a  ftrange  chance ; 
A  narrow  Lane,  an  old  Man,  and  two  Boy$. 

Pofi.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it ,-  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.    Will  you  Rhime  upoa't. 


\ 
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knd  vent  it  for  a  Mock'ry  {  Here  is  one : 

E  fiifQ  BojSy  an  old  Man  twice  a  Boj^  a  Lane^ 

'  Prefervd  the  Bricains,  was  the  Romans  baftc. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry.  Sir* 

Pofi.  Lack,  to  what  end  / 
Nho  dares  not  ftand  his  Foe^  Til  be  his  Friend  ; 
?ox  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do» 
L  bow  he'll  quickly  fly  my  Friendftiip  too. 
f  ou  have  put  me  into  Rhyme. 

Lcrd.  Farewel,  you're  angry.  [Ex$t2 

Pofi.  Still  going?  thisisaLord;  oh  noble  Mifery 
To  be  i'th'  Field,  and  ask  what  News  of  me  ; 
Today,  how  many  would  have  given  their  Honours 
To  have  (av'd  their  CarkafTes  i  took  heel  to  do't« 
And  yet  died  to.  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd. 
Could  not  find  Death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan, 
Kor  feel  him  where  he  ft  rook.  Being  an  ugly  Monfter, 
Tis  ftrange  he  hides  him  in  frefti  Cups,  foft  Beds, 
Sweet  Words ;  or  hath  more  Minifters  than  we 
That  draw  his  Knives  i'th'  War.  Well  I  will  find  him; 
For  being  now  a  Favourer  to  the  Britain, 
Ko  more  a  Britain^  I  have  refum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in.   Fight  I  will  no  more. 
But  yield  me  to  the  verieftHind,  that  (hall 
Once  touch  my  Shoulder.   Great  the  Slaughter  is 
Here  made  by  th'  Roman  ;  great  the  anfwer  be, 
^itMns  muft  take.    For  me,  my  Ranfom's  Death, 
On  either  fide  I  come  to  fpend  my  Breath  ; 
Which  neither  here  Til  keep,  nor  bear  agen. 
But  end  it  by  fome  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

I  Cap,  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd,  Lucius  is  taken, 
*Tis  thought  the  old  Man,  and  his  Sons,  were  Angels, 

I  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  Man,  in  a  filly  Habit, 
That  gave  th'  Affront  with  chtm. 

I  Cup.  So  'tis  reported  ; 
But  none  of  'em  can  be  found.  Stand,  who's  there  { 

Pofi.  A  Roman, 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  Seconds 
Had  anfwer'd  him. 

z  Cap.  Lay  Hands  on  him  ;  a  Dog» 
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A  Leg  of  Romt  ihall  oot  return  to  tell 

What  Crows  have  peckt  them  here ;  he  brags  his  Senrice 

As  if  he  were  of  Note ;  bring  him  to  th'  King. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Bdlarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus*  PKi' 
niOy  and  Roman  Captives.  The  Captains  prefim  Poftfau- 
mus  to  Cymbeline,  who  delivers  him  over  to  a  GaoUr* 

S  C  E  N   E    ir.     A  Prifon, 

Enter  Poflhumus,  and  two  Gaolers. 

I  GaoLY  ou  fliall  not  now  be  ftoln,you  have  locks  upon  yooi 
So  graze,  as  you  find  Pafture. 

i  Gaol.  Ay,  or  a  Stomach.  [^Exeunt  Ga^lm 

Pofi.  Moft  welcome  Bondage  ;  for  thou  arc  a  way, 
I  think,  to  Liberty ;  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  (ick  o'ch'  Gout«  (ince  he  had  rather 
Groan  fo  in  perpetuity,  than  be  cur'd 
By  th'  fure  Phyfician,  Death  ;  who  is  the  Key 
T"  unbar  tbefe  Lock-.  My  Confcience,  thou  art  feccer'd 
More  than  my  Shanks,  and  Wrifts;  you  good  Gods  givemfi 
The  penitent  Inftrument  to  pick  that  Bolt, 
Then  free  for  ever.    Is't  enough  I  am  forry  ? 
So  Children  temporal  Fathers  do  appeafe ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  Mercy.    Muft  I  repent, 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  Gyves, 
Defir'd,  more  than  conftrain*d ;  to  fatisfie 
If  of  my  Freedom  *cis  the  main  part,  take 
No  firifter  render  of  me,  than  my  AIL 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  Men, 
Who  of  their  broken  Debtors  take  a  third* 
A  (ixtb,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement  i  that's  not  my  Defire. 
For  Imogen^s  dear  Life,  take  mine,  and  though 
•Tis  not  fo  dear,  yet  'tis  a  Life  ;  you  coinM  it ; 
'Tween  Man,  and  Man,  they  weigh  not  every  flamp  ; 
Though  light,  take  Pieces  for  the  Figure's  fake. 
You  rather,  mine  being  yours  ;  and  fo  great  PoverSf 
If  you  will  take  this  Audit,  take  this  Life^ 
And  cancel  thofe  old  Bonds.  Oh  Imogen  I 
m  fpeak  to  thee  in  Silence.  U^^M 

SoUn 
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fUmn  Mujkk*  Enter ^  as  in  an  jipparitioHy  Sicilius  Leonatus, 
Father  to  Pofthumus,  an  old  Man^  attired  like  a  Warrior^ 
leading  in  bis  Hand  an  ancient  Matron^  his  Wije^  and  Aio^ 
ther  to  Pofthumu  ,  with  Mnjick^  before  them.  Then  after 
other  Afftfick^  follows  the  two  young  Leonati,  Brothers  to 
Pofthumus,  with  wounds  as  they  died  in  the  Wurs^  They 
circle  Pofthumus  round  as  he  Ijes  Jleeping. 

Sici*  No  more  thou  Thunder*Mafter 
Shew  thy  fpite,  on  mortal  Flies  : 
fiih  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide,  that  thy  Adulteries 

Rates,  and  Revenges, 
lath  my  poor  Boy  done  ought  but  well, 

Whofe  Face  I  never  faw  i 
ifd  whilft  in  the  Womb  he  ftay'd. 

Attending  Nature's  Law. 
Thofe  Father  then,  (as  Men  report, 

Thou  Orphans  Father  art  j 
Tliou  fliouldft  have  been,  and  Aiielded  hioi 
From  his  Earth- vexing  Smart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid. 

But  took  me  in  my  throes. 
It  from  me  was  Pofihumus  ript. 

Came  crying  'mongft  his  Foes. 
Aingofpity. 

[,&'»'•  Great  Nature  like  his  Anceftry, 
Moulded  the  fluff  fo  fair; 
he  deferv'd  the  praife  o'th'  World, 
As  great  Sicilius  Heir. 
I  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  Mao, 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
It  could  ftand  up  his  ParaUeh 
Or  Rival  objed  be. 
Eye  of  Imogen^  that  beft 

Could  deem  his  Dignity  ? 
Moth.  With  Marriage  therefore  was  he  mockt 

To  be  ezil'd,  and  thrown 
^m  Loonati  Seat,  and  caft 

From  her  his  deareft  one : 
eet  ImogoH  ! 
Kri.  Why  did  you  fuffer  lacbimo^ 

Slight  thing  of  Italy^ 
ToL.  VI.  M  1^ 
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To  taint  his  nobler  Heart  and  Brain, 

With  ncedlefs  jealoufie* 
And  CO  become  the  geek  and  fcora 

O'th'  others  villany  ? 
z  Bro.  For  this,  from  ftiller  feats  we  came. 

Our  Parents,  and  us  twain. 
That  ftriking  in  our  Country's  caufe. 

Fell  brave! V,  and  were  flain. 
Our  Fealty,  and  Tcnantius  right. 

With  Honour  to  maintain. 

1  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Pcfthunms  hach 
To  Cjmbeline  performed ; 

Then  Jnfiter^  thou  King  of  gods. 

Why  haft  thou  thus  adjourn'di.  ^v  - 
The  Graces  for  his  Merits  due. 
Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  { . 
Sic'u  Thy  Cry ftal  Window  ope ;  look  out ; 
No  longer  exercife 
Upon  a  valiant  Race,  thy  harlh. 
And  potent  injuries. 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter^  our  Son  is  good. 

Take  off  his  miferies. 
Sici.  Peep  through  thy  Marble  Maniion,  help. 
Or  we  poor  Ghofts  will  cry 
To  th*  ihining  Synod  of  the  reft, 
Againft  thy  Deity. 

2  Breth.  Help,  Jupiter^  or  we  appeal. 
And  from  thy  juftice  flie. 

JnpMrdefiendsmThuuderdndLigbtmnfi  JkiingHpcn^nE^^ 
he  throws  a  Thundor^bok.    The  Ghofts  fitUan  their  k/uoi 
Jupit.  No  more  you  petty  Spirits  of  Region  low. 
Oiffend  our  hearing;  hufli  I  How  dare  you  Ghofts 
Accufe  the  Thunderer,  whofe  Bolt,  vou  knoWf 
Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  Coafts. 
Poor  ihadows  olElizAum^  hence,  and'relb 
Upon  your  never-withering  Banks  of  Flowers. 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppreft, 
No  care  of  jours  it  is,  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  beft  I  love^  I  crofs ;  to  make  my  gift, 
The  more  delay'<^  delighted.     Be  content, 
yaoriow-laid  Son^  our  Godhead  will  uplift: 
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His  Comforts  thrive,  his  Trials  well  are  fpent; 

Our  yav'ud  Star  reign'd  at  his  Birtbt  and  in 

Our  Temple  was  be  married :  Rife,  and  fade. 

He  (hall  be  Lord  of  Lady  Imogen^ 

And  happier  much  by  his  Amiftion  midr. 

This  Tablet  lay  upon  his  Breaft>  wherein  [Jupit.  drops  4  Tabln* 

Our  pleafure*  his  full  Fortune,  doch  confane. 

And  fo  away :  no  farther  with  your  din 

Ezprefs  Impatience,  left  you  ftirupmine; 

Mount  Eagle,  to  my  Palace  Cry  ftalline.  [^Afignds^ 

SicL  He  came  in  thunder,  his  Cceleftial  b/eath 

Was  fulphurous  to  fmell,*  the  holy  Eagle 

Scoop'd,  as  to  foot  us:  his  Afcenfion  is 

More  fweet  than  our  bleil  Fields;  his  Royal  Bird 

Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloyes  his  6eak> 

As  when  his  God  is  pleas'd, 
jU^  Thanks,  Jupiter. 
Ski.  The  Marble  Pavement  clofes,  he  is  enter'd 

His  radiant  Roof :  Away,  and  to  be  bleft 

let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  beheft.  [f^i/b. 

Pefi.  Sleep,  thou  haft  been  a  Grandfire,  and  begot 
A  Father  to  me  :  and  thou  haft  created 
A  Mother,  and  two  Brotfaen*    But,  oh  fcorn ! 

Cone they  Urcnt  from  hence  fo  foon  as  they  were  born  ^ 

And  fo  I  am  awake.    Poor  wretches  that  depend 

Oa  Greatnefs  Favour,  Dream  as  I  have  done, 

Vfake,  and  find  nothing.    But,  alas,  I  fwerve  ; 

Many  Dream  not  to  findi  neither  deferve. 

And  yet  are  fteep'd  in  Favours ;  fo  am  I 

nut  have  riiis  Golden  chance^  and  know  not  why  2 

MThat  Fairies  haunt  this  ground?  a  Book  I  Oh  rare  one  I 

3e  hot,  as  is  our  fangled  World,  a  Garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers.    Let  thy  effefts 

'0  fellow,  to  be  moft  unlike  our  Courtiers, 

b  good,  as  promife* 

Redds. 
tT  7£rni  as  the  LieffsWheb  /bail,  tobimfelfHnknnyH^  mth- 
W    etti  fieki»£  JM,  and  he  embrafd  bj  apiece  of  tender 
*r ;  jtnd  when  from  a  fiatelj  Cedar  Jbafl  be  (opt  brances^ 
^hich  teimg    dead  many  jearsy  Jball  after  reyivt^  6e  jainteA 

^  ike  old  Si^l;,  imd  frejbly  pew.  tJiw  j^A\  ^o^^uxsiv^* 

M  >  ^^ 
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€fid  his  miferieSf  Britain  te  Fortunate,  dnd  jUuriJh  in  Peace 

and  Plenty. 

•  Tis  ftill  a  Dream;  or  elfe  fuch  fluff  as  Mad-men 

Tongue,  and  Brain  not  :  'Tis  either  both,  or  nothing; 

Or  fenfelefs  fpeaking,  or  a  fpeaking  fuch 

As  Scnfc  cannot  untie.     But  what  it  is. 

The  Aftion  of  my  Life  is  like  it,  which  Til  keep 

If  but  for  Sympathy. 

Enter  Gaoler. 

Gaol.  Come,  Sir,  ire  you  ready  for  Death  ? 

Pofi.  Over-roafted  rather  :  ready  long  ago. 

Gao.  Hanging  is  the  word.  Sir,  if  you  be  ready  for  that, 
you  are  well  Cookr. 

Pofl.  So  if  I  prove  a  good  repaft  to  the  Spedators,  the 
difti  pays  the  ftiot. 

Gao.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you;  Sir  :  but  the  comfort  \h 
you  (hall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more  Ta- 
vern Bills,  which  are  often  the  fadnefs  of  parting,  as  the  pro- 
curing of  mirth;  you  came  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  depart 
reeling  with  too  much  drink;  forry  that  you  have  paid  too  . 
much,  and  forry  that  you  arc  paid  too  much:  Purfe  and 
Brain,  both  empty;  the  Brain  the  heavier,  for  being  too 
light ;  the  Purfe  too  light,  beitig  drawn  of  heavinefs.  Ob, 
of  this  contradiftion  you  (hall  now  be  quit :  Oh  the  charity 
of  a  penny  Cord,  it  fums  up  thoufandsin  a  trice;  you  have 
no  true  Debtor,  and  Creditor,  but  it ;  of  what's  paft,  is, 
and  to  come,  the  difcharge;  your  Neck,  Sir,  is  Pen,  Bookp 
and  Counters;  fo  the  Acquittance  follows. 

Pofl.  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Ga^o.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  fleeps,  feels  not  the  Tooth* Ache: 
but  a  Man  that  were  to  fleep  your  Sleep,  and  a  Hangman  to  ; 
help  him  to  Bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places  with  bis  . 
Officer  :  for  look  you.  Sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you 
Ihall  go. 

Poft.  Yes  indeed  do  I,  Fellow. 

Gac.  Your  Death  has  Eyes  in's  Head  then ;  I  have  not 
fcen  him  fo  piftur*d :  you  muft  either  be  direded  by  foini 
that  take  upon  them  to  know,  or  to  take  upon  your  felf  chit 
which  I  am  fure  you  do  not  know  :  or  lump  the  aftcpen- 
quiry  on  your  own  peril ;  and  how  you  (hall  fpecd  in  yourj 
/ournies  end,  I  think  you'll  ieiutt\  u^n^x  to  t^U  one. 
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P^.  I  tell  thee.  Fellow,  there  are  none  want  Eye.c,  to 
dired  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  fuch  as  wink,  and  will 
not  ufe  theou 

Ga$.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this  that  a  Man  fliouM 
have  the  beft  ufe  of  Eyes,  to  fee  the  way  of  blindncfs:  I  am 
fure  fuch  hanging's  the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mtf.  Knock  off  his  Manacles^  bring  your  Prifoner  to  the 
King. 

?«/?.  Thoubring'ft  good  News,  I  am  call'd  to  be  made  free. 

Gm.  Ill  be  hang'd  then. 

T9ft.  Thou  flialt  be  then  freer  than  a  Gaoler ;  no  bolts  for 
the  Dead.  \ExtHnt. 

C4§»  Unlefs  a  Man  would  marry  a  Gallows,  and  beget 
young  Gibbets,  I  never  faw  one  fo  prone.  Yet  on  my  Con- 
fnence,  there  are  verier  Knaves  defire  to  live,  for  all  he  be 
t  fynum  :  and  there  be  fome  of  them  too  that  die  againft 
their  wills ;  fo  fliould  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would  we  were 
aH  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good;  O  there  were  defola- 
tion  of  Gaolers  and  Gallowfes :  I  fpeak  againfl  my  prefent 
Krofit^  but  my  wifli  hath  a  preferment  in*t.  [_Exit. 

SCENE     III.     Cymbeline^j  Tent. 

fiirrrCymbeline*  Bellarius,  Guiderius,   Arviragus,  Pifanio, 

and  Lords. 

Cjm.  Stand  by  my  fide,  you,  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Frefcrvers  of  4ny  Throne:  Wo  is  my  Heart, 
That  the  poor  Soldier  that  fo  richly  fought. 
Whole  rags  fliam'd  gilded  Arms,  whofe  naked  bread 
Scept  before  Targets  of  proof,  cannot  be  found .: 
He  fliall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  Grace  can  make  him  fo,  ^ 

BeL  I  never  faw 
Such  Noble  Fury  in  fo  poor  a  Thing; 
$«ch  precious  deeds,  in  one  that  promised  nought 
Bot  beggary  and  poor  looks. 
'  Cjm.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 
.   Tif.  He  hath  been  fearch'd  among  the  dead,  and  living. 
But  no  trace  of  him« 
I  M  3  C^m.  I 
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Cjm.  To  my  grief,  I  am 
The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  Liver,  Heart,  and  Brain  of  Britain^ 

[To  BelL  Guid.  Md  Arvbg. 
By  whom,  t  grant,  (he  lives.    'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are.     Report  it. 

BelL  Sir, 
In  Cdmbrid  are  we  born,  and  Gentlemen  t 
Further  to  boaft,  were  neither  true,  nor  modeftt 
Unlcfs  I  add,  we  are  honeft. 

Cjm.  Bow  your  knees, 
Arife  my  Knights  o'th'  Battel,  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  Perfon,  and  will  fit  you 
With  Dignities  becoming  your  Eftates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Lm 
There's  bulinefs  in  thefe  Faces :  why  fo  fadly 
Greet  you  our  Vidory?  you  look  like  the  fymmUf 
And  not  o*th'  Court  of  Britain. 

Cor.  Hail,  great  King, 
To  four  your  happineft,  I  muft  report 
The  Queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worfe  than  a  Phyfician 
Would  this  report  become;  but  I  confider. 
My  Medicine  Life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  Death 
Will  feize  the  Dodor  too.     How  ended  (hei 

Gr.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  felf| 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  World,  concluded 
Moft  cruel  to  her  fe]f»    What  (he  confeft, 
I  will  report  fo  pleafe  you.    Thefe  her  Women 
Can  trip  me^  if  I  err;  who  with  wet  Cheeks 
Were  prefent  when  jfhe  finifh'd. 

Om.  Prithee  fay. 

dor.  Firft,  ihe  confefs*d  (he  never  Iov*d  you  $  only 
Affeftcd  Grcatnefs  got  by  you,  not  you: 
Married  your  Royalty,  was  Wife  to  your  place^ 
Abhorr'd  your  Perfon^ 

Cjm.  She  alone  knew  this  :  ^ 

And  but  (he  fpoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  Lips  in  opening  it.    Proceed. 

Gr.  Your  Daughter,  whom  (he  bore  in  iuodf  to  loTe 
Wi:h  fuch  integrity,  (he  did  confefs  : 

*iVas  a  Scorpion  to  her  iight,  whofe  lifi^  Bil* 
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But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  (he  had 
Ta'en  off  by  Poifon. 

Cjm.  O  moft  delicate  Fiend  I 
Who  is't  can  read  a  Woman  i  is  there  more  ? 

C$r.  More,  Sir,  and  worfe.     She  did  confefs  (he  had 
For  you  t  mortal  Mineral  which  being  took. 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and  lingring. 
By  inches  wafte  you.    In  which  time,  (he purposed 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kiffing,  to 
Overcome  you  with  her  (hew  :  yes,  and  in  time. 
When  (he  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
Her  Son  into  th'  adoption  of  the  Crown  : 
But  fuling  of  her  end  by  his  ftrange  abfence, 
Grew  (hametefs  defperate,  open'd,  in  defpight 
Of  Heav'n,  and  Men,  her  purpofes:  repented 
The  evils  (he  hfttch'd,  were  not  effe&ed  s  fo 
Defpairing,  died. 

Cjm.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  Woinen  ? 

Ladj.  We  did,  fo  pleafe  your  Hfghnef^• 

Cjm.  Mine  Eyes 
Were  not  in  fault,  for  (he  was  beautiful : 
Mine  Ears  thit  heard  her  flattery^  nor  my  Heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  fceming.     It  had  been  vicious 
To  have  mi(h'ufted  hsr :  yet,  (!)  mv  Daughter  I 
That  it  was  fojly  in  me^  thou  may'ft  fay« 
Jind  prove  it  in  thy  feelingf  Heav'n  mend  all.  t 

€wir  Lucius,  lachimo,  amd  ether  Roman  Frifoners^  Leon*- 

.tus  bihindy  dnd  Imogen. 
Thou  com'ftnm^  Cdim»  now  for  Tribute,  that 
The  BriiiUni  have  fac'd  out,  though  with  the  lofs 
Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whofe  Kinfmen  have  made  fuit 
That  their  good  Souls  may  be  appeas'd,  with  flaughter 
Ofvoy  their  Captives^  which  our  fetf  have  granted^ 
80  mink  of  your  Eftate# 

Lmc.  Coftfi4er»  Sir,  tiie  diance  of  War;  the  day 
Vas  yours  by  accident :  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  (hould  not  when  the  Blood  was  cool,  have  threatntd 
Our  Prifoners  with  the  Sword.     But  fince  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  catPd  ranfome,  let  it  come :  Tiifficttk 
k  RemM^  with  a  Remsift  Heart  can  fuffer  1 
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jlmgH^ms  lives  to  think  on't ;  and  (p  much 

For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 

I  will  entreat,  my  Boy,  a  Britain  born, 

Let  him  be  ranfom'd :  never  Mafter  had 

A  Page  fo  kind,  fo  duteous,  diligent. 

So  tender  over  his  Occafions,  true. 

So  feat,  fo  Nurfe-like  ;  let  his  Virtue  join 

With  my  requeft*  which  I'll  make  bold,  youif  Highnefs 

Cannot  deny  :  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harm. 

Though  he  hath  ferv'd  a  Ronh$n»    Save  him,  Sir^ 

And  fpare  no  Blood  befide. 

Cjm.  I  have  furely  feen  him ; 
His  favour  is  familiar  to  me  :  Boy, 
Thou  haft  look'd  thy  felf  into  my  grace* 
A  nd  art  mine  own.    I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore^ 
To  fay,  live  Boy  :  ne'er  thank  thy  Matter,  live; 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  Boon  thou  wilt» 
Fitting  my  bounty*  andthyftate,  Tl!  give  it: 
Yra,  though  thou  do  demand  a  Prifoner, 
The  Nobkft  ta'er;. 

Imo,  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs. 

I      Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  Life,  goo^  Lsid» 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

/mo,  No>  no,  alack. 
There's  other  work  in  hand;  I  fee  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  Death;  your  Life,  good  Mtfteiv 
Mutt  fhuffle  for  it  (elf. 

Luc,  The  Boy  difdains  me, 
He  leaves  me,  fcorns  me  :  briefly  die  their  joys, 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  Girls,  and  Boys* 
Why  ftar.ds  he  fo  perplext? 

Cjm^  What  wouldft  thou  Boy? 
I  love  thee  mote  and  more :  think  more  and  more. 
What's  beft  to  ask.    Know'ft  him  thoulook'ft  on?  fpeak» 
liV'ilt  have  him  live^  Is  he  thy  Kin?  thy  Friend? 

Imo,  He  is  a  Roman^  no  more  Kin  to  me. 
Than  I  to  your  Highnefs,  who  being  born  your  VafTal 
Am  fomething  nearer* 

Cjm.  Wherefore  ey'ft  thou  him  fo  ? 

Imo.  V\\  tell  you.  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  pletfe 
To  give  me  hearing. 
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Cjm.  Ky^  with  all  my  Heart. 
And  lend  my  bed  atcencior.    What's  thy  Kamet 
Imo.  Fidele^  Sir. 

Cjm.   rhou^rt  my  good  Youth,  my  Page, 
ru  be  thy  Mafter :  walk  with  me,  (peak  freely. 
hU  Is  not  this  Boy  reviv'd  from  Death? 
Arv*  One  Sand  another 
Not  more  refembles  that  fweet  RoHe  Lad, 
Who  dy 'd,  and  was  Fidele  :  what  think  you  ? 
GuL  The  fame  dead  4hing  alive. 

hL  Peace,  peace,  fee  further;  he  Eyes  us  not,  forbear^ 
Creatures  may  be  ahke  :  were'c  he,  I  am  fure 
He  would  have  fpoke  to  us. 
Gm.  But  we  fee  him  dead. 
BeL  Be  (ilent  :  let's  fee  further. 

tif.  It  is  my.  Miftrefs :  [^jifide^ 

Sioce  (he  is  living  let  the  time  run  on. 
To  good,  or  bad. 

Cjm.  Come,  (land  thou  by  our  (ide^ 
Make  thy  demand  aloud.    Sir,  (lep  you  forth,    [Tv  lachimo^ 
Civc  anfwer  to  this  Boy,  and  do  it  .freely. 
Or  by  our  Greatnefs,  and  the  grace  of  it 
Which  is  our  Honour,  bitter  Torture  (hall 
Winnow  tlie  truth  from  fal(hood.     Ori,  fpeak  to  him. 
Imo.  My  Boon  is,  that  this  Gentleman  may  tender 
Of  whom  he  had  this  Ring. 
Pojl.  What's  that  to  him? 
Cjm.  That  Diamond  up6n  your  Finger>  fay 
Hour  came  it  yours  ? 

Inch.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unfpoken,  that 
Wiiich  to  be  fpoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cjm.  How?  me? 
.  Inch.  I  am  glad  to  be  conftrain'd  to  utter  that 
Which  torments  me  to  conceal.     By  Villany 
I  got  this  Ring;  'twas  Leonatms  Jewel, 
Whom  thou  didftbani(h  :  and,  which  more  may  grieve  thee^ 
As  it  doth  me,  a  Nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
Twixt  Sky  and  Ground.     Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  Lord? 
Cjm.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 
lach.  That  Paragon,  thy  Daughtier, 
^  whom  my  Heart  drops  Blood,  ^nd  my  fiilfe  Spirits 
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Quail  to  remember.     Givemeleave^  I  faiAt-— —    [SivnnJs. 

Cjm.  My  Daughter,  what  of  her  ?  Renew  thy  ftrengtb, 
I  had  rather  thou  (houldft  hve,  while  Nature  wilf. 
Than  die  e'er  I  hear  more  :  firive  Man,  and  fpeak. 

lach.  Upon  a  time,  unhappy  was  the  Clock 
That  ftruck  the  Hour,  it  was  in  Rome^  accunM 
The  Manfion  where,  *cwas  at  a  Feaft,  ^h  would 
Our  Viands  bad  been  poifon'd  I  or  at  lead 
Thofe  which  I  heav'd  to  head :  the  good  P#/ibiimM— — 
What  (liould  I  fay  \  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  Men  were,  and  was  the  beft  of  all 
Amongft  therar'ft  of  good  ones— fitting  fadly,! 
Hearing  us  praife  our  Loves  of  Italy 
For  Beauf  y»  that  made  barren  the  fweird  boaft 
Of  him  that  beft  could  fpeak;   for  Feature,  laming 
The  Shrine  of  Fenus^  or  ftraight-pight  MintrvSw 
Poftures,  beyond  brief  Nature  ;  for  Condition, 
A  Shop  of  all  the  qualities,  that  Man 
Loves  Woman  for,  befides  that  hook  of  Wiving,^ 
Fairne6,  which  ftrikes  the  Eye- 

Cym.  I  (land  on  Fire.    Come  to  the  matter. 

lack.  AH  too  foon  I  (hal), 
Unlefs  thou  wouldft  grieve  quickly.  This  P^fihHmm^ 
Mod  like  a  noble  Lord,  in  k>ve,  and  one 
That  had  a  Royal  Lover>  took  his  hint. 
And,  not  difpraifing  whom  we  prais'd»  therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  Virtue,  he  b^an 
His  Miftrefs  Pifture,  which  by  his  Tongue,  being  nade^ 
And  then  a  mind  put  in%  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  in  Kitching-Trulls,  or  his  DefcriptioB 
Proved  us  unfpeaking  Sots. 

Cjm.  Nay,  nay,  to  th*  purpofe. 

lach.  Your  Daughter's  Chaftity;  there  it  begins: 
He  fpake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  Dreams, 
And  (he  alone  were  cold;  whereat,  I  wretch 
Made  fcrupleof  his  praife,  and  wa^'d  with  hira 
Pieces  of  Gold,  'gainft  this,  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  Honoured  Finger ;  to  attain 
In  fuit  the  place  of's  Bed,  and  win  this  Ring, 
By  hers,  and  mine  Adultery  j  he^  true  Knight, 
No  kflfer  of  her  Honour  confident 
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Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  flakes  this  Ring, 

Aind  would  fo,  nad  it  been  a  Carbuncle 

OtPhmbm  Wheel;  and  might  fo  fafelys  had  it 

Been  all  the  worth  oPs  Car.     Away  to  Britain 

Poft  I  in  this  defign :  well  may  you,  Sir, 

Remember  me  at  Court,  where  I  was  taught 

Of  your  chafte  Daughter,  the  wide  difference 

Tvixt  Amorous,  and  Villainous,     being  thus  quench'd 

Of  hope,  not  longing ;  mine  ItMidH  Brain, 

*Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 

Moft  vilely :  for  my  Vantage  excellent. 

Aad  to  be  brief,  my  pra&ice  fo  prevailed 

That  I  returned  with  fimular  proof  enough. 

To  make  the  Noble  Leonatns  mad. 

By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  Renown, 

With  Tokens  thus,  and  thus;  averring  notes 

Of  Chamber-Hanging,  Pidures,  this  her  Bracelet 

(Oh  cunning  how  I  got  it)  nay  fome  marks 

Of  fecret  on  her  Perfon,  that  he  could  not 

But  think  her  bond  of  Chaftity  quite  crack*d» 

I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit ;  whereupon, 

Methinks  I  fee  him  now— — 

P$fi.  Ay,  fo  thou  do'ft,  [Cming  firivard. 

Italian  Fiend!  Ay  me,  moft  credulous  Fool, 
Hgregious  Murthercr,  Thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  Villains  paft,  in  being. 
To  come — -Oh  give  me  Cord,  Knife,  orPoifon, 
Some  upright  Jufticer,    Thou  King,  fend  out 
For  Torturers  ingenious :  it  is  I 
That  all  th'  abhorred  things  o'th'  Earth  amend 
By  being  worfe  than  they.    I  am  Pefthnmns^ 
That  kiU'd  thy  Daughter :  Villain-like,  I  lie» 
That  caus'd  a  leffer  Villain  than  my  fe!f> 
A  facrilegious  Thief  to  do*t.    The  Temple 
Of  Virtue  was  (he ;  yea,  and  (he  her  felf. 
Spit,  and  throw  Stones,  caft  myre  upon  me,  fet 
The  Dogs  rfth'  Street  to  bait  me  :  every  Villain 
Be  colVa  Pifihnmus  Leonatus,  and 
Be  Villainy  lefs  than  •twas.     Oh  Imc£en  ! 
My  Qiiecn,  my  Life,  my  Wife  :  oh  Imoitn. 
tmgm^  Itmf/m^ 
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Imo.  Peace,  my  Lord,  hear*  hear* 

Pofi.  Shall's  have  a  Play  of  this  ? 
Thou  fcornf  ul  Page,  there  lie  thy  part.     [Striking  hir,Jhifr 

Pif.  Oh  Gentlemen,  help. 

Mine  and  your  Miftrefs Oh,  my  Lord  Pofihumusl 

You  ne'er  kilPd  Imogen  'till  now help,  help  \ 

Mine  Honoured  Lady 

Cym*  Does  the  World  go  round  I 

Poll.  How  come  thefe  Staggers  on  me  ? 

Pdf.  Wake  my  Miftrefs. 

Cjm.  If  this  be  fo*  the  gods  do  mtan  to  ftrike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pif.  How  fares  my  Miftrefs. 

Imo.  Oh  get  thee  from  my  fight. 
Thou  gav'ft  me  Poifon :  dangerous  Fellow  hence» 
Breath  not  where  Princes  are. 

Cjm.  The  tune  of  Imogen. 

Pif.  Lady,  the  gods  throw  Stones  of  Sulphur  on  SM^ 
That  Box  I  gave  you,  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing,  I  had  it  from  the  Queen* 

Cjm.  New  matter  ftilL 

Imo.  It  poifon'd  me. 

Corn.  On  gods  { 
I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  Queen  confefs^d. 
Which  muft  approve  thee  honeft.     If  Pifunio 
Have>  faid  (he,  given  his  Miftrefs  that  Confedion 
Which  I  gave  him  for  Cordial,  flie  is  ferv'd. 
As  I  would  ferve  a  Rat. 

Cjm.  What's  this,  Cornelmsi 

Corn.  The  Queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importuned  me 
To  temper  Poifons  for  her;  ftill  pretending 
The  fatisfadion  of  her  Knowledge,  only 
In  killing  Creatures  vile,  as  Cats  and  Dogs 
Of  no  efteem;  I  dreading,  that  her  purpofe 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  ftuff,  which  being  ta'cn,  would  feize 
The  prefent  power  of  Life,  but  in  ftiort  time. 
All  Offices  of  Nature  (hould  again 
Do  their  due  Funftions.    Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 
Imo.  Moft  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 
(BW.  My  Boy?,  there  was  our  Error. 
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Cmid.  This  is  furc  FideU. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  Lady  from  you  { 
TUnk  that  you  are  upon  a  Rock,  and  now 
Throw  ine  again. 

Pa/.  Hang  there  like  Fruit,  my  Soul, 
Till  the  Tree  die. 

Cjm.  How  now,  my  Flefti  ?  my  Child  i 
What,  mak'ft  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  Ad? 
WUc  thou  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Im.  Your  Bleffing,  Sir.  [KneeHng. 

,    hL  Though  you  did  love  this  Youth,  I  blame  you  not^ 
'  ToQ  had  a  Motive  for't. 

Cjm.  My  tears  that  fall 
Prove  Holy-water  on  thee ;  Imogen, 
Thy  Mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I  am  forry  for*t,  my  Lord. 

Cjm.  Ob,  flie  was  naught;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  fo  flrahgely ;  but:  her  Son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how>  nor  where; 

fif.  My  Lord, 
Now  fear  is  from  me.  Til  fpeak  truth.  Lord  Goten^ 
Upon  my  Lady's  miffing,  came  to  me 
With  his  Sword  drawn,  foam'd  at  the  Mouth,  and  fwore 
If  I  difcover'd  not  which  way  (he  was  gone> 
It  was  my  inftant  death.    By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  Letter  of  my  Matter's 
Then  in  my  Pocket,  which  direS:ed  her 
To  feck  him  on  the  Mountains  near  to  Mil^ardp 
Where  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  Matter's  Garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  potts 
With  unchaft  purpofe,  and  with  Oath  to  violate 
My  Lady's  honour ;  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  nor. 

GhL  Let  me  end  the  Story ;  I  (lew  him  there* 

Cjm.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend. 
I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  (hould  from  my  Lips 
Pluck  a  hard  Sentence :  Prithee  valiant  youth 
Deny't  again. 

Cut.  I  have  fpoke  it,  and  I  did  iu 

Cjm.  He  was  a  Prince^ 
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Gms.  a  mofl  incivil  one.   The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  Prince-likc;  for  he  did  provoke  tnt 
With  Language  that  would  make  one  fpum  the  Sea> 
If  it  could  fo  roar  to  me.     I  cut  off^s  Head, 
And  am  right  ghd  he  is  not  ftanding  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cpn,  I  am  forry  for  thee; 
By  thine  own  Tongue  thou  art  condemo'd,  and  muff 
£ndure  our  Law;  thou'rt  dead. 

Imo.  That  headlefs  Man  I  thought  had  been  my  Lord 

Cjfm.  Bind  the  Offender, 
And  take  him  from  our  prefence. 

BeL  Stays  Sir  King. 
This  Man  is  better  than  the  Man  he  {Iew» 
As  well  defcended  as  thy  fe\f,  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  Band  of  QoUfH 
Had  ever  fear  for.    Let  his  Arms  alone,  \\ 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage.  1 1 

Cjm.  Why  old  Soldier, 
Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for 
By  tafting  of  our  wraths  how  of  defcent 
As  ^ood  as  we? 

^rv.  In  that  he  fpake  too  far* 

Cjm.  And  thou  ihalt  die  for't. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  three. 
But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  of  him.     My  Sobs,  I  muft 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  Speech^ 
Though  haply  well  for  you. 

^rv.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guf,  And  our  good  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then,  by  leave 
Thou  hadft,  great  King,  a  Subje<ft,  who 
Was  caird  Bellxrius. 

I 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is  a  banifh'd  Traitor^ 

Bel.  He  it  is  that  hath 
AfTum'd  this  Age;  ind^eed  a  banifh'd  MaD» 
I  know  not  how  a  Traitor. 

Cjm.  Take  him  hence> 
The  whole  World  (hall  not  fave  him; 
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BeL  Not  too  hot; 
Firft  pay  me  for  the  Nurfing  of  thy  Soiis^ 
Aad  let  it  be  confifcate  all>  fo  foon 
As  I  have  received  it. 

Cjm.  Nurfing  of  my  Sons  i 

BiL  I  am  too  blunt,  and  fawcy ;  here's  my  Knee : 
E'er  I  arife,  I  will  prefer  my  Sons» 
Then  fpare  not  the  old  Father.    Mighty  Sir, 
Thefe  two  young  Gentlemen  that  call  me  Father* 
And  think  they  are  my  Sonsy  are  none  of  mine^ 
They  are  the  IlTue  of  your  Loins,  my  Liege* 
Aod  blood  of  your  begetting. 

2m*  Howl  my  Iffue{ 
/.  So  lure  as  you,  your  Father's ;  I,  old  Morgan^ 
Am  that  BdUriMSy  whom  you  fometime  bani(b'd ; 
Yourpleafure  was  my  near  Offence,  my  Punifhment' 
Ic  felf,  and  all  niy  Treafon  that  I  fuffer'd. 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did«    Thefe  gentle  Princes* 
Iw  fuch,  and  fo  they  are,  thefe  twenty  Years 
Ha?e  I  train'd  up;  thofe  Arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  puc  into  them*  My  breeding  was.  Sift 
As  your  Highnefs  knows,  their  Nurft  EurifhiUp 
Whom  for  the  Thefe  I  wedded,  ftole  thefe  Children 
Upon  my  Banilhment:  I  mov'd  her  to't^ 
Having  receiv'd  the  Punifliment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then.    Beaten  for  Loyalty, 
EKited  me.  to  Treafon,    Their  dear  lofs. 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  (hap'd  ^ 
Unto  my  end  of  fte^iog  them.    But  gracious  Sir,^ 
;  Here  are  your  Sons,  again.;  aod  I  mtuft  lofe 
,  Two  of  the  fweet'ft  Companions  in  the  World. 
'  The  beoedidion  o£  thefe  covering  Heavens 
Fill  on  their  Meads  like  dew,  for  they  are  worthy 
To  in-lay  Mei^'i)$  with  Sran. 

Cjm.  Thou  w.ecp;ft,  and  fpeak'ft: 
The  Service  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike,  thiin  tjiis  thjdu,  tell'ft.  I  loft  my  Children-!^ 
If  thefe  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  ^ilh 
A  pair  of  wQHthier  Sons. 
BiL  Be  pleased  a  while^ 


This  GepttoaiRfr  wJhom  I  call  P9Ud$r$p 
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Mod  worthy  Prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderm^i 
This  Gcncltman,  my  Cadwally  j4rviragHSy 
Your  younger  Princely  Son ;  he.  Sir,  was  lapc 
In  a  mod  curious  Mantle,  wrought  by  th'Hanct 
Of  his  Queen  Mother,  which  for  more  probation 
1  can  with  eafc  produce. 

Cjm.  Gftidenus  had 
Upon  his  Neck  a  Mole,  a  fanguine  Star, 
It  was  a  Mark  of  wonder. 

BcL  This  is  he ; 
Who  hath  upon  him  ftill  that  natural  ftamp : 
It  was  wife  Nature's  end,  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  Evidence  now. 

Cjm.  Oh,  what  am  I 
A  Mother  to  the  birth  of  three?  Ne'er  Mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more;  bleft,  may  you  be. 
That  after  this  ftrange  ftarting  from  your  Orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now :  Oh  Imogen, 
Thou  haft  loft  by  this  a  Kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  Lord : 
I  have  got  two  Worlds  by't.     Oh  my  gentle  BrotherSn 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  Oh  never  fay  hereafter   ' 
B'Jt  I  am  trueft  Speaker.   You  call'd  me  Brother 
When  I  was  but  yoar  Sifter:  I  you  Brother^^. 
•  When  we  were  fo  indeed. 
Cjm.  Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 
^rv.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Gut.  And  at  firft  meeting  Iov*d, ' 
Continued  fo,  until  we  thought  he  died. 
Corn.  By  the  Queen's  Dram  flie  fwallow'd. 
Cjm.  O  rare  inftinft  J 
When  fliall  I  hear  all  through?  this  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumftantial  Branches,  which 
Diftindion  (hould  be  rich  in.     Where?  how  liv'd  you? 
And  when  came  you  to  ferve  omx  Roman  Captive? 
How  parted  with  your  Brother?  How  firft  met  themS 
Why  fled  "you  from  the  Court?  And  whether  thefeS 
And  your  three  Motives  to  the  Battel;  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more  (hould  be  demanded. 
And  all  tHe  other  by  dependances 
From  chance  to  chance?  But  not  the  time;  nor  place 
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rm  ferve  our  long  Interrogatories.    Ser, 
^fihttmm  Anchors  upon  Imogen ; 
nd  (he,  iikeharmlefs  Lightning,  throws  her  Eye 
»n  him,  her  Brothers,  Me,  her  Mafter,  hitting 
ach  objeA  with  a  Joy  :  the  Counter-change 
feverally  in  alL     Let's  quit  this  ground, 
od  finoak  the  Temple  with  our  Sacrifices, 
hou  art  my  Brother,  fo  we'll  hold  thee  ever^  [7b  Bellarius. 
Imo.  You  are  my  Mother  too,  and  did  relieve  ttie  : 
>  fee  this  gracious  feafon ! 
Cjm.  All  o'er-joy'd 

re  thefe  in  Ronds^  let  them  be  joyful  toOi 
r  they  (hall  tafte  our  Comfort. 
fmo.  My  good  Matter,  I  will  yet  do  you  fervice« 
Luc.  Happy  be  you. 

"Sfm.  Tlie  forlorn  Soldier  that  fo  nobly  fought 
would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  gracd 
e  tkankings  of  a  King* 
?9fi.  I  am,  Sir, 

e  Soldier  that  did  Company  thefe  thre€ 
KX)r  befeeming:  *twas  a  fitment  for 
e  purpofe  I  then  folIow*d.    That  I  was  he, 
ak,  /achimp,  I  had  you  down,  andmight 
ve  made  your  finiJh. 
^dch.  I  am  down  again  ; 
:  now  my  heavy  Confcience  iinks  my  Knee,* 
then  your  Force  did.    Take  that  Life,  befeech  you^ 
Jch  I  fo  often  owe :  but  your  King  firft« 
1  here  your  Bracelet  of  the  trueft  Princefs 
It  ever  fwore  her  Faith. 
V^.  Kneel  not  to  me : 
I  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  fpare  you : 
I  malice  towards  you,'to  forgive  you.     Live, 

I  deal  with  otbers  better. 
ym.  Nobly  doomed : 

II  learn  our  freenefs  of  a  Son-in-Law ; 
Ion's  the  word  to  all. 

trv.  You  holp  us.  Sir, 
frou  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  Brother, 
*d  are  we,  that  you  are. 

f/t.  Your  Servant,  Princes*    Good  my  Lord  of  R^me 
Vbu    VI.        "^  N  CaU 


x84^  Cymbelinc. 

Call  forth  your  Soothfajer :  As  I  flept,  methoOght 
Great  Jufittr  upon  his  Eagle  back'd 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  fprightly  fliews 
Of  mine  own  Kindred.     When  I  wak'd,  I  fou^dj 
This  Label  on  my  bofom  ;  whofe  containing 
Is  fo  from  Senfe  in  hardnefs,  that  I  caii 
Make  no  Colledion  of  it.     I^et  him  (hew 
His  skill  in  the  conftrudion. 

Lm,  Philarmonus. 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  Lord, 

LnCm  Kead,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Reads. 

WHen  as  a  Lion's  Whelp  /hall,  to  himfelf  unknnvn^w 
omt  feeking  find,  and  be  embrac d  by  apiece  oftei 
jiir  ;  jind  when  from  a  fiately  Cedar  jhall  be  Upt  branc 
which  being  dead  m^kj  )earSy  Jhall  after  revive^  be  joh 
to  the  old  Stockt  and  frefhlj  grow^  then  Jhall  Poftoui 
end  his  Miferies,  Britain  be  Fortunate^  and  flottrijb  in  P 
and  Plenty. 

Thou,  LeonatHSy  art  the  Lion's  Whelp,   . 

The  fit  and  apt  Conftrudion  of  thy  Name 

Being  Leonatus^  doth  import  fo  much  : 

The  piece  of  tender  Air,  thy  Virtuous  Daughter,    . 

Which  we  call  Mollis  Aer,  and  MolUsAer 

We  term  it  Mnlier :  which  Mulicr  \  diving 

Is  this  moft  conftant  Wife,  who  even  now 

Anfwering  the  Letter  of  the  Oracle, 

Unknown  to  you,  unfought,  were  dipt  about 

Wirh  this  moft  tender  Air. 

Cjm.  This  hath  feme  feeming. 

Sooth.  The  lofty  Cedar,  Royal  Cjmbelinef 
Perfonates  thee;  And  thy  lopt  Branches?,  point 
Thy  two  Sons  forth :  who  by  Bellarius  ftoirn' 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  arc  now  reviv'd, 
Tothe  Majeftick  Cedar  join'd;  whofe  liTue       « 
Pf  omifes  Britain^  Peace  and  Plenty. 

Cjm,  Well, 
My  Peace  wewill  begin:  And  Cains Luciusp 
Although  the  Vi(9tor,  we  fubmit  to  Cafar^ 
And  to  the  RomM  £(Qpire ;  promiiing 
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To  pay  our  wonted  Tribuu,  from  the  whi«h 
We  were  diffuadcd  by  our  wicked  Queen, 
Whom  Heav'ns  in  juftice  both  on  her,  and  hers* 
Have  laid  mod  heavy  hand. 

Stoth.  The  Fingers  of  the  Powers  above,  doiune 
TheHannony  of  fhis  Peace  :  the  Vifion 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lftcius  e'er  the  flrolie 
Of  this  yet  fcarce-cold  Battel,  at  this  inflanc 
Is  full  accomplilb'd.     For  the  Reman  £agle 
FfMn  South  to  Weft,  on  Wing  foaring  aloft 
USea'd  her  fcif,  and  in  the  Beams  o'th'  Sun 
Sovanifli'd;  which  fore-(hew'd  our  Princely  Eagle 
Th'  Imperial  C^far,  fhould  again  unite 
Hb  favour,  witn  rhe  Radiant  Cymbetinif 
Which  (hincs  here  in  the  Weft. 

Cjm,  Laud  we  the  gods; 
Ind  let  our  crrmked  Smoaks  climb  to  their  Noftrils 
From  our  bleft  Ahars.     Pubti/h  we  this  Peace 
To  all  our  Subje&i!.     Set  we  forward  :  let 
A  RimMn,  and  a  Britifb  Enfign  wave 
Friendly  together ;  fo  through  ZWs  Town  nurch* 
And  in  the  Temple  of  great  JifUer 
Our  Peace  we'll  ratifie.    Seal  it  with  Feafls, 
^  on  there  ;  Never  was  a  War  did  ceafe 
^'crUoody  hands  werewaih'd,  with  fuchaPeace. 

{Sxemtt  tmttes. 
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PERICLES, 

Trmce  of  Tyre. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  L 


Enter  Gowcr. 

s\OjMg  •»  Sa»£  that  old  was  fungi 
Fram  jijbes  Mcitnt  Gower  is  comt, 
jiffmrnrig  Mm't  IwfirmiiieSt 
TogUd  joMr  Ear,Mdpledfiyo$p-Ejgsi 
It  hath  hem  ftmg  at  Fefiivalt^ 
On  Emhtr  EvtSt  and  HtlpDajip 

ifid  Lwdi  and  Ladies  in  their  tii/ti, 

tave  rtad  it  for  refioratives. 

'^furchaee  it  t«  makf  Men  gUntuti 

it  bonum  quo  Antiquiut,  eo  melius. 

f/M,  horn  in  thefe  latter  timttf 

nun  Wit'i  more  ripe,  accept  my  Rhimtsi 

Ini  that  to  hear  an  old  Manfing, 

^aj  to  jomr  wijbet  pleafurt  bring  : 

life  would  wijb,  and  that  Im^bt 

^t^e  it  for  j«ti  like  Taper-light. 

W  Aniioch,  then^  KvXioc^nt'the grtat^ 

tilt  mp  this  Citjfer  his  thiefefi  Seatj 

If  fairefi  in  all  Syria. 

itUjoit  what  mime  jSmbori  faj: 
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TTjis  King  unto  him  took,  4  Peer^ 

Who  ditdy  And  left  a  Female  Heir^ 

So  bfickfome^  hltthe^  and  fmU  of  face^ 

jis  Heavn  had  lent  her  all  his  grace  : 

With  whom  the  Father  liking  tool^ 

And  her  to  Incefi  did  provoke^ 

Bad  Ckild^  worfe  Father^  to  entice  his  own 

To  evil  JJjostld  be  done  hj  none : 

B/it  cufiomj  what  they  did  begin. 

Was  with  long  uje,  counted  no  Sin. 

The  beauty  ofthisjlnjkl  Dame, 

Made  many  Princes  thither  frame^ 

To  feek,  her  as  a  Bed-fellow^ 

In  Marriage  pleafures,  Plaj- fellow  : 

Which  to  prevent  J  he  made  a  Law, 

To  keep  her  Jim,  and  Men  in  awe. 

That  who  fo  Otski  ^^^  f^^  ^^^  Wifi, 

His  Riddle  told  not,  lofi  his  Life : 

So  for  her  many  a  Wight  did  die^ 

As  yon  grim  looks  do  tefiifk. 

What  enfues  to  the  judgment  of  your  Eye, 

I  give  my  caufe,  who  l^efi  cam  teJhfUn  \l 

Enter  Antiochus,  Princ-^  Pericles,  and.  FoUwwers. 

Ant.  Young  Prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  lai^e  receiv 
The  danger  of  the  cask  you  undertake. 

Per.  I  have,  Af$tiochus,  and  with  a  Soul  emboldned 
With  the  glory  of  her  praiftj  think  death  no  haz»xlt 
In  this  enttTprize. 

Ant.  Mufick,  bring  in  our  Daughter,  clothed  like  a  I 
For  tmbracements,  even  of  Jove  himfelf ; 
Ac  whofe  conception^  'till  Lttcina  reigned. 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  prefeoce. 
The  Senate  Houfc  oV  Planets  all  did  nt. 
To  knit  in  her  their  beft  Perfedions. 

Enter  Hefpertdes* 

Per.  See  where  fhe  comes,  apparell'd  hke  the  Spriogi 
Graces  her  Subjeds,  and  her  Thoughts  the  King, 
Of  every  Virtue  gives  Renown  to  Men : 
Her  Fice  the  Book  of  praifes,  where  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  Pleafures,  as  from  tfacoce 
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orrov  were  ever  rackr,  and  cefty  wrath 

'ouid  never  be  her  mild  Companion* 

^ou  gods  that  made  me  Man,  and  fway  in  love, 

rhat  have  inflamed  defire  within  my  Breaft, 

To  tafte  the  Fruit  of  yon  celeftial  Tree* 

"it  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 

is  I  am  Son  and  Servant  to  your  will, 

Co  compafs  fuch  a  boundlefs  happinefs. 

jim.  Prince  PericUs. 

Per.  That  would  be  Son  to  great  Antiochut. 

An$.  Before  thee  {lands  this  fair  Hejperides^ 
»Vith  golden  Fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  touch'd: 
^or  Death  like  Dragons  here  affright  thee  hard: 
Her  Face,  like  Heaven,  enticeth  thee  to  view 
Her  countlefs  Glory,  which  defert  mufl  gain: 
And  which  without  defert,  becaufe  thine  Eye 
Prefumes  to  reach,  all  th^  whole  heap  muft  die. 
Yon  foiQetimes  famous  Princes  like  thy  felf 
Drawn  by  report,  adventrous  by  defire. 
Tell  thee  with  fpeechlefs  Tongues,  and  femblance  pale, 
That  without  covering  fave  yon  field  of  Stars, 
Here  they  ftand  Martyrs  flain  in  C$ffii\  Wars: 
And  with  dead  Cheeks  advife  thee  to  defift^ 
For  going  or>  Death's  Net,  whom  none  refift« 

Pit.  jinttQchm  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  it  feif, 
And  by  thofe  fearful  objeds  to  prepare 
This  Body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  muft :. 
For  Death  remembred,  ihould  be  like  a  Mirrour, 
Who  tells  us»  Life's  but  breath,  to  truft  in  error: 
111  make  my  Will  then,  and  as  fick  Men  do, 
Who  know  the  World,  fee  Heav'n,  but  feeling  woe, 
Cripe  not  at  earthly  Joys,  as  erft  they  did« 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  Peace  to  you 
Aod  all  good  Men,  as  every  Prince  (hould  do» 
My  riches  to  the  Earth  firom  whence  they  came : 
But  my  unfpotted  fire  of  Love  to  you.        \Tq  Hefperkfe^ 
rhus  ready  for  tbt  way  of  Life  or  De^th» 
[  wait  the  ftarpeft  blow,  Af^mchus^ 
EcorDing  advice.    &eiEid.  the  conchifion  then* 
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^nt.  Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed 
As  thefe  before  fo  thou  thy  felt  (halt  bleed; 

Hefp.  Of  all  faid  yet,  may  thou  prove  profperous, 
Of  all  faid  yer,  I  wi(h  thee  happinefs.         [£;c.HefpcricI 

Per.  Like  a  bold  Champion  I  affume  the  Lifts» 
Nor  a.'k  advice  of  any  other  thought. 
But  faithfulnefS)  and  courage. 

The  Riddle. 
1 4m  no  yiper^  jet  I  feed 
On  Mother* s  fiejb  which  did  me  breed: 
I  fought  a  Hmbandy  in  which  labour^ 
J  found  that  kindnefs  in  a  Father. 
He"t  Father^  Son^  and  Husband  mildp 
I  Mot  her  y  Wife^  and  yet  his  Child. 
How  they  may  bcf  and  yet  in  two^ 
As  jou  will  live^  refolve  it  you. 

Sharp  Phyfick  is  the  laft?  but  O  you  Powers ! 
That  gives  Heav*n  countlefs  Eyes  to  view  Mens  ads. 
Why  could  they  not  their  fights  perpetually  ? 
If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it. 
Fur  Glafs  of  light,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  ftill. 
Were  not  this  glorious  Casket  ftor'd  with  ill: 
But  I  muft  tell  you,  now  my  thoughts  revolt ; 
For  he's  na  Mao  on  whom  perfedions  wait, 
That  knowing  Sin  within,  will  touch  the  Gate : 
You're  a  fair  Viol,  and  your  fenfe  the  firings. 
Who  fingered  to  make  Man  his  lawful  Mufick, 
Wou*d  draw  Heav^  down,  and  all  the  gods  to  hearken. 
Rut  being  plaid  upon  before  your  time. 
Hell  only  danceth  at  fo  harih  a  chime: 
Good  footh  I  care  not  for  you. 

Ant.  Prince  PericleSj  touch  not  upon  thy  Life, 
For  that's  an  Article  within  our  Law, 
As  dangerous  as  the  reft :  Your  time's  expir'd. 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  Sentence. 

Per.  Great  Kinp, 
Few  love  to  hear  the  Sins  they  love  to  |ft, 
*T would  braid  your  felf  too  near  for  me  to  tell  its 
Vrhry  hath  a  Book  of  all  that  Monarchs  do, 

e's  more  fecure  to  keep  it  (hut,  than  (hewn: 
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^ic€  repeated^  is  like  the  wandring  Windy 
s  duft  in  others  Eyes,  to  fpread  it  felf ; 
yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear^ 
breath  is  gone,  and  the  fore  Eyes  fee  clear. 
op  the  air  would  hurt  them,  the  blind  Mole  caft 

Hills  toward  Heav'n,  to  tell  the  Earth  is  thronged 
dan's  oppreffion,  and  the  poor  Worm  doth  die  for>, 
s  are  Earth's  6ods:  In  Vice  their  Law's  their  will^ 
if  Jove  ftray,  who  dares  fay,  Jove  doth  ill. 
enough  you  know  it»  and  *tis  fit; 
t  being  more  known,  grows  worfe  to  fmother  it* 
)ve  the  Womb  that  there  being  bred, 
I  give  my  Tongue  like  leave -to  love  my  Head* 
ft.  Heav'n  that  I  had  it ;  he  has  found  the  meaning, 
[  will  gloze  with  him.    Young  Prince  of  Tyre^ 
igh  by  the  tenour  of  our  ftrid  Edid, 

ExpoHtion  mif-interpreting, 
night  proceed  to  cancel  off  your  days; 
lope,  fuccccding  from  fo  fair  a  Tree, 
Dur  fair  felf,  doth  tune  us  otherwife : 
r  Days  longer  we  do  refpite  you, 

which  time  our  fecret  be  undone, 

mercy  ftiews,  we'll  joy  in  fuch  a  Son : 

until  then,  your  entertain  (hall  be 

)th  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth.  [^Exst* 

Manet  Pericles  folus. 
\  Mow  Courtefie  would  feem  to  cover  Sin» 
n  what  is  done  is  like  an  Hypocrite, 
which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  fight; 
be  true  that  I  interpret  falfe, 

were  it  certain  you  were  not  fo  bad, 
ith  foul  Inceft  to  abufe  your  Soul : 
e  now  you're  both  a  Father  and  a  Son, 
^our  untimely  clafpings  with  your  Child, 
ich  pleafures  firs  an  Husband,  not  a  Father,) 
ftie  an  eater  of  her  Mother's  flefli> 
lie  defiling  of  her  Parents  Bed, 
both  like  Serpents  are,  who  though  they  feed 
weetefl  Flowers,  yet  they  Poifbn  breed. 
ch  farewel,  for  wifdom  Utu  thdfe  Men 

not  in  adlions  blacker  than  the  night. 
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Will  (hew  no  courfe  to  keep  them  from  the  light: 
One  Sin,  I  know,  anocher  doth  provoke; 
Murder's  as  near  to  Luft«  as  flame  to  fmoak* 
Poifon  and  Treafon  are  the  Hands  of  Sin, 
Ay,  and  the  Targets  to  put  off  the  fliame : 
Then  left  my  Life  be  cropt  to  keep  you  clear. 
By  flight  I'll  (hun  the  danger  whicii  I  fear.  [j 

Enter  Antiochus. 

^»n  He  hath  found  the  meaning. 
For  which  we  mean  to  have  his  Head : 
He  muft  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy. 
Nor  tell  the  World  jtmiochus  doth  fin 
In  fuch  a  loathed  maimer. 
And  therefore  inftantly  this  Prince  muft  die. 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  muft  keep  high. 
Who  attends  us  here? 

Enter  Thaliard. 

Thdl.  Doth  your  Higbnefs  call  ? 

uint.  Thaliardy  you  are  of  our  Chamber, 
And  our  mind  partakes  her  private  Adions 
To  your  fecrefie ;  and  for  your  faithfulnefs 
We  will  advance  you,  Thaliard. 
Behold, .  here's  Poifon  and  here's  Gold, 
We  hate  the  Prince  of  Tyre^  and  thou  muft  kill  him. 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reafon  why: 
Becaufe  we  bid  it :  Say,  is  it  done? 

Thdl.  My  Lord,  'tis  done. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger^ 

j^nt.  Enough.  Let  your  breath  cool  your  felf,  t( 
your  hafte. 

Mef.  My  Lord,  Prince  Pericles  is  fled. 

^Ht.  As  thou  wilt  live,  fly  after ;  and  as  an  AiroWt 
from  a  well  experient  Archer,  hits  the  mark  his  Eye 
level  at :  So  do  thou  never  return,  unlefs  thou  fay*  P 
Pericles  is  dead. 

Thai.  My  Lord,  if  I  can  get  him  within  my  Pi 
length.  111  make  him  fure  enough :  So  farewel  to  your  F 
nefs.  [ 

u^t.  Thaliard  adieu,  'tiil  Pericles  be  dead. 
My  Heart  can  lend  no  fuccour  to  my  Head.  [j 
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Enter  Pericles,  Hcllicanus,  with  other  Lords. 
Per.  Let  none  difturb  us : 
Why  fliould  this  change  of  thoughts, 
The  fad  Companion  dull-ey'd  melancholy. 
By  me  fo  us'd,  a  Gueft  as  not  an  hour. 
In  the  days  glorious  walk  or  peaceful  Night, 
The  Tomb  where  grief  (hould  fleep,  can  breed  me  quiet. 
Here  pleafures  court  mine  Eyes,  and  mine  Eyes  (hun  them. 
And  danger  which  I  feared,  is  at  jiHtioch^ 
Whofe  arm  feems  far  too  (hort  to  hit  me  here. 
Yet  neither  pleafures  art  can  joy  my  Spirits^ 
Nor  yet  the  others  diftance  comfort  me: 
Then  it  is  thus,  that  paffions  of  the  Mind, 
That  have  their  firft  conception  by  mif-dread. 
Have  after  nouriihment  and  Life  by  care  ; 
And  what  was  firft  by  fear,  what  might  be  done. 
Grows  elder  now>  atid  cares  it  be  not  done. 
Aod  fo  'tis  with  me,  the  great  Anthchuss 
'Gainft  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend. 
Since  he's  fo  great,  can  make  his  will  his  a£f. 
Will  think  roe  fpeaking,  though  I  fwear  to  filence. 
Nor  boots  it  me  to  fay  I  honour  him, 
If  he  fafped  I  may  dilhonour  him. 
Aod  what  may  make  him  bluih  in  htitig  known, 
\  Hell  ftop  the  courfe  by  which  it  might  be  koown, 
\  With  hoflile  Forces  he'll  o'er-fpread  the  Land, 
[And  with  the  ftint  of  War  will  look  fo  huge, 
[^Amazement  (hall  drive  Courage  from  the  State: 
Our  Men  be  vanquifti'd,  e'er  they  do  refift, 
Aod  Subjeds  puni(h*d,  th^t  ne'er  thought  o£Fence, 
Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  my  felf. 
Who  once  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  Trees, 
Which  fence  the  Roots  Ihey  grow  by,  and  defend  them, 
Mike  both  my  Body  pine,  and  Soul  to  languish, 
AndlmnKh  that  before  that  he  would  puniih. 
I  Lord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  facred  Bread. 
X  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind  'till  ye  return  to  us 
Ptaceftil  and  comfortable*. 

HoU.  Peace,  peace,  and  give  experience  Tongue  : 
They  do  abufe  the  King  that  flatter  him, 
hi  flattery  is  the  Bellows  blows  up  fin. 

The 
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The  thing  the  which  is  fiatter'd,  but  a  fpark^ 
To  which  that  fpark  gives  heart  and  flronger  glowing ; 
Whereas  reproof  obedient  and  in  order^ 
Fits  Kings  as  they  are  Men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  Signior  Sooth  here  doth  proclaim  Peace, 
He  flitters  you,  makes  War  upon  your  Life. 
Prince,  pardon  me,  or  ftrike  me  if  you  pleafe, 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  Knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  elfe  :  but  let  your  cares  o*er-Iook 
What  Shipping,  and  what  Lading's  in  our  Haven* 
And  then  return  to  us:  HcUicdnHs^  thou  Ha(( 
Mov'd  us :  what  feeft  thou  in  our  Looks  i 

HelL  An  angry  brow,  dread  Lord. 

Per.  If  there  be  fucl^  a  Dart  in  Princes  frownS:^ 
How  durfl:  thy  Tongue  move  anger  to  our  Face? 

Heli  How  dare?  the  Planets  look  up  unto  Heav'ii, 
From  whence  they  have  their  nouriihment? 

Per.  Thou  know'ft  I  have  power  to  take  thy  Life  from  t 

Hell.  I  have  ground  the  Ax  my  fel^ 
Do  you  but  ftrike  the  blow. 

Per.  R  ife,  prithee  rife,  fit  down,  thou  art  no  Flatter 
I  thank  thee  for  it,  and  Heav'n  forbid. 
That  Kings  ftiould  let  their  Ears  hear  their  faults  hjd» 
Fit  Counfellor,  and  Servaqjt  for  a  Prince, 
Who  by  thy  wifdom  makes  a  Prince  thy  Servant, 
What  would'ft  thou  have  roe  do  f 

Hell.  To  bear  with  patience  fuch  griefs. 
As  you  your  felf  do  lay  upon  your  lelf. 

Per.  Thou  fpeak*ft  like  a  Phyfician,  HellkMH^ 
That  minifters  a  potion  unto  me, 
That  thou  wouldft  tremble  to  receive  thy  felf. 
Attend  me  then ;  I  went  to  jinthch^ 
Where  as  thou  know'ft,  (againft  the  Face  of  Death) 
I  fought  the  purchace  of  a  glorious  Be;iuty, 
From  whence  an  Iffuc  I  might  propagate,* 
Are  Arms  to  Princes,  and  bring  Joys  to  Subjeds. 
Her  Face  was  to  mine  Eye  beyond  all  wonder. 
The  reft  (hark  in  thine  Ear)  as  black  as  Inccft, 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  finful  Father* 
^eem'd  not  to  ftrike,  but  fmooth  :  But  thou  know'ft^  tbi* 
'Tis  time  to  fear,  when  Tyrants  fccm  to  kifs. 
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Which  fear  (o  grew  jn  jne,  {  hither  fled. 

Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  Night, 

Who  feem'd  my  good  Protedor  :  aiid  being  herp» 

Bethought  me  what  was  pad,  what  might  fuccced  ; 

I  knew  him  tyrannous,  and  Tyrant?  fcais 

Decreafe  not,  but  grow  fafter  than  the  years : 

And  (hould  he  think,  as  no  doubt  he  doth. 

That  I  ihould  open  to  the  liftcning  Air, 

How  many  worthy  Princes  Blood  were  (hed. 

To  keep  his  Bed  of  blacknefs  unlaid  opr. 

To  lop  that  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  Land  with  arms. 

And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done  him, 
.  When  all  for  mine,  if  I  may  call  offence, 
;  Muft  feel  Wars  blow,  who  fears  not  innocence : 
,  Which  love  to  all,  of  which  thy  felf  art  one, 
[  Who  now  reprovcd'ft  ipe  for  it, 
[     Hell.  Alas,  Sir. 
i      Per:  Drew  §leep  out  of  my  Eyes^  lEflood  from  my  Cheeks, 

Mufings  into  my  Mind,  with  a  thoufand  doubts 

How  I  might  ftop  their  tempeft  e'er  it  came. 

And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, . 

I  thought  it  Princely  Charity  to  grieve  for  them. 
HelL  Well,  my  Lord,  fince  you  have  given  me  leave  to  fpeak, 

Freely  will  I  fpeak.     ^ntiochns  you  fear. 

And  juftly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  Tyrant. 

Who  either  by  publick  War  or  private  Treafon, 

Will  take  away  your  Life* 

Therefore,  my  Lord,  go  travel  for  a  while, 

'Till that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot; 

Or  'till  the  E)e(^inies  do  cut  the  rhftzd  of  his  Life : 

Your  Rule  direft  to  any,  if  to  me. 

Day  ferves  not  Light  more  faithful  than  Til  be. 
Per.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  Faith, 

(ut  (hould  he  wrong  my  Liberties  in  my  abfence? 
Hell.  We'll  mingle  our  bloods  together  in  the  Earth, 

l^rom  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 
Per.  Tjre^  I  now  look  from  thee  theq,  and  to  Tharfm 

Intend  my  travel,  where  Til  hear  from  thee  ; 

And  by  whofe  Letters  I'll  difpofe  my  fclf : 

The  care  I  had  and  have  of  Subjeds  good, 

Qn  thee  I  lay,  whofe  wifdom's  ftrength  can  bear  it. 
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1*11  take  thy  Word  for  Faitb,  not  ask  thine  Oath, 
Who  fhuns  not  to  break  one,  will  fure  crack  both  : 
But  in  our  Orbs  we  live  (o  round  and  fafe. 
That  time  of  both  rfiis  truth  (hall  ne'er  convince. 
Thou  (hewed  a  Subjed's  fhine,  I  a  true  Prince.      lExcMnt, 

Enter  Thaliard  folw. 
ThaL  So,  this  is  Tyre^  and  this  is  the  CoUrt,  here  muft 
I  kill  King  Pericles^  and  if  I  do  it  not,  I  am  fure  to  be  hang  d 
at  home :  it  is  dangerous. 

Well,  I  perceive  he  was  a  wife  Fellow,  and  had  good  dif- 
cretion,  that  being  bid  to  ask  what  he  would  of  the  King, 
dedred  he  might  know  none  of  his  Secrets.     Now  do  I  fee 
be  had  fome  reafon  for  it :  For  if  a  King  bid  a  Man  be  a  Vil- 
lain, he  is  bound  by  the  Indenture  of  his  Oath  to  be  one* 
Hulht,  here  come  the  Lords  of  Tjre. 
Enter  Hellicanus,  Efcanes,  with  other  Lords  of  Tyre, 
Hell.  You  (hall  not  need,  my  Fellow- Peers  oiTyre^ 
Further  to  queftion  me  of  your  King's  departure. 
His  feal'd  Commiflion  left  in  truft  with  me,  i 

Doth  fpeak  fufficiently,  he's  gone  to  traveL  ] 

ThaL  How,  the  King  gone  ?  j 

HelL  If  further  yet  you  will  be  fatisfied,  .1 

Why  ( as  it  were  unlicensed  of  your  loves  ) 
He  would  depart?  Til  give  fome  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  jintioeh 

Thai.  What  from  Antioch  ? 

Hell.  Royal  jinttochus  (on  whatcaufe  I  know  not) 
Took  fome  difpleafure  at  him,  at  leaft  he  judg*d  fo: 
And  doubting  that  he  had  erred  or  finned. 
To  (hew  his  forrow,  he  would  correS  himfelf; 
So  puts  himfelf  unto  the  Shipman*s  toyl, 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  Life  or  Death. 

Thai.  Well,  I  perceive  I  (hall  not  be  hang'd  now,  ai-  1 
though  I  would;  but  (ince  he's  gone,  the  King's  Seas  muft  j 
f^leafe :  he  TcapM  the  Land,  to  peri(h  at  the  Sea :  I'll  pro*  | 
lent  my  fclf.     Poace  to  the  Lords  of  Tyre^ 

HelL   Lord  ThalUrd  from  jintiochns  is  welcome. 
ThaL  From  him  I  come 
With  M3(rige  unto  Princely  Pericles; 
Uur  (incc  my  Landing  I  have  underftood, 
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Your  Lord  hath  betook  bimfelf  to  unknown  Travel% 
My  Meffage  mud  return  from  whence  it  catiie; 

HilL  We  have  no  reafon  to  defire  ir, 
Cbmmended  to  our  Mafter^  not  to  us ; 
Yet  e'er  you  ihall  depart,  this  we  defire. 
As  Friends  to  Afainb^  we  may  Feaft  in  Tjre.         [Exi$iinii 
Enter  Cleon  the  Governer  of  Tliarfus,  mth  Dionyfia' 

dfgd  others.  * 

**  Qe,  My  Dioffffid^  ftiall  we  reft  us  here. 
And  by  relating  Tales  of  others  Griefs, 
^Sce  if 'twill  tea£h  us  to  forget  our  owfi  ? 
'    Di:  That  were  to  blow  at  Fire  in  bopetoquenrc:h  it^ 
who  digs  Hills  becaufe  tkey  do  afpire, 
hrows  down  one  Mountain  to  caft  up  a  brgber : 
my  diftrefled  Lord,  even  fuch  our  Griefs  are, 
e  they're  but  felt^  and  feen  with  MifchiefsEyes, 
lut  like  to  Groves,  being  topt,  they  higher  rife. 
Ck.  O  DionjfiAy 

^ho  waRteth  Food,  and  will  not  fay  be  wants  it^ 
^r  an  conceal  his  Hunger  'till  he  famt(h  { 
Tongues  and  Sorrows  do  found  deep  : 
Woes  into  the  Air,  our  Eyes  to  weep, 
[ill  Tongues  fetch  Breath  that  may  proclaim 
louder,  that  if  HMv'h  (himber*  while 
Creatures  want,  they  may  awake 
ir  helpers  to  comfort  them, 
then  difi^ourfe  our  Woes  felt  feveral  Years, 
wamii^  Breath  to  fpeak»  help  me  ^i^itfa  Teanr. 
IWa.  rU  do  my  beft.  Sir. 
Cle.ThisThMr/kSi  o'er  which  Pve  the  Government, 
City,  on  whom  Plenty  hekl  full  Hand, 
Riches  ftrew'd  her  folf  even  in  the  Streets, 

Towers  bore  heads  fo  high,  they  kift  the  Clouds,' 
Strangers  ne*er  beheld,  but  wondered  at ; 
Men  aad  Dames  fo  jetted  and  adbrn'd, 
one  anodiers  61a6  to  trim  them  by ; 
ir  Tables  were  ftor'd  AiU,  to  gfed  the  fight, 
'  not  lb  much  to  feed-  on,  as  delight. 
Poverty  was  fcorn'd,  and  Pride  Co  greats 
Name  of  Help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 
-  Oh  'tis  true.      '  . 
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Cle.  But  fee  what  Heav'n  can  do  by  thi^  6ur  Gbtnge  \ 
Thefe  Mouths»  who  but  of  late,  £arth>  S^^  amd  Air» 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  pleafe,       - 
Althougk  they  gave  their  Creatures  in  abundance ;. 
As  Houfes  are  defil'd  for  wane  of  ufe^ 
They  are  now  ftarv'd  for  want  of  Exercife  r 
Thole  Pallats^^  who,  not  yet  to  favers  younger,^ 
Muft  have  Inventions  to  delight  the  Tafte, 
Would  now  be  glad  of  Bread,  and  beg  for  il; 
Thefe  Mothers  who  to  nouzle  up  their  Babes, 
Thought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now. 
To  eat  thofe  little  Darlings  whom  they  lov'd. 
So  ihaip  are  hungers  Teeth,,  that  Man  and  Wife,^ 
Draw  Lots  who  firft  Ihall  c^e  to  lengthen  Life. 
Here  ftands  a  Lord,  and  there  a  Lady  weepings 
Mere  many  fink,  yet  thofe  which  fee  them  fall. 
Have  fcarce  Strength  left  to  give  them  BuriaL 
Is  not  this  true  ?'  .         ^ 

Dh.  Our  Cheeks  and  hollow  £yes  do  wknefs  iu 
Cle.  O  let  thofe  Cities  that  of  Plenty's  Cup^ 
And  her  Profperities  fb  largely  tafi» 
'  With  their  fuperfluous  Riots  hear  thefe  Tears  y 
The  Mifery  of  Tharfus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  LQrd\ 
Lord.  Where's  the  Lord  Governor  I, 
Cle.  Here,  fpeak  out  thy  Sorrows,  which  thou  brin 
in  hafte,  for  Comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  exped* 

Lord.  We  have  defcried,  upon  our  neighbouring  SI 
A  portly  (ail  of  Ships  make  hitherward. 

Cle.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  Sorrow  gever  comes  but  brings  an  Hcir^ 
That  may  fucceed  as  his  Inheritor  : 
And  fo  in. ours :  Some  neighbouring  Nation^ 
Taking  Advantage  of  our  Mifeiy, 
That  ftuft  the  hollow  Vcijels  with  their  Pow*N 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already». 
And  make  a  Conquefi  of  unhappy  me. 
Whereas  no  Glory  is  got  to  overcome. 

Lord.  That's  the  Icaft  Fean 
For  by  the  femblance  of  their  Flags  difplaid; 
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They  bring  us  Peace,  and  come  to  us  as  Favourers^ 
Not  as  Foes. 

Clc.  Thou  fpeak'ft  like  Hymns  uatutor'd  to  repeat^ 
H^o  makss  the  faircjt  Sheyj/^  means  moft  Deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  wiU,  and  what  they  csn» 
What  need  we  fear,  the  Ground's  the  loweft. 
And  we  are  half  way  there :  Go  tell  their  General  we  at^ 

tend  him  here, 
To  know  for  what  he  come$>  and  whence  he  comes^ 
And  what  he  craves. 
Lord.  I  go,  my  Lord. 

Qe.  Welcome  is  Peace,  if  he  on  Peace  confift ; 
If  Wars,  we  are  unable  to  refift.   , 

Enter  Pericles  with  Attendants. 
Per.  Lord  Governor,  for  fo  we  hear  you  arc, 
[Let  not  our  Ships  and  number  of  our  Men, 
Be  like  a  Beacon  fir'd,  to  amaze  your  Eyes, 
We've  heard  your  Miferies  as  far  as  Tjre^ 
"nd  feen  the  Defolation  of  your  Streets: 
for  come  we  to.  add  Sorrow  to  your  Tears, 
ut  to  releafe  them  of  their  heavy  load, 
thefe  our  Ships,  you  happily  may  think 
like  the  Trojan  Horfe,  was  ftuft  within, 
ith  bloody  Veins  expeding  overthrow, 
ftor'd  with  Corn  to  make  your  needy  Bread, 
give  them  Life,  whom  hunger  ftarv*d  half  dead. 
Omees.  The  Gods  of  Greece  proteft  you^ 
id  we'll  pray  for  you. 
Per.  Arife,  I  pray  you,  arife; 
c  do  not  look  for  Reverence,  but  for  Love, 
KJ  harbourage  for  our  felf,  our  Ships,  and  Men. 
Qi.  The  which  when  any  (hall  not  gratifie, . 
pay  you  with  Unthankfulnefs  in  Thought, 
it  our  Wives,  our  Children,  or  our  felves, 
Curfe  of  Heaven  and  Men  fucceed  their  Evils : 
when,  N  the  which,  I  hope,  (hallne*er  be  feen, 
our  Grace  is  welcome  to  out  Town  and  us. 
Per.  Which  welcome  we'll  accept,  Feaft  here  a  while,   - 
'ttil  our  Stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  Smile.  [^Exenni. 
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ACT    II.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

Enter  Gower. 

Gow.TT£r*  have  joufcen  a  mighty  King^ 

XI  His  Child^  I  wlSi  to  Inceft  bring  .' 
A  bitter  Prince  and  benign  Lord^ 
That  will  f  rave  awful  both  in  Deed  and  Word. 
Be  qmiet  then^  as  Men  Jhould  be^ 
ir$U  be  hath  fafi  Neceffitj : 
J'UJbewjM  thofi  in  Troubles  Reign^ 
Lofing  a  Mite,  a  Mountain  gain  : 
The  Good  in  Couverfation^ 
To  whom  I  pve  my  Beniz^on, 
Is  fiill  at  Tharfus,  where  each  Man 
Thinkf  all  is  writ  hejpoken  can : 
And  to  remember  wh^t  he  does^ 
Bftild  his  Statue  to  makff  him  glorious : 
But  Tjdings  to  the  contrary^ 
Are  brought  f  jour  Ejes^  what  needfpeal^I. 

Dttmb  Show* 

Enter  at  one  Door  Pericles  ttlking  with  Cleon^  all  the 

with  thcDii  Enter  at  another  Door*  a  Gentleman 

Letter  toPm'c/fi;  Pericles  ihews  the  Letter  to  Oeoi 

cles  gives  the  Meflenger  a  Reward,  and  Knights  I 

[^Exit  Pericles  at  one  Door^  and  Cleon  at  a 

Good  Hellican  that  ftaid  at  home^ 

Not  to  eat.  Honey,  likf  a  Drone^ 

From  others  (^ottrs;  for  though  hefirive 

To  kflkn  bad^  kfep  good  alive : 

And  to  fulfil  his  Princes  Defire, 

Sav'd  one  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre: 

How  ThaJliard  came  full  bent  with  Sini 

And  bad  intent  to  murther  him ; 

Au4  that  in  Tharfus  was  not  befi^ 

Letter  for  him  to  make  his  refi : 

He  doing /o^  put  forth  to  Seas^ 

Where  when  Men  hin^  there  s  feldom  Eafe^ 
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Ar  fuw  the  Wind  begins  to  bhw^ 
Vmndtr  abwe^  and  Deeps  helow^ 
Mdkgs  fuch  unqtiiet^  that  the  Ship 
punld  Houfe  him  fafe^  is  wracks  dndfpUu 
Jbd  he,  good  Prince^  having  all  lofij 
Bj  Waves,  from  Coafi  to  Coafi  is  tofi : 
MPeriJbenofMan,  of  Pelf 
Ne  OHght  efiafen*d  but  himfelf; 
Till  Fortune  tird  with  doing  bad^ 
Threw  him  a /bore  to  give  him  gUdi 
^ here  he  comes ;  what  jhallbe  next^ 
fardom  old  Gower,  thus  Un£s  the  Text. 

■V- 

£»r^r*PericIes  wet. 
Per.  Yet  ceafe  your  Ire,  you  angry  Stirs  of  Heav^ii» 
fViody  RaiUf  and  Thunder;  remember  earthly  Man 
;Ii  but  a  Subftance  that  muft  yield  to  you : 
And  I^  as  fits  my  Nature,  do  obey  you. 
AI1S9  the  Seas  hath  cafl  me  on  the  Rockst 
Wadit  me  from  Shore  to  Shore>  aod  left  my  Breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  enfuing  Death ; 
it  fuffice  the  greatnefs  of  your  Powers, 
have  bereft  a  Prince  of  all  his  Fortunes* 
having  thrown  him  from  your  watry  @rave> 
to  have  Death  in  Peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 

Enter  three  Fijhermen. 
iFijb.  What,  topelch? 
2  Fijb.  Ha>  come  and  bring  away  the  Nets. 
1  Fijh.  What  patch  Breech,  I  fay. 
}  FiJb.  What  fay  you.  Matter  ? 
I  Fijb.  Look  how  thou  flirreft  now. 
Come  away,  or  TU  fetch  thee  with  a  Wannion. 

}  Fijb.  Faith»  Mafter,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor  Men 
Tint  were  caft  away  before  us,  even  now. 

I  Fijb.  Alas,  poor  Souls,  it  griev'd  my  Heart  to  hear 
What  pitiful  Cries  they  made  to  us,  to  help  them, 
When,  well-a*day,  we  could  fcarcely  help  ocu:  felves. 

;  Fijb.  Nay,  Mafter,  faid  not  I  as  much. 
When  I  faw  the  Porpus  how  he  bounced  and  tumbled  I 
they  fay,  they  are  half  Fifli,  half  Flefti ; 

PPI^ue  oil  them,  they  ne'er  come  but  I  look  to  be  wafht. 
O  5  MafkctT 
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Mafter,  I  marvel  how  the  Fiihes  live  in  the  Sea  } 

I.  Fi/h.  Why,  as  Men  do  a  Land, 
The  great  ones  eat  up  the  little  ones : 
I  can  compare  our  rich  Mifers,  to  nothing  fo  fitly 
As  to  a  Whale  ;  he  plays  and  tumbles. 
Driving  the  poor  Fry  before  him. 
And  at  laft  devours  them  all  at  a  Mouthful. 
Such  Whales  have  I  heard  on  a'th  Land, 
Who  never  leave  gaping,  'till  they  fwallow'd 
The  whole  Parifb,  Church,  Steeple,  Bells  and  all. 

Per.  A  pretty  Moral. 

3  Fijb.  But,  Mafter,  if  I  had  been  the  Sexton ; 
I  would  have  been  that  Day  in  the  Belfrey. 

2  Fijb.  Why,  Man  ?  • 

;  Fijb.  Becaufe  he  fhouldhavefwallow'dmccoo; 
And  when  I  had  been  in  his  Belly, 
I  would  have  kept  fuch  a  jangling  of  the  Bells, 
That  he  fhould  never  have  left, 
'Till  he  caft  Bells,  Steeple,  Church  and  Parifli  up  agait 
But  if  the  good  King  Sjmpmdei  were  pf  my  mind. 

Per.  Sjmonides? 

5  Fijh.  We  would  purge  the  Land  of  thefe  Drones, 
That  rob  the  Bee  of  her  Honey. 

Per.  How  from  the  fenny  fubjcft  of  the  Sea^ 
Thefe  Fiftiers  tell  the  Infirmities  of  Men, 
And  from  their  watry  Empire  recoiled. 
All  that  may  Men  approve,  or  Men  deted. 
Peace  be  at  your  Labour,  honeft  Fiihermen. 

%  Fijh.  Honeft,  good  Fellow,  what's  that.  If  it  be  a 
fits  you. 
Search  out  of  the  Kalender,  and  no  body  look  after  it  \ 

Per.  Y-may  fee  the  Sea  hath  caft  me  upon  your  Cos 

2  Fifh.  What  a  drunken  Knave  was  the  Sea, 
To  caft  thee  in  our  way« 

Per.  A  Man  whom  both  the  Waters  and  the  Wind, 
In  that  vaft  Tennis-Court,  hath  made  the  Ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  intreats  you  pity  him : 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  us*d  to  beg. 

1  F%ft>.  No,  Friend,  cannot  you  beg  ? 
Here's  them  in  our  Country  of  Greece^ 
Cet  more  with  Begging,  than  we  can  do  with  Woifki 
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z  Fijh.  Canft  thou  catch  any  Fiflies  then  ?     ' 

Fer.  I  never  praftis'd  it. 

2  Fijh.  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  ftarvc  fure ;  for  here's  no- 
dung  CO  be  got  now-a^days,  unlefs  thou  canft  fi(h  for*t. 

ftr.  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to  know ; 
Bat  what  I  atm.  Want  teaches  me  to  think  on  ; 
A  Man  thronged  up  with  Cold,  my  ^Vcins  are  chill,<^ 
Aod  have  no  more  of  Ltfe>  than  may  fuffice 
To  give  my  Tongue  that  heat  to  ask  y^ur  help : 
Which  if  you  ihall  refufe,  when  I  am  dead. 
For  that  I  am  a  Man,  pray  fee  me  buried. 

1  Fijh.  Die  ko*tha,  now  Gods  forbid,  I  hate  a  Gown  here, 
cone  put  it  on,  keep  thee  wairm ;  now  afore  me  a  handfome 
Mow:  Come,  thou  (halt  go  home*  and  we'll  have  FleHi 
ferall  Day,  Fi(h  for  fafting  Days  and  more;  or  Puddings 
and  Flap-jacks,  and  thou  (halt  be  welcome. 

ter.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

2  Fijb.  Hark  you,'  my  Friend,  you  faid  you  could  not  beg« 
Perm  I  did  but  crave. 

1  Fiflf.  But  crave?  then  Pll  turn  Craver  too. 
And  fo  I  (hall  fcape  whipping.  *  ' 

Per.  Why,  are  all  your  Beggars  whipt  then? 

z  Fijb.  Oh  not  all,  my  Friend,  not  all ;  for  if  all  your 
Beggars  were  whipr,  I  would  wi(h  no  better  Office,  than 
10  be  Beadle.    But,  Mafter,  Til  go  draw  the  Net. 

Per.  How  well  this  honeft  Mirth  becomes  their  Labour? 

I  Ftjh.  Hark  you.  Sir,  do  you  know  where  ye  are  ? 

Per.  Not  well. 

I  Fifh.  I  tell  you,  this  is  called  Pant4poHsy 
And  our  King,  the  good  Symonides. 

Per.  The  good  King  Symonides,  do  you  call  him  ? 

t  Fijh.  Ay,  Sir,  and  he  deferves  fo  to  be*call'd. 
For  his  peaceable  Reign,  and  good  Government. 

Per.  He  is  a  happy  King,  fince  he  gains  from 
His  Subje&s,  the  name  of  gdod,  by  his  Go vernment. 
How  far  is  his  Court  diftant  from  this  Shore  ? 

I  Fiftf.  Marry,  Sir,  half  a  Day's  Journey  ;  and  I'll  tell 
you,  he  hath  a  fair  Daughter,  and  to  morrow  is  hev  Birth- 
ixy,  and  there  are  Princes  and  Knights  come  fcpm  all  parts  of 
Ac  World,  to  Juft  and  Turney  for  her  Love. 

Per.  Were  my  Fortunes  equal  to  my  Defires, 

O4 
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I  could  wifh  to  make  one  there. 

2  Fijb.  Oh  Sir,  things  muft  be  as  they  may;  and  wl 
Man  cannot  get*  he  may  lawfully  deal  for  his  Wife's  S< 
EMtcr  the  two  Fijb€r''men  drawing  tip  4  Net. 

%  Fijb.  Help,  Mafter,  help,  here's  a  Fifli  hangs  in  the! 
like  a  poor  Man's  Right  in  the  Law, 'twill  hardly  come  out 
bots  on%  ti^  come  at  laft,  and  'tis  turned  to  a  rufly  Ar 

Per.  An  Armo/,  Frietjds  I  I  pray  you  let  meJee  it. 
Thanks,  Fortune,  y^t  that  after  all  CrofTes, 
.Thpu  giv'fl  me  fomcwhat  to  repair  my  felf ; 
And  though  it  was  mine  own,  parcpf  mine  Heritage, 
Which  my  detd  Father  did  bequeath  to  me. 
With  this  Arid  Charge,  even  as  he  left  his  Life: 
Keep  it,  my  PfricUsj  it  hath  been  a  Shield 
^Twixt  me  and  Death;  and  pointed  to  this  Brayfe ; 
For  that  it  fav'd  me;  keep  it  in  like  neceility; 
The  which  the  Gods  proted  thee,  Fame  may  defend  chec. 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  fo  dearly  lov'd  ir, 
'Till  the  rough  Seas,  that  fpares  not  any  Man, 
Took  it  in  rage,  though  calm'd  hath  given 't  again : 
I  thank  thee  for  t,  my  Ship  wrack  now's  no  ill. 
Since  I  have  here  my  Father's  Gift  in's  Wi]]. 

I  Fi/b.  What  mean  you.  Sir  ? 

Per.  To  beg  of  you,  kind  Friends,  this  Coat  of  Wor 
For  it  was  fometime  Target  to  a  King, 
I  know  it  by  this  Mark;  be  lov'd  me  dearly. 
And  for  his  fake,  I  wi(h  the  having  of  it ; 
And  that  you*d  guide  me  toyourSoveraign's  Court, 
Where  with  it  I  may  appear  a  Gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  Fortune's  better, 
I'll  pay  your  Bounties;  *tiU  then  reft  your  Debtor. 

I  FiJb.  Why,  wilt  thou  tunqey  for  the  Lady  ? 

Per.  ril  /hew  the  veitue  I  have  born  in  Arms. 

1  Fifb.  Why,  take  it,  and  the  Gods  give  thee  good 

2  FiJb.  But  hark  you,  my  Friend,  'twas-  we  that  mad 
this  Garment  through  the  rough  Seams  of  the  Waters;  t 
are  certain  Condolements,  certain  Vails ;  I  hope,  Sir,  if 
Thrive,  you'll  remember  from  whence  you  had  thenu 

Per.  Believe  it  I  will; 
By  your  furtherance  I  am  cloath'd  in  Steel, 
And  rpight  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  Sea, 
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This  Jewel  holds  his  building  on  my  Arm  ; 

Unro  thy  valiw  I  will  mount  my  feJf 

Upon  a  Couffer,  whofe  delighttul  fteps» 

Shall  make  the  Gazer  joy  to  fee  him  tread  : 

Only,  my  Friend*  I  yet  am  unprovided  of  a  pair  of  BafeSt 

2  Fijb^  We'll  fare  provide,  thou  ihaJt  haire 
My  beft  Gown  to  make  thee  a  pair ; 
Aod  I'll  bring  thee  to  the  Court  my  felf. 

Per.  Then  Honour  be  but  a  Goal  to  my  Will, 
This  Day  111  rife,  or  eUe'add  ill  to  ill.  lExeuMt. 

Emer  Symonjdes  with  jittend^ints^  Mnd  Thaiia* 
King.  Are  the  Knights  ready  to  begin  the  Triumph  I 
I  Lord.  They  are,  my  Liege,  and  ftay  your  coming. 
To  prefent  themfelves. 

King.  Return   them ;   we  are  ready*  and  our  Daughter 
lo  Honour  of  whofe  Birth,  thefe  Triumphs  are,  L'^^reji 

Sits  here  like  Beauty's  Child,  whom  Nature  gat. 
For  Men  to  fee,*  and  feeing  wonder  at. 
^    Thai.  It  pleafeth  you,  my  royal  Father,  to  exprefs 
'  My  Commendations  great,  whole  Merit's  Icfs. 

Kini,  It's  fit  it  ftiould  be  fo;  for  Princes  are 
.A  Model  which  Heav'n  makes  like  it  felf: 
.  As  Jewels  lofe  their  Glory,  ifneglcded, 
j  So  Princes  their  Renowns,  if  not  refpeftetf, 
ITis  now  your  Honour,^  Daughter,  to  entertain 
The  Labour  of  each  Knight,  in  his  Device. 
Thai.  Which  to  preferve  mine  Honour,  Til  perform, 

[Thefirfi  Knight  pafes  bj. 
King.  Who  is  the  firft  that  doth  prefer  himfdf? 
Thai.  A  Knight  of  Sparta^  my  renowned  Father, 
Aod  the  Device  he  bears  upon  his  Shield, 
hz  black  ^thiop  reaching  at  the  Sun  ; 
The  word.  Lux  ma  vita  mihi. 
Khg.  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds  his  Life  of  you. 

[Thefecond  Knight. 
Who  is  the  (econdj  that  prcfentshimfelf  ? 

Thai.  A  Prince  of  Macedon^  my  royal  Father^ 
And  the  Device  he  bears  upon  his  Shield, 
b  ao  arm'd  Knight,  that's  conquered  by  a  Lady. 
The  Motto  thus  in  Sf^mjh^  PuePirdoUers  kgeferfirfa. 

[The  third  Knight. 
ISng.  And  whafs  the  third  ?  Tboi.  j 
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Thai.  The  third  of  Amioch ;  aflfd  his  Device 
*A  wreath  of  Chivalry;  the  word,  Mtf^mfej  jnrovexit aftx 

[The' fourth  Kniik 

King.  What  is  the  Fourth  ? 

Thai.  A  burning  Torch  that's  turned  upfide  down ; 
,The  word,  Qui  me  ality  me  extinguit. 

King.  Which  (hews  that  Beauty  hath  his  Power  and  Will. 
Which  can  as  well  enjBame,  as  it  can  ki!L 

\T he  fifth  Kmihu 

Thai.  The  fifth,  an  Hand  envfroned  with  Clouds, 
Holding  out  Gold,  that's  by  the  Touch-ftone  try*d : 
fThe  Motto  thus.  Sic  fpeUanda  fides. 

[Tbefixth  Km^ht. 

King.  And  what's  the  fixth  and  laft,  the  which  the 
Kntghc  himfelf  with  fuch  a  graceful  Courtefie  delivered  ? 

Thai.  He  feems  to  be  a  Stranger  ;  but  hisPrefent  i^ 
A  withered  Branch^  that's  only  green  at  top  f 
The  Motto,  In  hac  Jpe  vivo.  * 

Kingf  A  pretty  Moral ; 
Frooi  the  dejeded  State  wherein  he  is, 
Jie  hopes  by  you  his  Fortunes  yet  may  dourt(h. 

I  Lord.  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his  outward  Shew 
Can  any  way  fpeak.in  his  jufl:  commend : 
For,  by  his  rufty  outfide,  he  appears 
To^ave  praftis'd  more  the  Whipftock  than  the  Lance. 

z  Lord.  He  well  may  be  a  Stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honoured  Triumph  ftrangely  furnifti'd. 

5  Lord.  And  on  fet  purpofe  let  hi^  Armour  ruft 
Until  this  Day,  to  fcowre  it  in  the  Duft. 

King.  Opinion's  but  a  Fool,  that  makes  us  fcan 
TChe  outward  Habit  by  the  inward  Man. 
But  Qsy,  the  Knights  are  coming, 
,We  will  withdraw  into  the  Gallery,  lExenrn 

[Great  ShoHtSj  and  all  cry^  The  mean  Kmgkt 
Enter  the  King  and  Knights  from  Tilting. 

King.  Knights,  to  fay  you're  welcome,  were  iuper6uous. 
To  place  upon  the  Volumn  of  your  Deeds, 
As  in  a  Title  Page,  your  worth  in  Arms> 
Were  more  than  you  exped,  or  more  than's  fir, 
Since  every  worth  in  ihew  comn^ends  it  felf ; 

Prepai 
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Prepare  for  Mirth,  for  Mirth  comes  at  a  Fcaft. 

You  arc  Princes,  and  my  Guefts. 
Thai.  But  you,  my  Knight  and  Gueft, 

To  whom  this  Wreath  of  Vidory  I  give. 

And  Crown  you  King  of  this  Day's  happincls. 
tir.  'Tis  more  by  Fortune,  Lady,  than  by  Merit, 
King.  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the  Day  is  your«^ 

And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it. 

Id  framing  an  Artift,  Art  hath  thus  decreed, 

To  make  fome  good,  but  others  to  exceed, 

■  And  you  her  laboured  Scholar:  Come,  Queen  o*th-  Feaft,  - 
For,  Daughter,  fo  you  are,  here  take  your  Place : 
Martial  the  reft,  as  thy  deferve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honour'd  much  by  good  Sjmpnides. 
King.  Your  Prefence  glads  our  Days,  Honour  we  love. 
For  who  hates  Honour,  hates  the  Gods  above. 
Marjh.  Sir,  yonder  is  your  Place. 
Per.  Some  other  is  more  fir. 
I  Knight.  Contend  not.  Sir,  for  we  are  Gentltmen, 
That  neither  in  bur  Hearts,  nor  outward  Eyes, 
Envy  the  Great,  nor  do  the  Low  defpife. 
Per.  You  are  right  courteous  Knights. 
King.  Sit,  fir,  fit. 
By  Jove^  I  wonder,  that  is  King  of  Thoughts, 
Thefe  Gates  refift  me,  he  not  thought  upon. 
VMi.  By  Jnno^  that  is  Queen  of  Marriage, 
^  All  Viands  that  I  eat  do  feem  unfavoury, 
;  Wifliing  him  my  Meat;  fure  he's  a  gallant  Gentleman. 
j      King.  He's  but  a  Country  Gentleman  ;  has  done  no  more 

■  Than  other  Knights  have  done,  has  broken  a  Staff, 
Orfo;  let  itpafs. 

Thai.  To  me  he  feems  a  Diamond  to  Glafs. 

Per.  Yon  King's  to  me,  like  to  my  Father's  Pifturcv 
Which  tells  me  in  that  Glory  once  he  was. 
And  Princes  fat  hke  Stars  about  his  Throne, 
And  he  the  Sun,  for  them  to  reverence ; 
None  that  behefd  him,  but  like  lefler  Lights, 
Did  vail  their  Crowns  to  his  Supremacy ; 
Where  now  his  Son,  like  a  Glo-worm  in  the  Night, 
The  which  hath  Fire  in  Darknefs,  none  in  Light; 
t  Whereby  I  fee  that  Time's  the  King  of  Men, 


i8tf8         Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. 

For  he's  their  Parents*  and  he  is  their  Grave, 
£knd  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crivtf 

King.  Whar^  are  you  merry.  Knights  ? 

Knights.  Who  can  be  other  in  this  Royal  Prefence? 

King.  Here,  with  a  Cup  that's  fiirr'd  unto  the  brim^ 
As  you  do  love,  fill  t^  your  Mifirefs  Lips, 
We  drink  this  Health  to  you. 

Knights.  We  thank  your  Grace. 

King.  Yet  paufe  a  while, 
(Yon  Knight  doth  fit  too  melancholy, 
'As  if  the  Entertainment  in  our  Court, 
Had  not  a  (hew  might  countervail  his  worlfa. 
Note  it  not  you,  Thaifa  ? 

Thai.  What  is*t  to  me,  my  Father  ? 

Xlwg*  O,  attend,  my  Daughter, 
Princes,  in  this,  ihouid  live  like  Gods  above. 
Who  freely  give  to  every  ore  that  come  to  honour  ihcm; 
And  Princes  not  doing  fo,  are  like  td  Gnats, 
Which  make  a  found,  but  kilPd  are  wondred  at : 
Therefore  to  make  his  entrance  now  more  fweet* 
Here  fay  we  drink  this  ftanding  Bowl  of  Wine  to  h\v^ 

Thai.  Alas,  my  Father,  it  befits  not  me, 
TUnto  a  ftranger  Knight  to  be  fo  bold. 
He  may  my  Proffer  take  for  an  Offence, 
Since  Men  take  Womens  Gifts  for  Impudence, 

King.  How  !  do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you'll  move  me  elfe. 

Thai.  Now,  by  the  Gods,  he  could  not  pleafe  me  btt^* 

King.  And  furthermore  tell  him. 
We  defire  to  know  of  him. 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  Name  and  Parentage. 

Thai.  The  King  my  Father,  Sir,  hath  drunk  to  you. 

^er»  I  thank  him. 

Thai.  Wifhing  it  fo  much  Blood  unto  vour  Life. 

Ter.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  fteely* 

Tbai.  And  further  be  defires  to  know  of  you^ 
Of  whence  you  are,  yaur  Name  and  Parentage. 

PiT.  A  Gentleman  of  Tjre,  my  Name  PericUs, 
My  Education  been  in  Arts  and  Arms, 
Who  looking  for  Adventures  in  the  World, 
Was  by  the  rough  Seas  reft  of  Ships  and  Men^ 
'And  after  Sbipwrtck^  driven  upon  this  Share. 

ThuSi 
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Thai.  Hd  thanks  your  Grace;  names  himkli  Perkks, 
A  Gendeman  of  Tyrej  who  only  by  Misfortune  of  the  Scas^ 
Bereft  of  Ships  and  Men^  caft  on  the  Shore. 

Kif$£.  NoW|  by  the  Gods,  I  pity  his  Misfortune, 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  Melancholy* 
Come,  Gentlemen,  we  fit  too  long  on  Trifles^ 
And  wafte  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  Revels^ 
Ev'n  in  your  Armors,  as  you  are  addreft. 
Will  very  well  become  a  Soldier's  Dance : 
I  will  not  have  excufe,  with  faying  that 
Loud  Mufick  is  too  har(h  for  Ladies  Heads, 
Since  they  love  Men  in  Arms,  as  well  as  Beds* 

[Thij  dsmci^ 
So,  this  was  well  ask*d,  'twas  well  performed. 
Come,  Str,  here's  a  Lady,  that  wants  breathing  too  : 
And  I  Have  beards  >ou  Knights  of  Tjre^ 
Are  excellent  in  maki^ng  Ladies  trip, 
Arni  that  their  Meafures  are  as  exceMent, 

Per.  In  thofe  that  pradife  them,  they  are,  my  Lord* 

Kifig.  Oh  that's  as  much»  as  you  would  be  deny^d 
Of  your  fair  Courtcfie,  undafp,  unclafp.  C^^  damii 

Thanks,  Geatkmen,  to  all;  all  have  done  well. 
But  you  the  belt.    Pages  and  L^ts,  to  cond»ft 
rhefe  Knightft  imto  their  feveral  Lodgings : 
iTours,  Sir,  we  have  gir'n  order  to  be  next  our  own.' 

Per.  I  am  at  your  Grace's  pleafure. 

King.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  Love» 
M  that's  the  mar^  I  know  you  level  at :    * 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  Reff, 
To  Morrow,  alit  ft>r  fpeeding  do  their  bcft. 

Enfer  Helltcanu^,  and  Efeanes. 

Ifell.  No,  'EfiantSy  know  this  of  me, 
dntiochus  from  Incefl  liv'd  not  free : 
[^or  which,  the  moft  high  Gods  not  minding 
E'Ooger  to  with-hoM  the  Vengeance  that 
Th^  had  in  ftore,  due  to  his  heinous 
Capital  Offence ;  even  in  the  hetghe  and  pride 
3f  all  his  Glory,  when  he  was  feated  in 
i  Chariot  of  an  ineftimable  Values  and  his  Dmgjttei 
^ith  him;  a  Fire  from  Heav*n  ame  and  fhrtvel'd 
If  thofe  Bodies  even  to  loathing,  for  they  fo  fiunk 
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That  all  thofe  Eyes  ador'd  thenf,  e'er  their  falfj^ 
Scorn  now  th«ir  Hand  (hould  give  tbem  EuriaU 

Efca.  It  was  very  ftrange. 

HelL  And  yet  but  Juftic€  ; 
For  though  this  King  were  great. 
His  Greacnefs  was  no  guard  to  bare  Heav'ns  (hafr^ 
By  Sin  had  his  reward. 

E/ca,  'Tis  very  true.  : 

Enter  two  or  three  Lords. 

1  Lord,  See,  not  a  Man  in  private  Conference^ 
Or  Counfel,  hath  refpefl;  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord.  It  Ihail  no  longer  grieve  without  reproofs  | 
J  Lord.  And  curd  be  he  that  will  not  fecond  iti  \ 
I  Lord.  Follow  me  then  :  Lord  HelUcanf  a  word. 

HelL  With  me?  and  welcome,  happy  Day^  my  Lords*  \ 
I  Lord.  Know  that  our  Griefs  are  rifen  to  the  top,  j 

And  now  at  length  they  over-fl3w  their  Banks. 
Hell.  Your  Griefs,  for  what?  wrong  not  your  Prince  you  ] 
.    love. 

1  Lord.   Wrong  not  your  felf  then,  noble  HeUscAn,  j 
But  if  the  Prince  dp  live,  let  us  falute  him. 

Or  know  what  Ground's  made  happy  by  his  Breath: 
If  in  the  World  he  live,  we'll  feek  him  out: 
If  in  his  Grave  he  reft,  we'll  find  him  there. 
And  be  refolv'd,  he  lives  to  govern  us: 
Or  dead,  give's  Caufe  to  mourn  his  Funeral, 
And  leave  us  to  our  free  Eledion* 

2  Lord.  WhoTe  death  indeed,  the  flrongeft  in  our  ceofiut) 
And  knowing  this  Kingdom  is  without  a  Head,  - 
Like  goodly  Buildings  left  without  a  Roof^ 

Soon  fall  to  ruin :  Your  noble  felf. 

That  bed  knows  how  to  rule,  and  how  to  reign. 

We  thus  fubmit  unto  our  Soveraign, 

Omn.  Live,  noble  Hellican. 

HelL  Try  Honours  Caufe;  forbear  your  SuflFrages  : 
If  that  you  love  Prince  Pericles,  forbear : 
(Take  I  your  wi(h,  I  leap  into  the  Seas, 
Where's  hourly  trouble,  for  a  Minutes  eafe,^ 
A  twelve  Month  longer,  let  me  entreat  you 
To  forbear  the  abfence  of  your  King; 

• If 

•*  •! 
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-  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 

(hall  with  aged  Patience  bear  your  Yoke. 

uc  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  Love, 

;o  fearch  like  Nobles,  like  noble  Subjeds, 

itid  in  your  fearch,  fpend  your  adventurous  worth, 

/^hom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return, 

Tou  (hall  like  Diamonds  fit  about  his  Crown. 

I  Lord.  To  Wifdom,  he's  a  Fool  that  will  n«t  yields 
kod  fince  Lord  Hellican  enjoineth  us, 
Vc  with  our  Travels  will  endeavour. 

HeU.  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,  and  we^U  clafp  Hand^ 
Vhen  Peers  thus  knit,  a  Kingdom  ^ver  (lands.      \JEx€mnt^ 

Enter  the  King  reading  ef  a  Letter  at  one  Door^  and  the 

Knights  meet  him, 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Symonides* 

King.  Knights,  from  my  Daughter  this  I  let  you  knowj 
That  for  this  twelve  Month,  (he'll  not  undertake 
I  married  Life :  Her  Reafon  to  her  felf  is  only  known, 
iVhich  yet  from  her  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  accefs  to  her,  my  Lord  ? 
Ksnf.  Faith,  by  no  means,  (he  hath  fo  flri^ly 

TyM  her  to  her  Chamber,  that  'tis  impoffible : 
3iie  twelve  Moons  more  fhe'll  wear  Diands  Livery : 
This  by  the  Eye  ef  Cynthia  hath  flie  vow'd, 
Ind  on  her  Virgin  honour  will  not  break. 

5  Knight.  Loth  to  bid  farewel,  we  take  our  leaveSt  {Exe^ 

King.  So,  they  are  well  difpatch*d, 
Kow  to  my  Daughter's  Letter;  ihe  tells  me  here, 
She'll  wed  the  ftranger  Knight, 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  Day  nor  Light. 
*Tis  well,  Miftrefs,  your  choice  agrees  with  minei 
t  like  that  well;  nay,  how  abfblute  (he's  in*tj 
Kot  minding  whetner  I  diflike  or  no. 
Wdl,  I  do  commend  her  choice,  and  will  no  longer 
Have  it  be  delay 'd :  Soft,  here  he  comes, 
I  muft  diiTemble  iu 

Enter  Pericles. 

^*  All  Fortune  to  the  good  Sjmontdes. 

King.  To  you  as  much:  Sir,  I  am  beholding  to  yotf, 
t^or  your  fweet  Mufick  this  laft  Night : 
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I  do  proteft,  my  Ears  were  never  fed 
With  fuch  delightful  pleafing  Harmony. 

Per.  If  is  your  Grace's  Pleafurc  to  commend^ 
Not  my  Defcrt. 

King.  Sir,  you  are  Mufick's  Mafter. 

Per.  The  woril  of  all  her  Scholars,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Let  me  ask  you  one  thing. 
What  do  you  chink  of  my  Daughter,  Sir  ? 

Per.  A  moft  virtuous  Princefs.  ^ 

Kifig.  And  (he's  fair  too,  is  (he  not  ? 

Per.  As  a  fair  Day  in  Summer:  Wondrous  Fair. 

i&*^.  Sir,  my  Daughter  thinks  very  well  of  you^ 
I  fa  well,  that  you  mufl  be  her  Mader, 
And  (he  will  be  your  Scholar;  therefore  locA  to  it. 

Per.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  her  ISchool-mafter. 

K$^.  She  thinks  not  fo,  perufe  this  writing  elfe. 

Per.  What's  here,  a  Letter^ 
Tnat  ftie  loves  the  Knight  of  Tyre  ? 
'Tis  the  King's  Subtilty  to  have  my  Life : 
D 1  feek  not  to  in  trap  me,  gracious  Lord, 
A  Stranger  and  diilre(Ted  Gefltleman, 
Tnat  never  aim'd  fo  high  to  love  your  Daughter, 
But  bent  all  Ofnces  to  honour  her. 

Ki»g    Thou  haft  bcwtch'd  my  Daughter, 
And  thou  art  a  Villain. 

Per..  By  the  Gods  I  have  not ; 
Never  did  thought  of  miiie  levy  Offence; 
Nor  never  did  my  Adions  yet  commence 
A  Deed  might  gain  her  Love,  or  your  Difpleafiire. 

King.  Traitor,  thou  lieft. 

Per.  Tpaitori 

King.  Ay,  Traitor, 

Per.  Even  in  his  Throat,  unlefs  it  be  a  King, 
That  calls  me  Traiton,  I  revim  the  Liei 

King.  Now  by  the  Gods  I  do  applaud  his  Couirage. 

Per.  My  A6Hons  are  as  noble  as  my  Thoughts, 
That  never  relifli'dof  a  bafe  Defcent: 
I  came  unto  the  Coui?t  for  Honour's  Caufer 
And  no€  ta  be  a  Rebel  to  her  State: 
And  he  that  otherwife  accounts  of  me» 
This  Swrord  ihall  provci  he's  Honour's  Enemy. 
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King.  No?  here  comes  my  Daughter*  (he  caa  wiuiefi  iC 

Enfer  Th^ifa. 
Per.  Then  as  you  are  as  Virtuous*  as  Fair« 
ifolve  your  ^ngry  Father,  if  my  Toogue 
d  e*er  (bllicit,  or  my  Hand  fubfcribe 
^  any  SyllaUc  that  inade  love  to  you! 
Thai.  Why,  Sir^  you  had,  who  takes  offence, 

that  would  marine  ghul  i 
Kif^.  Yea,  Miftrefs,  are  you  fo  peremptory  i 
m  glad  of  it  with  all  my  Heart.  [jtfidii 

tame  you,  Til  bring  you  in  fubjeAion* 
]]  you,  not  havii^  my  Confent, 
ftow  your  Love  and  your  AfFedions 
>on  a  Stranger?  who,  for  ought  I  koow^  \^^4fi^^^ 

y  bc>  nor  can  I  think  the  contrary^ 

great  in  Blood  as  I  my  felf. 
lerefore  hear  you,  Miftrefs,  either  frame 
mr  Will  to  mine;  and  you,  Sir,  hear  you, 
ther  be  rul*d  by  me,  or  Til  make  you 
an  and  Wife ;  nay,  come,  your  Hands 
id  Lips  muft  feal  it  too:  And  being  join*d, 
I  thus  your  hopes  deftroy,  and  for  further  Grie^ 
od  give  you  Joy;'  what,  are  you  both  pkas'di 
Thai.  Yes,  if  you  love  me.  Sir. 

Per.  Ev'n  as  my  Life,  or  Blood  that  foftess  it. 

King.  What,  are  you  both  agreed  ? 

Amb.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  Majefty. 

King.  It  pleafeth  me  fo  well,  that  I  will  fee  you  wed»' 
kod  then  with  what  hafte  you  can,  get  you  to  Bed. 

Enter  Gawcr. 
Knv  jJUep  flaked  hath  the  roHt^ 
No  din  t>Ht  Jhores  about  the  Houje^ 
Made  louder  by  the  oer^fee  Beafi^ 
Of  this  moft  fomfons  Marriage  Teafi: 
Voe  Cat  with  ojne  of  bterning  Coal^ 
New  couches  from  the  Moufes  hole; 
jtnd  Cricket  Sing  at  the  Ovens  Month,  ) 

Are  the  blither  for  their  Drouth  ••  ^ 

Hymen  hath  brought  the  Bride  to  Bod^         ^ 
Wiere^  by  the  hfs  of  Msidenhedd^ 
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A  Bah  n  mouUedj  bj  atteru^ 
jini  time  thM  is  fi  hriefij  Jfent^ 
With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  each^ 
What's  dumb  in  Jheyv^  ril  plain  with  Speech. 

Enter  Pericles  and  Sjmonides  at  one  Door  with  Attenda 
Meflenger  meets  them,  kneels*  andjguves  Pericles  \ 
ter,  Pericles  fliews  it  Sjmonides^  thexords  kneel  to 
then  enter  Thaifa  with  Child,  with  Ljchorida  a  1 
jthe  King  ihews  her  the  Letter,  fhe  rejoices :  She  ai 
rides  take  leave  of  her  Father,  and  depart. 

By  many  a  dearn  and  painful  pearch 

Qf  PerideSy  the  careful  fearch^  , 

"By  the  four  oppofing  Grignes^ 

Jrhich  the  Werld  together  jojnef^ 

Is  made  with  aU  dtse  diligence^ 

That  Horfe  and  Saiiy  and  high  Expence^ 

Can  Jleed  the  quejt  at  lajtfrom  Tyre, 

Fame  anjivering  the  mefi  firange  Enquire^ 

To  th*  Court  of  King  Symonides, 

Ate  Letters  br ought » the  ten&ur^  thefim 

Antiochus  nW  his  Daughter's  dead,  . 

The  Men  of  TyruSf  on  the  Head 

Of  HcUicanus  would  fet  on 

The  Crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none  : 

The  mutiny  he  there  haftes  iopprefsj 

Sayes  to  them,  if  King  Pericles 

dme  not  home  in  twice  fix  MoonSy 

He,  obedient  to  their  doomSj 

Will  take  the  Crown  :  The  fum  of  this 

Brought  hither  to  Pentapolif, 

Irony  fked  the  Regions  roUndy 

And  every  one  with  claps  ckn  found. 

Our  Heir  apparent  is  a  King  : 

Who  dreamtl  who  thought  offuch  a  tUng  I 

Brief y  he  mufi  hence  depart  to  Tyre, 

His  Queen  with  Childy  makes  her  defire^ 

Which  who  fljall  crofs,  along  to  gOy 

Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe  : 

Lychorida  her  Nurfe  fhe  takes, 

AM  fo  te  Sea  j  then  vejfel  Jhakes 
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Om  Neptune^i  bilUw^  hMf^the  Flood 
Hath  (hcif- keel  cut;  bm  Fqrtune  ffeoi^d^ 
Vkries  sg0U»^  the  grifij  North 
Hijgorios  fitch  4  Tempefi  forth. 
That  MS  a  Dtkk  for  life  that  dives. 
So  ttf  and  dojim  the  poor  Ship  drives: 
The  Ladj  Jbreel^s,  and  wellha-nearj 
,  Dnh  fail  in  travel  with  her  fear  r 
jind  what  enfkes  in  this  felf  jUrm^ 
Shall  for  itfelf^  it  felf  ferfilrm : 
I  still  relate^  jtSion  maj 
Conveniently  the  refi  convey; 
Which  might  noti  what  by  mi  is  iold^ 
in  yonr  imagination  hold  : 
This  Stage,  the  Shipy  upon  whofe  Deck     * 
The  Seas  tofi  Pericles  appears  to  Jpiol^ 

Enter  Pericles  on  Shipboard. 

Per.  ThoU  God  of  this  gre^t  vaft,  rebuke  tbefe  Surgesf 
Which  wa(h  both  Heav*n  and  Hell ;  and  thou  that  haft 
tjpon  the  Winds  command,  bind  them  in  Brafs, 
Hiving  caird  tliem  from  the  Deep ;  O  ftill 
Thy  deafning  dreadful  Thunders;  dslily  quench 
illy  nimble  mlphurous  Flaflies :  O  ho^,  Lychoridi^ 
Mow  does  my  Queen?  then  ftorm  venomouflyt 
Vrat  thou  fpic  all  thy  felf?  the  Seatiians  whiftle 
Is  a  whifper  in  the  Ears  of  Death, 
XJoheard  Lychoridai  Ltkind^  oh— « 
Divineft  Pacronefs,  and  my  Wife»  gentle 
To  thofe  that  cry  by  Night,  convey  thy  Deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  Boat,  make  fWift  the  pangs 
Of  my  Queen*^  Travels.    Now,  Lychorida. 

Enter  Lychorida. 

tyc.  Here  is  a  thing  too  young  *for  fuch  a  placci 
Vnio  if  it  had  conceit,  would  die^^  as  I  am  like  to  do^[ 
Tale  in  your  Arms  this  piece  of  your  dead  Queen« 

Per.  How?  how ^  I^choridal 

Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir,  do  not  affift  the  Storm^* 
Here's  all  that  is  lefc  living  of  our  Queen ; 
A  little  Daughter,  for  the  fake  of  it 

manly,  snd  take  comfott. 

P  %  ^^ 
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The  very  Principles  did  feem  to  rend  and  HI  to  toppW 
Pure  furprife  and  fear  made  me  to  leave  the  Houfe. 

z  Gem.  That  is  the  Caufe  we  trouble  you  fo  early,' 
'Tis  not  our  Husbandry. 

Or.  O  you  fay  well. 

X  Gent.  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  Lordfliip 
Having  rich  Attire  about  you,  ihould  at  thefe  early  Houq 
Shake  off  the  golden  Slumber  of  repofe ;  '(is  moft  firange. 
Nature  ihould  be  fo  converfant  with  pain> 
Being  thereto  not  cou^pejled. 

Cer.  I  hold  it  ever  Virtue  and  Cunning,^ 
Were  Endowments  greater*  than  Noblenefs  and  Riches} 
Carelefs  Heirs  may  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former. 
Making  a  Man  a  6od : 
•Tis  known,  I  ever  have  fludied  Phyfick, 
Through  which  ferret  Art,  by  turning  o'er  Authority,^ 
I  have  together  with  my  Praftice>  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  beft  Infufions  that  dwell 
In  Vegetives,  in  Metals,  Stones ;  and  can  fpeak  of  the 
Difturbances  that  Nature  works*  and  of  her  Cures ; 
WI}H^)i  doth  give  me  a  more  content 
In  courfe  of  true  Delight 
Than  to  be  thirfty  after  tottering  Honour* 
Or  tie  my  Pleafure  up  in  filken  Bags, 
^To  pleafe  the  Fool  and  Death. 

2  Qent.  Your  Honour  hath  through  Ephejus^ 
Pour'd  forth  your  Charity,  and  hundreds  call  themfelyef 
Your  preatures ;  who  by  you  have  been  rcftor'd, 
'And  not  your  Knowledge,  your  perfonal  Pain, 
But  even  your  Purfe  ftill  open,  hath  built  Lord  Cerjmen 
$uch  ftrong  Renown,  as  never  (hall  decay: 

Enter  two  sr  t^ee  with  4  Chefii 

Ser.  So,  lifttliere.  ' 

Cer.  What's  that  \ 

Ser.  Sir,  even  now  did  the  Sea  tofs  up  upop  our  Shore 
This  Cheft;  'tis  of  feme  wrack.      '  " 

Cer.  Set  it  down,  let  us  look  upon  it# 

2  Gent.  'Tis  lik^  a  Coffin,  Sir. 

Cer.  SThat  e'er  it  be,  'ti^  wondrous  heavy ; 
Wrench'it  openftraight;      •      '         '     •    ' 


Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyrei       187^ 

[f  Ac  Seas  Stomach  be  o'er  charg'd  with  Gold, 

Tis  a  good  conftraint  of  Fortune  it  belches  upon  us; 

2  Gent.  'Tis  (b,  my  Lord. 

Ccr^  How  doTe  'tis  caulk'd  and  bottomed,  did  the  Sea 
caft  it  up? 

fier.  I  never  law  To  huge  a  Billow^  Sir,  as  toft  it  upon  Shore. 

Cer.  Wrench  it  open  >  it  finells  moft  fweetly  in  my  Sence. 

2  Gi»t.  A  delicate  Odour. 

Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  Noftri! ;  fo,  up  with  it. 
)h  you  moft  potent  Gods  1  whatfs  here,  a  Coarfel 

I  Gent.  Mcak  ftrange. 

Cer.  Shrowded  in  Cloth  of  State/ bahn'd  and  entreafiired 
ITith  full  B^gs  of  Spices,  a  PafTport  to  jipolh^ 
^erfed  me  in  the  Charafters. 

ffere  I  gtve  te  underfiand^ 
If  iet  this  Coffin  drive  a^land; 

1  King  Pericles  have  loft 

This  Queen^  worth  all  our  mundHne  coft  : 
Who  finds  her^  give  her  Bnrjingf 
She  was  the  Daughter  of  a  King. 
Befides  tbijs  TreafuYefor  a  Fee^ 
The  Qods  reunite  his  Charity. 

f  thou  Hveft  Pericles^  thou  haft  a  Heart 

That  even  cracks  for  wo;  this  chanc-<i  to  Night. 

2  Gent.  Moft  likely,  Sir. 

Or.  Nay,  certainly  to  Night, 
or  look  how  frefti  ftie  looks ! 
liey  were  too  rough,  that  threw  her  in  the  SeaJ 
lake  a  Fire  within,  fetch  hither  all  my  Boxes  in  my  Clofer^ 
kfth  may  ufurp  on  Nature  many  Hours* 
^nd  yet  the  Fire  of  Life  kindle  again  the  o'er*preft  Spirits.    • 
heard  of  an  u£gjptian  that  had  nine  Hours  been  dead,  . 
^ho  was  by  good  appliance  recovered. 

E^ter  one  with  Napkins  and  Fire. 
^ell  faid,  well  faid,  the  Fire  and  Cloaths, 
he  rough  and  woful  Mufick  that  we  have, 
)aufe»  it  to  found  I  befeech  you : 
]hc  Vial*once  mo/jB5  how  thou  ftirreft,  thouElocV^^ 
^he  Muficir  there ^  I  pny  yon  give  het  A\t  5 

p  ^  GwxNfc- 
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Gentlemen^  this  Queen  will  live. 
Nature  awakes  a  warm  Breath  out  of  her ; 
She  hath  not  been  entranc'd  above  five  Hours. 
See  how  (he  gins  to  blow  into  Life's  Fldwer  again. 

1  Giftt.  The  Heav'ns,  through  you,  encreafe  our  Wonderi 
And  fets  up  your  Fame  for  ever. 

Crr.  She  is  alive,  behold  her  Eye-hds, 

Cafes  to  thofe  heav'niy  Jewels  which  Pericles  hath  loft,  1 

Begin  to  part  their  Fringes  of  bright  Gold,  j 

The  Diaitionds  of  a  nx>ft  praifed  Water  doth  appear,  i 

To  make  the  World  twice  rich,  live,  and  make  us  weep  ] 

To  hear  your  Fate,  fair  Creature,  rare  as  you  feem  to  be.  1 

[Shi  mvifc  1 

Thau  O  dear  Diana^  where  am  I?  w here's  my  Lord?      ) 
What  World  is  this?  i 

2  Gef$t.  Is  not  this  ftrange  ? 

z  Gent,  Moft  rare.  i 

Cer.  Hufli,  my  gentle  Neighbours,  lend  meyourHandsp   , 

To  the  next  Chamber  bear  her>  get  Linnen ;  j 

Now  this  matter  muft  be  look'd  to,  for  the  Relapfe  j 

Is  monal :  Come,  come,  and,  EfcfUafius»  guide  us.  ^ 

[E^eunfy  carrying  her  safij* 


ACT    III.     S  C  E  N  E  I.  : 

Enter  Pericles  dt  Tharfus,  with  Cleon  and  Dionyfii.. 

Per.^JfOST  honoured  Clecnj  I  muft  needs  be  gone, 

XVl  My  twelve  Months  are  expired,  and  Tyre  ftaods 
In  a  peace;  you  and  your  Lady  take  from  my  Heart         ,- 
All  Thankfulncfs.    The  Gods  make  up  the  reft  upon  jotL 

Gle.  Your  fliakes  of  Fortune,  though  they  hate  yoit 
Mortdly,  yet  glance  full  wondringly  on  us. 

Dien.  O  your  fwect  Queen ! 
That  the  ftrid:  Fates  had  pleas'd  you'd  brought  her  hithcTf  ^ 
To  have  bleft  mine  Eyes  with  her.  ^ 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey  the  Pow'rs  above  us ;  "l 

Could  I  rage  and  roar  as  doth  the  Sea  (he  lyes  in,  "  I 
Yet  the  end  muft  be  as  'tis :  My  gentle  Babe,  Mdrind^  )\ 
Whom,  for  (he  was  born  at  Sea,  I  have  naffl'd  fo^  i 

HcrCf 
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^ere,  I  charge  your  Charity  withal;  leaving  her 
The  Infant  of  your  Care,  bcfecching  you  to  give  her 
Princely  training,  that  (he  may  be  manner'd  as  ftie  15  bonu 

Cle.  Fear  nor,  my  Lady,  but  think  your  Grace, 
That  fed  my  Country  with  your  Corn ;  for  whiq^i* 
The  Peoples  Prayers  daily  fall  upon  y.ou,muftin  your  Child 
Bethought  on,  if  neglcdr  (hould  ttitrein  make  me  vile. 
The  common  Body  that*s  by  you  reliev'd, 
Would  force  me  to  my  Daty ;  but  if  to  that. 
My  Nature  need  a  Spur,  the  Gods  revenge  it 
Upon  me  and  mine,  to  the  end  of  feneration. 

Pef".  I  believe  you,  your  Honour  and  your  Goodnefs, 
Teach  me  to*t  without  your  Vows,  'till  fhe  be  married. 
Madam,  by  bright  Diana^  whom  we  honour, 
AH  unfifter'd  (hall  this  Heir  of  mine  remain. 
Though  I  fliew  will  in't:   So  I  take  my  leave: 
Good  Madam,  make  me  blefTed,  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  Child. 

Dion,  I've  one  my  (elf,  who  (hall  not  be  more  dear 
To  my  refped  than  yours,  r^y  Lord. 

Ter.  Madam,  my  Thanks  and  Prayers. 

CU,  Well  bring  your  Grace  to  the  Edge  of  the  Shore* 
:hen  give  you  up  to  the  masked  Nepmnej  and  the  gentleft 
H^inds  of  Heav'n. 

Per.  I  will  embrace  your  OflFcr.  Come,deareft  Madam  : 
D,  no  Tears,  Ljchorida,  no  Tears;  look  to  your  little  Mi- 
hefs,  on  whofe  Grace  yqu  may  depend  hereafter:  Come, 
ny  Lord.  [Exeunu 

Enter  Cerymon  and  Thaifa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  Letter,  and  feme  certain  Jewels^ 
Lay  with  you  in  yotlr  Coffer, 
Vhich  are  at  your  Command :  Know  you  the  Charafter  ? 

Tb^.  It  is  my  Lord's;  that  I  was  (hip'd  at  Sea, 
[  well  remember,  ev'n  on  my  eanrng  time  ; 
J'Jt  whether  there  delivered,  by  the  holy  Gods, 
'  cannot  rightly  fay ;  but  (ince  King  Pericles, 
My  wedded  Lord,  I  ne'er  (hall  fee  again, 
1  veftal  Livery  will  I  take  me  to, 
ind  never  more  have  Joy. 

Or,  Madam,  if  this  you  purpofe  as  ye  (peak, 
>mm's  Temple  15  not  diftant  far. 
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Where  you  may  abide  'till  your  date  expire; 
Moreover  if  you  pleafe,  a  Niece  of  mine. 
Shall  there  attpnd  you. 

ThiL  My  recompence  is  thanks,  that's  all. 
Yet  my  ^ood  wjUl  is  great,  though  the  Gift  fmalk  [^Exmtf 

*  Enter  Gewer. 
Gov.  Imarifie  Pericles  arrivd  at  Tyre» 
Wekom^d  and  Jet  led  t9  his  own  defire ; 
Hii  wcfnl  Queen  we  leave  at  Ephefus^ 
Vnto  Diana,  there^s  a  Kotarefs. 
Nerw  to  Marina  bend  jour  mind^ 
V^fom  our  fafi  growing  Scene  mufi  find 
jit  Tharfus,  and  by  Cleon  trained 
In  Mujkki  Letters^  who  hath  gained 
Of  Education  all  the  Grace, 

Which  makes  high  both  the  Art  and  Place  ' 

Of  general  Wonder  :  But  alack^ 
That  Aianfier  Unvy^  oft  the  Wrack 
Of  earned  praife^  Marina  V  Life  \ 

Seeks  to  take  off  by  Treafotis  JO^fe^ 
And  in  this  kind,  our  Cleon  ha^h  ] 

Qftc  Daughter  and  a  f nil  grown  Wench,  \ 

Even  ripe  for  Marriage  Jight:  This  Maid 
High  Philoten:  And  it  isfaid 
For  certain  in  our  Story,  Jbo 
Vyould  ever  with  Marina  be, 
Be^t  when  they  weatfd  the  fledded  Silk^, 
With  Fingers  long,  finall,  white  as  Milk^ 
Or  when  Jbe  would  with  fharp  Needle  wound 
TTje  Cambrick:,  which  Jbe  made  more  found 
fiy  hurting  it,  or  when  to  th*  Lute 
Shefung,  and  made  the  Night  Bed  mute, 
Thatfiill  records  within  one,  or  when 
She  would  with  rich  and  conflant  Pen, 
Vail  to  hpr  Miftrefs  Dionfiill, 
This  Philoten  contends  ;>  skill 
With  abfolute  Marina:  So 
The  Dove  of  Paphos  might  with  the  Crow 
Vy  Feathers  y^hite.     M  arina  gets 
All  Praifes,  which  are  paid  as  I^ebts, 
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4Md  not  Msgiven^  thisfi  ddrl^ 
In  Philoten  sUirMcrful  Marks, 
Thdt  Cleon'j  Wife  with  Envy  rare^ 
Afrefent  Murdenr  dp's  prepare 
Tor  geod  Marina,  that  her  Danghter 
Might  fiand  Peerkfs  by  this  fiamhter. 
ThefoQner  her  vUe  Thoughts  teftead^ 

Lychorida  ottr  Nurfe  is  deadt 

Md  curfed  Dionyfia  hash 

The  pregnane  Infirument  of  wrath 

frefi  for  this  blow^  the  unborn  Events 

I  do  commend  to  jour  Content, 

Only  I  carried  winged  Time, 

Poft  on  the  lame  Feet  of  my  jRhime^ 

Which  never  could  I  fo  convey^ 

Vnlefs  your  Thoughts  went  on  my  way. 

Dionyfia  doth  ofpear, 

^nh  Leonine  ^  Murderer.  C^^^^ 

Enter  Dionyfia,  and  Leonine. 

!)/>»•  Thy  Oath  remember,  thou  baft  fworn  to  do  i^ 
Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  (hall  be  known, 
.'^iiou  canft  not  do  a  thing  in  the  World  fo  foon, 
^0  yield  thee  fo  much  profit,  let  not  Confciencc 
f^hich  is  but  cold,  Inflaming  thy  love  Bofom,  ; 

[oflaroe  too  jiicely ;  nor  let  Pity,  which 
iven  Women  have  caft  off,  melt  thee, 
Ittt  be  a  Soldier  to  thy  purpofe. 

Leon.  I  will  do*t,  but  yet  ihe  is  a  goodly  Creature. 

JHon.  The  fitter  then  the  Gods  ihould  have  her. 
lore  (he  comes  weeping  for  Ker  only  Miftrefs  Death; 
Chouartrefolv'd? 

Leon.  I  am  refolv'd* 

Enter  Marina  with  a  Tiaskft  of  Flowers. 

Mar.  Ne :  I  will  rob  gay  Tellus  of  her  Weed, 
To  ftrew  thy  Grave  with  Flowers :  The  yellows,  blews^ 
The  purple  Violets  and  Marigolds, 
hall  as  a  Carpet  hang  upon  thy  Grave, 
Vhile  Summer  Days  doth  laft.    Ay  |ne,  poor  Maid, 
lora  in  a  Tempeft,  when  my  Mother  dy'd : 
*his  World  to  me  i.  like  a  lafting  Storm, 
ftrrying  me  from  my  Friends.  ?^?^ 
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Dion.  How  now,  Marina?  why  dc*ye  weep  alofle? 
How  chance  my  Daughter  it  not  with  you  ? 
Do  not  confume  your  Blood  with  forrowing, 
.You  have  a  Nurfe  of  me.  Lord  \  how  your  favour's 
Chang'd,  with  this  unprofitable  woe : 
Come  give  me  your  Ftowers,  e'er  the  Sea  mar  it* 
Walk  with  Leonine^    the  Air  is  quick  there. 
And  it  pierces  and  fharpens  the  Stomach : 
.  Come,  Leonine^  take  her  by  the  Arm,  walk  with  her. 

Mar»  No  I  pray  you, 
1*11  not  bereave  you  of  your  Servant. 

Dion.  Come,  come; 
I  love  the  King  your  Father,  and  your  felf. 
With  more  than  foreign  Heart;   we  every  day 
Expeft  him  here,  when  he  ftall  come  and  find 
Our  Paragon,  to  all  Reports  thus  blafted. 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  Voyage, 
Blame  both  my  Lord  and  me,  that  we  have  taken 
No  care  to  your  bcft  Courfes.     Go  I  pray  you. 
Walk  and  be  Chearful  once  again;  referve 
That  excellent  Complexion,  which  did  fteal 
The  Eyes  of  Young  and  Old.   Care  not  forme, 
I  can  go  home  atone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go. 
But  yet  I  have  no  defire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you; 
Walk  half  an  Hour,  Leonine^  at  the  Icaft. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Leon.  I  warrant  you.  Madam. 

Dion,  ril  leave  you,  my  fwe^  Lady,  for  a  white ; 
Pray  walk  foftly,  do  not  heat  your  filood: 
What,  I  muft  have  a  care  of  you,  ti 

Mar.  My  thankr,  fweet  Madam.    Is  the  Wind  Wcfte 
jthat  blows? 

Leon.  South- Weft. 

Mar.  When  1  was  born,  the  Wind  was  North* 

Leon.  Was't  fo? 

Mar.  My  Father,  as  Nurfe  fajth,  did  never  fear. 
But  cryed,  good  Seamen  to  the  Sailors,  gallirig 
His  kinglv  Hands, 

Hailing  the  Ropes,  and  clafping  to  the  Maft> 
Bndur'd  a  Sea  that  almoft  burft  the  Deck. 
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t.  When  was  this  ? 
r.  When  I  was  born, 

was  Waves  nor  Wind  more  violent^ 
rom  the  Ladder-Tackle,  waihes  off 
vasClimer:  Ha,  faith  one,  wilt  out  S 
'ith  a  dropping  Induftry  they  skip 
Stern  to  Stern: 

oat-fwain  whiftles,  and  the  Mafter  calls 
rebbles  their  Codfu{ion.^ 
w.  Come,  fay  your  Prayers. 
r.  What  mean  you  ? 

ft.  If  you  require  a  little  fpace  for  Prayer, 
t  it ;  pray,  but  be  not  tedious^ 
le  Gods  are  quick  of  Ea^^ 

am  fworn  to  do  my  Work  with  hade. 
(T.  Why  will  you  kill  me? 
«.  To  fatisfie  my  Lady, 
r.  Why  would  ftie  have  me  kiird  now?  as  I  can 
mber  by  my  Troth,   I  never  did  hurt  her 
my  Life,  1  never  fpake  bad  word, 
id  ill  turn  to  any  living  Creature; 
e  me  now,  I  never  kill'd  a  Moufe, 
urt  a  Fly.    I  trode  upon  a  Worm  once 
ft  my  will,  but  I  wept  for  iu     How  have  loffendti^ 
in  my  Death  might  yield  her  any  profit, 
Y  Life  imply  her  any  danger? 
»•  My  CommiflSon 
to  reafon  of  the  Deed,   but  do  it. , 
".  You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  World,  I  hope: 
•e  well-favour*d,  and  your  Looks  fore- (hew 
ave  a  very  gentle  Heart.  I  faw  you  lately, 

you  caught  Hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought: 
footb,  it  (hewed  well  in  you,  do  fonow. 
Lady  feeks  my  Life,  come  you  between, 
live  poor  Me  the  weaker. 
».  I  am  fworn,  and  will  difpatch. 

Enter  Pirates. 
Hrat.  Hold,  Villain. 
Urat.  A  prize  I  a  prize  ! 

Ur4f.  Half  part.  Mates*  half  part*    Cpmc^  kt*s  have 
aard  fudd^nly.  '    [£x#aMr« 
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Enter  Leonine. 

Leon.  Thefe  roj^uing  Thieves  ferve  the  great  Pirate  t^idiai 
And  they  have  feiied  Marina^  let  her  go> 
There's  no  hope  (he  will  return :  I'll  fwear  (he'sdeadf 
And  thrown  into  the  Sea ;  but  1*11  fee  further. 
Perhaps  thev  will  but  pleafe  themfelves  upon  her» 
Not  carry  her  aboard,  if  (he  remain, 
Whom  they  have  ravi(h'd,  muft  by  me  be  flain.        [J^xU. 

Enter  Pander,  Boult  and  Bawd. 

Tand.  Boult. 

Boult.  Sir. 

Pand.  Search  the  Market  narrowly,  MeidUiue  is  full  of 
Gallants,  we  loft  too  much  Mony  this  Mart,  by  being  m 
Wenchlefs. 

*    Bawd.  We  were  never  fo  much  out  of  Creatures,  we 
have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  tfaqr 
can  do,  and  they  with  continual  Aftion,  are  even  as  good  ^ 
as  rotten. 

Pand.  Therefore  let's  have  frcfti  ones  what  e'er  we  pay 
for  them,  if  there  be  not  aConfcience  to  be  us*d  in  everj^ 
Trade,  we  (hall  never  profper. 

Bawd.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  *ti$  not  our ,  bringing  up  of  poof 
Baftards,  as  I  think,  I  brought  fome  eleven. 

Boult.  I  too  eleven,  and  brought  them  down  again,        ^ 
But  (hall  I  fearch  the  Market? 

Bawd.  What  elfe,  Man?  The  Stuff  we  have,  a  ftroog 
Wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  fo  pitifully  fodden. 

Pand.  Thou  fay 'ft  true,  there's  two  unwholefome  ioCoih 
fcience,  the  poor  Tranjtlvanian  is  dead  that  lay  with  the  li^. 
tie  Baggage. 

Boult.  Ay,  (he  quickly  poup'd  him,  (he  made  him  Roifi-^ 
Meat  for  Worms,  but  I'll  go  fearch  the  Market.        [£^'^ 

Pand.  Three  or  four  thoufand  Chickens  were  as  pretty  t  ^ 
Proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  fo  give  over.  ^ 

Bawd.  Why^  to  give  over,  I  pray  you?  Is  it  a  (hasfi 
to  get  when  we  are  old  ? 

Pand.  Oh  our  Credit  comes  not  in  like  the  Commodityi 
nor  the  Commodity  wages  not  with  the  Danger :  Theie^ 
fore,  if  in  our  Youths  we  could  pick  up  fome  pretty  EftaKi 
'twere  not  amifs  to  keep  our  Door  hatched  ;  befides  the  to 
terms  we  ftand  upon  with  the  Gods,  will  be  firong  with 
for  giving  o'er,  BawL 
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i^h»d.  Come,  other  forts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Fsmd.  As  well  as  we,  ay,  and  better  too,  we  offend  worfe* 
either  is  our  Prc^effion  any  Trade,  it's  no  Calling:  But 
icre  comes  Bofdi. 

Ent€f  Bovdt  with  Pirates^  andMmm. 

B0i$lt.    Come  your  ways,  my  Mafters,  you  fay  (he*s  a 

Pirate  O  Sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

Boult.  Matter,  I  have  gone  through  for  this  Piece  you 
ee»  if  you  like  her,  fo;  if  not,  I  have  loft  my  Earneft. 

BM;d.  Betdt^  has  (he  any  Qualities  i" 

twU.  She  has  a  good  Face,  ipeaks  well,  and  hath  excel- 
eot  good  Cloaths :  There's  no  farther  neceiSty  of  Qualities 
in  make  her  be  refufed. 

Bmvd.  What's  her  Price,  BohU  f 

B§mlt.  I  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a  choufahd  Pieces. 

Psni.  Well,  follow  me,  my  Mafters,  you  ihall  have  your 
Aooy  prefently :  Wife,  take  her  in,  inftruft  her  what  /he 
AS  to  do^  that  ihe  may  not  be  raw  in  her  Entertainment. 

Banfd.  BouU^  take  you  the  Marks  of  her,  the  Colour 
f  her  Hair,  Complexion,  Height*  Age,  with  warrant 
f  her  Virginity,  and  Cry :  He  that  will  give  moft  (hall 
tave  her  firft.  Such  a  Maiden-head  were  no  cheap  thing; 
i  Men  were  as  they  have  been :  Get  this  done  as  I  com- 
Hand  yovL. 

Bamk,  Performance  ihall  follow.  \j£xiu 

Mat.  Alack*  that  Leonine  was  fo  flack,  fo  flow : 
He  fliould.have  ftruck,  notfpoke; 
Dr  that  thefe  Pirates,  not  enough  barbarous, 
Had  not  o'er-board  thrown  me,  for  to  feek  my  Mother* 

BM;d.  Why  weep  you,  pretty  one  ? 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come*  the  Gods  have  done  their  part  in  you. 

Mar.  I  accufe  them  not. 

Bm»d.  You  are  light  into  my  Hands,  where  you  are  like 
16  Kve. 

Mar.  The  more's  my  Fault  to  'fcape  his  Hands, 
Mfhere  I  was  like  to  dye. 

Batifd.  Aj,  and  you  fliall  live  in  Pleafure^ 

Mar.  No. 

ilAwdi 
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Bawd.  Ye$  indeed  Oiali  you,  and  ta^le  Gentkmen  of  all 
Faftiions.  You  ihall  fare  well;  you  (hall  have  the  di^ereoce 
of  all  Complexions:  What,  de'ye  ftopyour  £aj:s? 

Mar.  Are  you  a  Wonoan? 

BawJ.  Whac :  would  you  have  me  to  be,  ff  I  be  not  i 
Woman? 

Alar.  An  honeft  Woman,  or  not  a  Womap, 

Bawd.  Mirry  whip  chee,  GoAing:  I  thicjk  I  fh^H.Jiave 
fomething  to  do  with  you.  Come,  y'are  a  young  fqc^ 
Sapling,  and  mufl  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  ye* 

Mar.  The  Gods  defend  me* 

Bawd.  If  it  pleafe  the  Gods  to  defend  you  by  Meib  dttfl 
Men  miift  comfort  you,  'Men  mufl  feed  you,  M^^.inoft 
ftir  you  up:  .5^i^//'s  returned.  ,j 

Enter  Boulr.  ♦ 

Now,  Sir^  hdft  thou  cry'd  her  through  the  Market X,,,', 

BifMlt.  I  have  cry'd  her  almoft  to  the  nuoabec  pf  her  Hitf»i 
I.jhave  drawn  her  Picture  with  my  Voice.  ,^j" 

^wdt  And  prithee  tell  me>  how  4oft  thou  fiu^  ^h 
clination  of  the  People,  efpecially  of  the  younger  foftti  II'. 

Boult.  Faith  they  liftned  to  me,    as  they  would  bare 
hearkened  to  their  Father's  Teftament.     There  was  iSfm* 
ard^s  Mouth  fo  watered,   that  he  went  to  Bed  to  her  veff  ^ 
Defcription.  | 

Bawd.  We  ihall  have  him  here  to  Morrow  with  hisbeft  ;i 
RufFon.  '.^ 

BoHlt.  To  Ni^ht,  to  Night.  But,  Miftrefs,  do  youkoof  ^ 
the  French  Knight  that  cowres  i'th'HamsS  J 

Bawd.  Who,  Monfieur /^ro//^j.?  ^    ^ 

Boult.  Ay,  he  offered  to  cut  a  Caper  at  the  Proclamaliooi^ 
but  he  ma  Jc  a  Groan  at  ir,  and  fwore  he  would  fee  her  to  | 
Morrow.  X 

Bawd.  Well,  well,  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  DifisfttS 
hither,  here  he  doth  but  repair  it,  I  know  he  will  caofi  . 
in  our  Shadow,  to  fcatter  his  Crowns  in  the  Sun, 

Boult.  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  Nation  a  Traveller! 
ihould  lodge  them  with  this  Sign. 

Bawd.  Pray  you,   come  hither  a  while,  you  have 
tunes  coming  upon  you,  mark  me,  you  muft  fccm  to 
that  fearfully,   whicn  you  commit  willingly  ;  delpife  P; 
where  you  have  moft  Gain ;  to  weep  that  you  live  as  f 
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do,  makes  pity  in  your  Lovers  feldom,  but  that  pity  begets 
you  a  good  Opinion,  and  that  Opinion  a  meer  profit. 

Mar.   I  underftand  you  not. 

Boult.  O  take  her  home,  Miftrefs,  take  her  home,  thefe 
filufhes  of  hers  muft  be  quencht  with  forae  prefent  Pra&ice. 

Bawd.  Thou  fayefl  true  i'faith^  fo  they  muft,  for  your 
Bride  goes  to  that  with  ihame,  which  is  her  way  to  go  with 
warrant. 

BohU.  Faith  fome  do,  and  fome  do  not;  but  Miftrefs,  if 
I  have  bargain  d  for  the  Joynt. 

Bawd.  Thou  may*ft  cut  a  Morfel  off  the  Spit. 

Bouk.  I  may  fo. 

Bawd.  Who  (hould  deny  it? 
Come  young  one,  I  like  the  manner  of  your  Garments  well. 

Bomlu  Ay,  by  my  Faith*  they  (hall  not  be  changed  yet. 

Bawd.  BouUt  fpend  thou  that  in  the  Town,  report  what 
a  Sojourner  we  have,  you'll  lofe  nothing  by  Cuftom;  When 
Nature  framed  this  Piece,  (he  meant  thee  a  good  Turn^ 
therefore  fay  what  a  Paragon  ihe  is»  and  thou  haft  the  Har- 
veft  out  of  thine  own  Report. 

'  Bofik.  I  warrant  you  Miftrefs>  Thunder  ihall  not  fo  awake 
the  Beds  of  Eels,  as^  my  giving  out  of  her  Beauty  ftirs  up 
the  Lewdly  enclined,  I'll  bring  home  fome  to  Night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways,  follow  me. 

Mar.  If  Fires  be  hot>   Knives  (harp,  or  Waters  deep» 
Unty'd  I  ftill  my  Virgin-knot  will  keep. 
jyianOj  aid  my  purpbfe. 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana !   pray  you  go 
n^ithus.  [Exittm. 

Enter  Cleon  and  Dionyfia. 

Dion.  Why  are  you  fooliih,  can  it  be  undone? 

CU.  O  Dionjfia,  fuch  a  piece  of  Slaughter, 
rhe  Sun  and  Moon  ne'er  look'd  upon. 
Dion.  I  think  you'll  turn  a  Child  again. 
CU.  Were  I  chief  Lord  of  all  this  Q>acious  World, 
'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.    O  Lady,  much  lefs  in  Blood 
ban  Virtue,  yet  a  Princefs  to  equal  any  (ingle  Crown  of  the 
iirtfay  in  thejufticeof  compare:  O  Villain,  Leonine^  whom 
bou  haft  Poifoned  too,  if  thou  had'ft  drunk  to  him,  it  bad 
cen  a  kindnefs  becoming  well  thy  Face ;  what  cati'ft  thoM 
ly,  when  Noble  f cricks  /hall  demand hH  CVuidX* 
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Dion.  That  (he  is  dead.  Nurfes  are  not  the  Fat 
fofter  it,  nor  ever  to  preferve;  flie  dy'd  at  Night,  I' 
fo,  who  can  crofs  it>  unlefs  you  play  the  Innocent  ?  ac 
an  honeft  Attribute,  cry  out,  (he  dy'd  by  foul  Play, 

Qe.  O  go  to,  welly  well,  of  all  the  Faults  beneat 
Heav'ns,  the  Gods  do  like  this  worft* 

Dion.  Be  one  of  thofe  that  thinks  the  pretty  Wrei 
Thar/us  will  fly  hence,  and  open  this  to  Pericles;  Idofl 
to  think  of  what  a  noble  Strain  you  are,  and  of  how  co< 
a  Spirit. 

tie.  To  fuch  proceeding,  who  e\ner  but  his  Appro 
on  added,  though  not  his  whole  Confent,  he  did  not 
from  honourable  Courfes. 

Dion.    Be  it  fo  then,    yet  none  doth  know  but  you 
flie  came  dead,  nor  none  can  know,  L^^^iiir^  being  gone, 
did  difdain  my  Child,  and  flood  between  her  and  her 
tunes:   None  would  look  on  her,   but  caft  their  Gaze 
Marina's  Face,    whilft  ours  was  blurred  at,  and  he! 
Mawkin,  not  worth  the  time  of  day.  It  pierc'dmethoi 
and  though  you  call  my  Courfe  unnatural,  you  not ) 
Child  well  loving,  yet  I  find  it  greets  me  as  an  enterpriz 
Kindnefs  perform'd  to  your  fole  Daughter. 

Cfe.  Hcav'ns  forgive  it. 

Dion.  And  as  for  Periclesy  what  ihould  he  fay? 
We  wept  after  her  Hearfe,  and  yet  we  mourn : 
Her  Monument  almofl  finilhed,  and  her  Epitaph 
tn  glittering  golden  Charafters,   exprefs 
A  general  Praife  to  her,  and  Care  in  us. 
At  whofe  Expence  'tis  done. 

Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  Harpie, 
Which  to  betray,  doflt  with  thy  Angel's  Face, 
Seize  with  thine  Eagle's  Talons. 

Dion.  You  are  like  one,  that  fuperftitioufly 
Doth  fwear  to  th*  Gods,  that  Winter  kills  the  Flies, 
But  yet  I  know,   you'll  do  as  I  advife.  [£« 
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ACT     IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

.  Enter  Gower. 

rHV  S  Time  we  wafle^  and  longefi  LeaguespMl^  fi^U 
Sdil  Seas  in  Cockles^  have  and  wijb  bnt  for*f^ 
\daking  to  take  our  Imagination, 
^rom  bourn  to  bourn.  Region  to  Region. 
\j  jou, being  Pard^ned^  we  commit  no  Crime 
^0  ufe  one  Language^  in  each  fever al  Clime^ 
Vlkre  our  Scenes  fcem  to  live.     /  do  befiech  jou 
^0  Uarn  of  me,  who  flands  in  gaps  to  teach  jou 
The  Stages  of  our  Storj^  Pericies 
U  now  again  thwarting  the  warjward  Seas ; 
Attended  on  bj  many  a  Lord  and  Knight) 
To  fee  his  Daughter y  all  his  Lifers  Delight  • 
lid  Hellicanus^tf^i  along  behind^ 
Is  left  to  govern  it :  Tou  bear  in  Mind 
Tld  Efcanes*  whom  Hellicanus  late 
Advanced  in  time  to  great  and  high  Eftate. 
WeUfaiUng  Shifty  and  bounteous  fFtnds  have  bro$sgki 
This  King  to  Tharfus,  think^this  Pilate  thought^ 
Sowith his  SteerAgOj  /ball  your  Thoughts  gronc 
fo  fetch  his  Daughter  home,  who  firfi  is  gone; 
Ukl  Motes  and  Shadows  fee  them  move  a  whiles 
Tour  Ears  unto  jour  Eyes  FU  reconcile. 

« 

ter  Pericles  at  one  Door  with  all  his  Traio^  Qem  iod 
^Hmiyfia  at  the  other:  Cleon  (hews  Pericles  the  Tomb^ 
vhereat  Pericles  makes  LamentatioDi  puts  on  Sackdtotfai 
ind  in  a  mighty  Paflion  departs. 

Sower.  See  how  Belief  may  fuffer  by  foul  fiow^ 
t  horrmfd  Paffton  fi^Us  for  true  old  Woe  : 
i  Pericles  iu  forrow  all  devour" d^ 
hSigbsJbotthroughy  itnd  biggeftTearso^er^Jbowt^d^ 
ws  Tharfus,  and  again  imharksj  he /wears 
HT  to  wafb  his  Face,  nor  cut  his  HaitSy 
ftst  OH  Sackflothy  and  to  Sea  he  bears^ 
Tftttpifi  which  his  mortal  Feflel  tears. 
I  jet  he  rides  it  out.    Now  take  we  our  way 
ic  Efitofh  for  Mirina,  Ttn^it  by  Dionyfia* 
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The  faireft,  fweeteft*  and  bed  lies  here. 

Who  withered  in  her  Spring  of  Year : 

She  was  of  Tyrns  the  King's  Daughter, 

On  whom  foul  Death  hath  made  this  Slaughter: 

Marina  was  (he  call'd,  and  at  her  birch, 

That  is,  being  proud,  fwallow'd  fome  part  of  th'earth: 

Therefore  the  Earth  fearing  to  be  o'erflow'd. 

Hath  Usetis  Birth-child  on  the  Heav'ns  beftow'd. 

Wherefore  (he  docs  and  fwcars  (he'll  never  ftinr. 

Make  raging  Battry  upon  Shores  of  Flint. 

No  Fiz^r  does  become  black^FilUftj^ 
So  well  asfift  and  tender  Flattery. 
Let  Pericles  believe  his  Daughter's  dead^ 
And  bear  his  Courfes  to  be  ordered 
Bj  Ladj  Fortune,   while  our  ftear  mufi  Play 
His  Daughter  woe  and  heavy  well-a-daj^ 
In  her  unholy  Service :  Patience  then^ 
And  think^yoH  now  are  all  in  Metaline.  [Exi 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 
I  Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 
z  Gtnt.  No,  nor  never  (hall  do  in  fuch  a  place  as  di 
(he  being  once  gone. 

I  Gent.  But  to  have  Divinity  preacht  there^   did  y 
%ver  dream  of  fuch  a  thing  ? 

1  Gent.  No,  no^  come,  I  am  for  no  more  Bawdy-bod 
(hall  we  go  hear  the  Veftals  (ing? 

I  Gent,  ril  do  any  thing  now  that  is  Virtuous,  \s\ 
am  Qut  of  the  road  of  Rutting  for  ever.  [fxTji 

Enter  the  three  Bawds. 
Pand.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of, 
(he  had  ne'er  come  here. 

Bawd.  Fie,  fie  upon  her,  (he  is  able  too  freeze  the  ( 
Priapus,  and  undo  a  whole  Generation,  we  muft  either  get 
Kavi(ht,  or  be  rid  of  her;  when  (he  (hould  do  for  Oy 
her  fitment,  and  domethekindnefsofour  Profeflion,  (h( 
me  her  Quirks,  her  Reafons,  her  Mafter-reafoos*  her  Pd] 
her  Knees,  that  (he  woujd  make  a  Puritan  of  die  D;^ 
he  (hould  cheapen  a  Kifs  of  her. 
.  Bouk.  Faith  I  muft  ravjfli  her,  or  (he'll  disfurnifli  usi 
our  Cavalie^^,,  pd  make  all  our  Swearers  P;iei|^f 
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nd.  Now  the  Pox  upon  her  Greeh-ficknefs  for  me. 
vivd.  Faith  tbere'sno  way  toberidbfir,  but  by  the  way 
e  Pox.  Here  comes  the  Lord  Ljjimnchms  difguis'd. 
mlt.  We  fhould  have  both  Lord  and  Lown,  if  the  pee- 
Baggage  would  but  give  way  to  Cuftomefs. 

£xf/^r  Lyfimachus. 
/T  How  now,  how  a  dozen  of  Virginities? 
vwd.  Now  the  Gods  blefsyour  Honour. 
hU.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Honour  in  good  Health* 
/T  You  may  lb,  'tis  the  better  for  you,  that  your  Re- 
rs  ftand  upon  found  Legs*  how  now?   wholfbme  Im- 
:y  have  you,  that  a  Man  may  deal  withal,  and  defie  the 
eon? 

vwd.  We  have  one  here.  Sir,   if  flie  would 
there  never  came  her  like  in  Metalim. 
f.  If  (he'd  do  the  Deeds  of  Darknefs,  thouwould*ftfay» 
fwd.  Your  Honour  knows  what  'tis  to  fay  well  enough* 
r/:  Well,  call  forth,  call  forth. 
mlu    For  FleQi  and  Blood,  Sir,  white  and  red,    you 
fee  a  Rofe,   and  (he  were  a  Rofe  indeed^  if  (he  had 

r/I  What  prethee  ? 

tdt.  O  Sir,  I  can  be  Modeft. 

f.  That  dignifies  the  Renown  of  a  Bawd,  no  lefs  thaf^ 

'es  a  good  Report  to  a  number  to  be  Chaft. 

Enter  Marina. 
wd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  fialkf 
r  pluckt  yet  I  can  alTure  you^ 
e  not  a  fair  Creature  ?  .  ' 

f.  Faith  (he  would  ferve  after  a  long  Voyage  at  Sea, 
there's  for  you,  leave  us.  "       ^-^ 

wd.  I  befeech  your  Honour  give  me  leave  a  word, 
ril  have  done  prefently. 

fl  I  befeech  you  do.  .y 

wd.  Firft,    I  would  have  you  note,  this  is  an  honbiil* 
Man*  • 

fr.  I  defire  to  find  him  fo,  that  I  may  worthily  note  him. 

\ifd.   Next,  he's  the  Governor  of  this  Countryt  tQ4  ^ 

whom  I  am  bound  to, 

IT.  If  he  govern  the  Country,  you  a^tc  \k>\ixA  x^Vycci 

\p  hut  how  honourable  he  is  in  that)  IVumW^tiot. 

Q  5  ^  ^«wi* 
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SdTifdm  Pray  you  without  any  more  virginal  fencing, 
you  ufc  him  kindly?   He  will  line  your  Apron  with  C 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  gracioufly,  I  will  thankfull] 
ceive.   . 

Ljf.  Have  you  done? 

Bawd.  My  Lord,  (he's  notpac'dyet,  you  muft  take  ( 
Pains  to  work  her  to  your  manage ;  come,  we  will  leayc 
Honour  and  her  together.  [£^^>  B« 

Ljfi  Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have  you  been  at 
Trade? 

Mar.  What  Trade,  Sir? 

Ljf  Why,  I  cannot  name't  but  I  Ihall  offend. 

Mar.  I  cannot  be  oflFended  with  my  Trade. 
Pleafe  you  to  name;  it. 

Lyf.  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  Profeffion? 

Mar.  E'er  fince  I  can  remember. 

Lj/f  Did  you  go  to't  fo  young,  were  you  a  Gtmefc 
five,  or  at  feven  ? 
'    Mar.  Earlier  too.  Sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Ljf.  Why  the  Houfe  you  dwell  in,  proclaims  youtc 
a  Creature  of  Sale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  Houfe  to  be  a  Place  of  fuel 
fort,  and  will  come  into  it  ?  I  hear  fay  you  are  of  hono= 
hie  Parts,  and  the  Governor  of  this  place. 

Ljf.  Why?  hath  your  Principal  made  known  unto  ] 
who  I  am? 

Mar.  Who  is  my  Principal  ? 

Lyf.  Why  your  Herl>-woman,  (he  that  fets  Seeds 
Roots  of  Shame  and  Iniquity.  O  you  have  heard  fomet 
of  my  Power,  and  fo  ftand  aloof  for  more  ferious  Woe 
but  I  proteft  to  thee,  pretty  one,  my  Authority  fhall 
fee  thee,  or  elfe  look  friendly  upon  thee ;  come  bring  n 
fome  private  Place,  come,  come. 

Mar.  If  you  were  born  to  Honour,  ihew  it  how; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  Judgment  good. 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

Lj/^  How's  this  ?   how's  this  ?  fome  more,  be  fagc— 

Mar.  For  me  that  am  a  Maid,  though  moft  ungeni 

Fortune  have  plac'd  me  in  this  Stie, 

Where  fince  I  came,  Di(eafes  have  been  fold 

Dearer  than  Phyfick:  O  that  the  Gods 

^  W 
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d  fet  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  Place, 
^h  they  did  change  me  to  the  meaneft  Bird 
ites  i'th'  purer  Air. 
?  I  did  not  think  -  • 

could'ft  have  fpoke  fo  well,   I  ne'er  dream'd  thou 
ft; 

!  brought  hither  a  corrupted  Mind, 

Speech  had  alcer'd  it ;  hoId>  here's  Gold  for  thee* 

ere  in  that  clear  way  thou  goeft, 

he  Gods  ftrengthen  thee. 

ir.  The  good  Gods  preferve  you, 

7  For  my  part,  I  came  with  no  ill  intents  for  to  me 

ery  Doors  and  Windows  favour  vilely, 

bee  welly 

art  a  piece  of  Virtue,  and  I  doubt  not 

ly  training  hath  been  Noble ; 
here's  more  Gold  for  thee;  * 

rfe  upon  hini,  die  he  like  a  Thief 

robs  thee  of  thy  Goodnefs;  if  thou  doft  hear  from  mej 

II  be  for  thy  good. 

tit.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  one  Piece  for  me* 

Z  Avant  thou  damn'd  D  >or-keeper, 

Houfe,  but  for  this  Virgin  that  doth  prop  it,  ' 

i  (ink  and  overwhelm  you.     Away.  C^^*'* 

Uf.  How's  this  ?    We  muft  take  another  courfe  with 

If  your  peeviih  Chaftity,  which  is  not  worth  a  Break* 
the  cheapeft  Country  under  the  coap,  ihall  undo  a 
Houfliold,    let  me  be  gelded  like  a  Spaniel;   come 

ivay«. 

r.  Whither  would  you  have  me  f 

/>•  I  muft  have  your  Maidenhead  taken  off,   or  iht 

on  Hangman  (hall  execute  it ;  come  your  way,  weV 

o  more  Gentlemen  driv'nawayjcomeyourways,  I  (ay, 

'    Enter  Bawd. 

vd.  How  now,   what's  the  matter? 

U,  Worfe  and  worfe,   Miftrefs,  (he  hath  here  fpoken 

irords  to  the  Lord  Ljfimdchus. 

]fd»  O  abominable. 

It.  She  makes  our  Profe(fion  as  it  were  to  ftink  before 

ace  of  the  Gods. 

fd*  Marry  bang  her  up  for  ever. 

0^4    '  HwVi 
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Boubm  The  Nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a  i 
Noblemtn^  and  (he  fent  him  away  as  cold  as  a  Snow-Inll; 
faying  his  Prayers  too. 

BdiiMd.  BohU^  take  her  away,  ufe  her  at  thy  Pleafure,  crack 
the  Glafs  of  her  Virginity,  and  make  the  reft  malleable. 

BohU.  And  if  (he  were  a  thornier  Piece  of  Ground  than 
(he  is,  (he  (hall  be  Ploughed. 

aLit.  Hark,  hark,  you  Gods.  i;    .  - 

Bawd.  She  conjures«  away  with  her,  would  (he  bad  never 
come  within  my  Doors,  marry  hang  you,  (he's  born  to  undo 
us,  will  you  not  go  the  way  of  Women-kind  ?  Marry  come 
up  my  Di(h  of  Chaftity,  with  Rofemary  and  Bay$.      [Exiu 

BqmU.  Come»  Miftrefs>  come  your  ways  with  me. 

Afar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  .<* 

Bouk.  To  take  from  you  the  Jewel  you  hold  fo  dear. 

Mar.  Prithee  tell  me  one  thing  firft. 

Bo$$lt.  Come  now,  your  one  thing? 

^/4r,  What  can'ft  thou  wi(h  thine  Enemy  to  be? 

Bomlt.  Why  I  could  wilh  him  to  be  my  Mafter^  or  rather 
myMiftrefs.  I 

Alar.  Neither  of  thefe  are  yet  fo  bad  as  thou  arty 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  Command ; 
Thou  hold'ft  a  place,  for  which  the  paincd'ft  Fiend 
In  Hell  would  not  in  Reputation  change  : 
Thou  art  the  damn'd  Door-keeper  to  every  Cu(herel  that  comes 
Enquiring  for  bis  Tib;To  the  cholerick  Fitting  of  every  Rogue 
Thy  Ear  is  liable,  thy  Food  is  fuch 
As  hath  been  belched  on  by  infedious  Lungs. 

Bouk.    What  would  you  have  me  do  ?    go  to  the  Wavs,  > 
would  you,  where  a  Man  may  ferve  feven  Years  for  thelob 
of  a  Legj  and  have  not  Mony  enough  in  the  end  to  buy 
him  a  wooden  one  i 

Mar.  Do  any  thing  but  this  thou  doft, 
Empty  old  Receptacles,  or  Common-(hores  of  Filth; 
Serve  by  Indenture  to  the  common  Hangman, 
Any  of  thefe  ways  are  yet  better  than  this : 
For  what  thou  profe(reftj  a  Baboon,  could  he  fpeak. 
Would  own  a  Name  too  dear : 

Oh,  that  the  Gods  would  fafely  deliver  me  from  this  Pbce; 
Here,  here's  Gold  for  thee,  if  that  thyMafter  would  gain  by  me] 
Proclaim  that  I  can  Sing,  Weave»  Sow,  and  Dance. 
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fith  other  Virtues,  which  111  keep  from  boaft, 
ind4  will  undertake  all  thefe  to  teach, 
doubt  not  but  this  populous  City  will  yield  many  Scho* 
Jars, 

BouU^  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  rpea|c  of? 

Mar,  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again, 
A^nd  proftitute  me  to  the  bale  ft  Groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  Houfe. 

BoMlt.  Well,  I  will  fee  what  I  can  do  for  thee:  IFI  an 
^ace  thee,  I  will. 

Mar.  But  amongft  honeft  Women. 

Boult.  Faith  my  Acquaintance  lies  littfe  among  tdero; 
but  fince  my  Mafter  and  Miftrefs  have  bought  you,  therc^ 
no  going  but  by  their  confent :  Therefore  I  will  make  t;hem 
acquainted  with  your  Purpofe,  and  I  doubt  not  but  I  fhali 

find  them  tradable  enough.     Come,  Til  do  for  thee  what 

I  can,  come  your  ways.  [^E:^uHt» 

Enter  Gower. 
Marina  thus  the  Brothel  fcapes^  and  chances 
Into  an  honeft  Houfe^  our  Story^  fays  : 
She  fings  Ukg  ^*te  immortal^  and  Jbe  dances 
As  6oddefs*Uke  to  her  admirad  Laies : 
Deep  Clerks  jbe  dumhsy  and  with  her  Needle  compofes 
Natures  own  Shapey  of  Bndy  Bird^  Branch  or  Berrjj 
That  even  her  Artfifiers  the  natural  Rofes^ 
Her  IncUy  Sdl^  Twiner  with  the  rubied  Cherry^ 
That  Pupils  laeks  Jhe  none  of  noble  Race, 
Who  pour  their  Bounty  on  her^  and  her  Gain 
•  Ogives  the  cm  fed  Bawd,     Leave  we  her  place^ 
Ami  to  her  Father  turn  our  Thoughts  again j  ^ 

Vf^tere  we  left  him  at  Sea^  tumbled  ana  toft^ 
And  driv*n  before  the  Wtnd^  he  is  arrivd 
Here  where  hts  Daughter  dwells^  and  on  this  Coajl^ 
Sufpofi  him  nerw  m  Anchor:  The  Cityjlriv*d 
God  Neptune'i  annual  Feaft  to  k^ep^  from  whence 
Lyfimachus  our  Tyrian  Ship  efpies^ 
His  Banners  fabloy  trim*d  with  rich  Expence, 
And  t4  him  in  his  Barge  with  fervour  hjes^ 
■     In  j^wr  pfff9ji%%  once  more  put  your  fight 
Om  hoaifti  Periclesi  thinkjhisbisBark^ 
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Where  what  is  done  in  AElion^  more  of  might 

Shall  be  difiover^di  pUafe  joh  fit  and  harl^  [Exit. 

Enter  Hellicanus*  to  him  two  Sailors. 
1  SaiL  Where  is  the  Lord  HelUcanus  f  he  can  refbJve  you. 

0  here  he  is.  Sir,  there  is  a  Barge  put  oflF  from  Metalinty 
and  in  it  is  Ljfimachus  the  Governor,  who  craves  to  con^ 
aboard;  what  is  your  Will  ? 

HelL  That  he  have  his call  up  fome  Gentlemen. 

z  SaiU  Ho,  Gentlemen,  my  Lord  calls. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemen^ 

HelL  Gentlemen,  there  is  fome  of  worth  would  come  a-  I 
board,  I  pray  ye  greet  them  fairly.  | 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

I  SaiL  Sir,  this  is  the  Man  that  can,  in  ought  you  would 
reiblve  you. 

L]f.  Hail,  reverend  Sir,  the  Gods  prefcrve  you. 

HelL  And  you  to  ouc-live  the  Age  I  am,  and  die  as  I  | 
would  do. 

L^if.  You  wilh  me  well; 
Being  on  Shore,  honouring  of  Neptune^  Triumphs^ 
Seeing  this  goodly  Veffel  ride  before  uf, 

1  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 
HelL  Firft,  what  is  your  Place? 
Ljf.  I  am  the  Governor  of  this  Place  you  lye  before. 
HelL  Sir,  our  Veffers  of  Tyre^  in  it  the  King, 

A  Man,  who  far  this  three  Months  hath  not  fpoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  Suftenance, 
But  to  prolong  his  Grief. 

Ljf.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  Diftemperance  ? 

HelL  It  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat,  but  the  main 
Grief  fprings  from  the  lofs  of  a  beloved  Daughter,  and  a 
Wife. 

Lyf.  May  we  not  fee  him  ? 

HelL  You  may,  but  bootlefs  is  your  fight,  he  will  not 
ipeak  to  any. 

Ljf  Let  me  obtain  my  Wifli. 

HelL  Behold  him ;  this  was  a  goodly  Perfop,  'till  the 
Diftafter  that  one  mortal  wight  drove  him  to  thii. 

Ljf.  Sir  King,  all  hail,  the  Gods  preferve  you»  hai^  Roy- 
al Sir. 

HelL 


Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre.  ^^99 

Hill.  It  is  in  vain,  he  will  not  fpeak  to  you« 

Lord*  Sir,  we  have  a  Maid  in  Mttaline^  I  durft  wager 
«70uld  win  fome  words  from  him. 

Ljf.  'Tis  well  bethought,  flie  queflionlefs  with  her 
fveet  Harmony,  and  other  chofen  Attra&ions,  would  allure 
and  make  a  Battery  through  his  defended  Parts,  which  now 
are  mid-way  ftopr,*(he  is  all  happy,  as  the  faireft  of  aIl,aod 
her  fellow  Maids,  now  upon  the  levy  ihelter  that  abuts  a« 
gainfl;  the  Ifland  (ide. 

Hill.  Sure  all  eflFeftlefs,  yet  nothing  well  omit  that  bears 
recoveries  Name.  But  fincc  your  Kindnefs  we  have  ftrechc 
tbus  far*  let  us  befeech  you,  that  for  our  Gold  we  may 
have  ProviHon,  wherein  we  are  not  deftitute  for  want,  but 
weary  for  the  ftalenefs. 

Ljf.  O,  Sir,  a  Courtefie,  which  if  we  (hould  deny,  the 
moft  juft  God  for  every  Graff  would  fend  a  Caterpillar,  and 
fo  inflift  our  Province ;  yet  once  more  let  me  entreat  to  know 
at  large  the  Cau(e  of  your  King's  Sorrow. 

HtlL  Sir,  Sir,  I  will  recount  it  to  you;  but  fee»  I  am 
prevented. 

Enter  Marina. 

Ljf.  O  here's  the  Lady  that  I  fent  for. 
Welcome,  Fair  One:  Is*t  not  a  goodly  Prefent  ? 

HilL  She's  a  gallant  Lady. 

Jjjf.  She's  fuch  a  one,  that  were  I  well  affur'd. 
Came  of  a  gentle  Kind,  and  noble  Stock, 
I'd  wi(h  no  better  Choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed# 
Fair,  and  all  Goodne(s  that  coniifts  in  Beauty, 
Hxped  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  Patient, 
If  that  thy  profperous  and  artificial  Fate 
Can  draw  him  but  to  anfwer  thee  in  ought. 
Thy  facred  Phyfidc  fhall  receive  fuch  Payi 
As  thy  Defires  can  wifh. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  will  ufe  my  uttermofl  Skill  in  his  Recovery^ 
provided  that  none  but  I  and  my  Companion  Maid  be  fuf- 
fered  to  come  near  him. 

Ljf.  Corne^  let  us  leave  her,  and  the  Gods  make  her 
piofperous.'  \Thc  Song. 

Ljf.  Mark'd  he  your  Mufick? 

Mar.  No»  Aor  look'd  on  us« 
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Ljf.  See,  flie  will  fpeak  to  him. 

Mar.  HaiU  Sir,  my  Lord»  lend  Ear. 

Ter.  Hum,  ha. 

Mar.  I  am  a  Maid,  my  Lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited 
£yes»  but  have  been  gazed  on  like  a  Conoet :  She  fpeaks, 
my  Lord,  that^  may  be,  hath  endured  a  Grief  might  equal 
yours,  if  both  were  juftly  weighed ;  though  wayward  For- 
tune did  maligne  my  State,  my  Derivation  was  from  An- 
ceftors  who  ftood  equivalent  with  mighty  Kings,  but  time 
hath  rooted  out  my  Parentage,  and  to  the  World  and  auk- 
ward  Cafualties  bound  me  in  fervitude ;  I  will'  deiift,  but 
there  is  fomething  glows  upon  my  Cheek,  and  whifpers  in 
mine  Ear,  Go  not  *till  he  Jfeak* 

Per.  My  Fortunes,  Parentage,  good  Parentage  to  equal 
mine;  was  it  not  thus?  what  fay  you? 

Mar.  I  faid,  my  Lord,  if  you  did  know  my  Parentage, 
you  would  not  do  me  Violence. 

Per.  I  do  think  fo,  pray  you  turn  your  Eyes  upon  me, 
y'are  like  fome-thing  that,  what  Country-women  hear  of 
thefe  fliews? 

Mar.  No,  nor  of  any  ihews,  yet  I  was  mortally  brought 
forth,  and  am  no  other  than  I  appear. 

Per.  I  am  great  with  wo,  and  ihall  deliver  weeping: 
My  deareft  Wife  was  like  this  Maid,  and  fuch  a  one  ojr 
Daughter  might  have  been:  My  Queen's  fquare  BrowSi 
her  Stature  to  an  Tnch,  as  wand-like  ftraight,  as  Silver  voic'd, 
her  Eyes  as  Jewel-like,  and  calt  as  richly,  in  pace  another 
Juno.  Who  ftarves  the  Ears  flie  feeds,  and  makes  them 
hungry,  the  more  ihe  gives  them  Speech;  where  do  yoa 
live? 

Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  Stranger,  from  the  Deck  you 
may  difcern  the  Place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred?  And  how  atchiev'd  you 
thefe  Endowments  which  you  make  more  rich  to  owe? 

Mar.  1(1  (hould  tell  my  Hiftory,  it  would  feem  like 
'•  Lies  difdain'd  in  the  reporting. 

Per.  Prithee  fpeak,  fajfene^  cannot  come  from  thee,  for 
thou  lookefl:  modeft  as  Juftice,  and  thou  feem'ft  a  PaUUs 
for  the  crowned  Truth  to  dwell  in,  I  will  believe  thee>  abd 

make 


Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre.        jooi 

ike  my  Senfes  credit  thy  Relafion^  to  points  that  feem 
poffibIe>  for  thou  look'ft  like  one  I  lov'd  indeed;  ^hac 
ere  thy  Friends?  Didfl  thou  not  (lay  when  I  did  pufli 
ice  bacK*.  Which  was  when  I  perceiv'd  thee  that  tfaoucam'ft 
cm  good  Defcent. 
Mar,  So  indeed  I  did. 

Per.  Report  thy  Parentage,  I  think  thou  faidft  thou 
ladft  been  toft  from  Wrong  to  Injury,  and  that  thou 
:hought*ft  thy  Griefs  might  equal  mine,  if  both  were  o- 
pcncd. 

Mar.  Some  fuch  thing  I  faid,  and  faid  no  more  but  what 
my  Thoughts  did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.  Tell  thy  Srory,  if  thine  confidered  prove  the  thou- 
fand  Part  of  my  Endurance,  thou  art  a  Man,  and  I  have 
fuffered  like  a  Girl ;  yet  thou  doft  look  like  Patience,  gaz- 
ing on  Kings  Graves,  and  fmiling  Extremity  out  of  z&m 
What  were  thy  Friends?  how  loft  thou  tkv  Name,  iny 
moft  kind  Virgin  ?  recount  I  do  befeech  tnee.  Come  nt 
by  me. 

Mar.  My  Name  is  Marina. 

Per.  Oh  I  am  mock'd,  and  thou  by  fome  incenfed  God 
fent  hither  to  make  the  World  to  laugh  at  me. 

Mar.  Patience,  good  Sir,  or  here  Til  ceafe. 

Per.  Nay,  I'll  be  patient,  thou  little  know'ft  how  thou 
doeft  ftartle  me  to  call  thy  fcK  Marina. 

Mar.  The  Name  was  given  me  by  one  that  had  fome 
Power,  my  Father  and  a  King. 

Per.  How,  a  King's  Daughter,  and  call'd  Marina? 

Mar.  You  faid  you  would  believe  me,  but  not  to  be  ^ 
trouble  of  your  Peace,  I  will  end  here. 

Per.  But  are  you  Flefti  and  Blood  ? 
Have  you  a  working  Pulfe,  and  are  no  Fairy  ? 
Motion?  well,  {peak  on,  where  were  you  born { 
And  wherefore  calFd  Marina\ 

Mar.  Call*d  Marina^  for  I  was  born  at  Sea. 

Per.  At  Sea  ?  who  was  thy  Mother  ? 

Mar.  My  Mother  iKras  the  Daughter  of  a  King»  who 
died  the  Minute  I  was  born,  as  my  goo4  Nurfe  Ljchcrida 
liath  oft  delivered  weeping. 
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,    Per*  O  flop  there  a  litde,  this  is  the  rarcft  Dream 
That  e'er  dull  Sleep  did  mock  fad  Fools  withal: 
This  cannot  be  my  Daughter ;   buried  I   well,  where  were 
you  bred?  Ill  hear  you  more  to  the  bottom  of  your  Story, 
and  never  interrupt  you* 

Mar.  You  fcorn,  believe  me  'twere  bcft  I  did  give  o'er. 

Per.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  Syllable  of  what  you  (hall 
deliver^  yet  give  me  leave,  how  came  you  in  thefe  Parts? 
where  were  you  bred? 

Mar.  The  King,  my  Father,  did  in  Tharfus  leave  ma» 
Till  cruel  CUon  with  his  wicked  Wife, 
Did  feek  to  murther  me :  And  having  woed  a  Villain 
To  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn  to  do't, 
A  crew  of  Pyrats  came  and  refcued  met 
Brought  me  to  MetaUne,  ] 

But»  gQpd  Sir,  whither  will  you  have  me?  why  do  you 
weep?  It  may  be  you  think  me  an  Impoftor,  no,  good  faith. 
I  am  the  Daughter  to  King  Pericles,  if  good  King  PerUUs 
be. 

Per.  Ho,  Hellicanus  f 

Hell.  Calls  my  Lord  ? 

Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  Counfellor, 
Moft  wife   in  general,  tell  me>  if  thou  can'ft,  what  this 

Maid  i5, 
Or  what  is  like  to  be,  that  thus  hath  made  me  weep  ? 

Hell.  I  know  not,  but  here's  the  Regent,  Sir,  of  Miti^ 
Uncj  fpeaks  nobly  of  her. 

Ljf.  She  never  would  tell  her  Parentage. 
Being  demanded  that,  (he  would  fit  ftill  and  weep. 

Per.  Oh  Hellicanus,  ftrike  me,    honoured  Sir,  give  met 
ga(h,  put  me  to  prefent  Pain,  left  this  great  Sea  of  Joy* 
ruftiing  upon  me,  o*er-bear  the  Shores  of  my  Mortality,  and 
drown  me  with  their  Sweetnefs :  Oh  come  hither. 
Thou  that  beget^ft  him  that  did  thee  beget. 
Thou  that  waft  born  ac  Sea,  buried  at  Tharfus^ 
And  found  at  Sea  again :  O  HelUcanust 
Down  on  thy  Knees,  thank  the  holy  Gods,  as  loud 
As  Thunder  threatens  us;  this  is  Marina. 
What  was  thy  Mother's  Name?  tell  me  but  that^ 
For  Truth  can  never  be  confirm'd  enough. 
Though  Doubts  did  ever  fleep. 
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rr.  Firft,  Sir,  I  pray  what  is  your  Title? 

.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre,  but  cell  me  now  my 

n'd  Queen's  Name,  as  in  the  reft  you  faid, 

haft  been  god-hke  perfe&>  the  Heir  of  Kingdoms^ 

nother  hke  to  Pericles  thy  Father, 

pr.  Is  it  not  more  to  be  your  Daughter,  than  to  fgy^ 

[other's  Name  is  Thai/a  i  Thai/a  wa$  my  Mother,  who 

d  the  minute  I  began. 

.   Now  bleffing  on  thee,    rife,    thou  srt  my  ChildL' 

me  frefti    Garments*    mine  own  HeUkunus^  (he  is 

ad  at  Tharfus^  as  (he  (houldhave  been  by  favageCZmr, 

lall  tell  thee  all»  when  thou  (halt  knee),  and  juftifie  ia 

ledge,  (he  is  ihy  very  Princefs;  who  is  this? 

IL  Sir,  'tis  the  Governor  of  Metalinc,  who  hearing  of 

Melancholy,  did  come  to  fee  you. 

.  I  embrace  you;  give  me  my  Robes ; 

wild  in  my  beholding.     Oh  Heav'n  ble(s  my  GirlJ 

lark,  what  MuHck's  this,  HelUcanus  ?  my  Marina^ 

lim  o'er  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  feems  to  doar, 

fure  you  are  my  Daughter ;  but  whereas  this  Mufickt 

7.  My  Lord>  I  hear  none. 

.  None?  TheMu(ickoftheSphears,lift,  my  Ai^ruuu 

\  It  is  not  good  to  crofs  him,  give  him  way. 

.  Rareft  founds,  do  ye  not  hear  \ 

\  Mufick,  my  Lord,  I  hear. 

.  Moft  Heav'nly  Mu(ick, 

s  me  unto  liftning,  and  thick  Slumber 

upon  mine  Eyes,  let  me  reft. 
'I  A  Pillow  for  his  Ffcad,  fo  leave  him  alL 
my  Companion  Friends,  if  this  but  anfwer  to  my  ySi 
,  ril  well  remember  you. 
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A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Diana  appearing  to  Pericles  afieep. 

JDiji.T^  Jf  Y  Temple  ftands  in  Ephefas^  hie  thee  thither, 

XVJL  And  do  upon  mine  Altar  Sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  Maiden  Priefts  are  met  together. 
Before  all  the  People  reveal 
How.  thou  at  Sea  didfl  lofe  thy  Wife, 
iTo:  Inourn  thy  CrolTcs  with  thy  Daughters  call, 
iAod  :give  them  Repetition  to  the  like : 
Or  perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  Hveft  in  woe  : 
7>o't^\aDd  happy  by  my  Silver  Bow; 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  Dream. 

Per.  Celeftial  Dianj  Goddefs  ^rgemine^ 
I  will  obey  thee.   Hellkanus. 

Enter  Lyfimachus. 

Per.  My  purpofe  was  for  Tharfusj  there  to  ftrike 
The  ifthofpicable  Cleon^  but  I  am  for  other  Service  firft, 
Toward  Ephefus  turn  our  blown  Sails 
EftfoOds  rii  tell  why.  Shall  we  refrefh  us.  Sir,  upon  yoo] 
Shore,  and  give  you  Gold  for  fuch  Provifion  as  our  Intent! 
will  need. 

Ljf.  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart,  and  when  you  come  aihm 
I  have  another  fleight. 

Per.  You  fliall  prevail,  were  it  to  woe  my  Daughta; 
for  it  fecms  you  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Ljf.  Sir,  lend  me  your  Arm. . 

Per.  Come,,  my  Marina.  [ExeuM. 

Enter  Gower. 

No-iif  oHr  Sands  are  almofi  run, 
More  a  little,  and  then  done. 
This  mj  lafi  boon  give  me, 
'  -  For  fmh  kiffdhe/i  mufi  relieve  me  : 
•  Thai  yom  aptlj  will  fuppofe, 
Whai  pageantry,  what  feat ^  what  fhows. 
What  Minfirelfie,  what  pretty  din. 
The  Regent  made  in  Metalin^ 
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To  greet  the  King\  fi  he  thriv*d^ 

Tljot  he  is  premis*d  to  be  wivd 

To  fair  Marini, .  but  in  no  wifi^ 

'TiU  he  had  done  his  Sacrifice^ 

jis  Dian  bady  whereto  being  bounds 

The  interim  Prajy  joh  all  confound,  *    ,     * 

In  f ether  dmefnefs  Sails  are  fiU%' 

jind  wijhes  fall  one  as  the f  re  vHWd^ 

Jit  fiphefus  the  Temple  fee»  '     _ 

0$tr  Ktngf  and  ail  his  Company.  ^  * 

That  he  can  hither  come  Jo  foon^ 

Is  bj  jour  Fancfs  thankful  ^oom.  *  C^xit. 

Enter  Pericles*  Lyfimachus,  Hellicanus*  Marinai  Thaifap  • 

Cerymon,  and  others. 

Per.  Hail  Dian^  to  perform  thy  juft  commandt 
I  here  confefs  my  felf  the  King  of  Tyre. 
Who  frighted  from  my  Country,  did  wed 
At  PentapoliSj  the  fair  Thaifa^ 
At  Sea  in  Child-bed  died  (he,  but  brought  forth 
K  Maid  Child  called  Marina;  vrho,  O  Goddefs, 
UTears  yet  thy  Silver  Livery.     She  at  Tharfus 
!Va$  Nurft  with  Cleon^  who  at  fourteen  Years 
tft  fought  to  Murder,  but  her  better  Stars 
Brought  her  to  Metaline^  'gainftwhofe  Shore  riding, 
Her  Fortunes  brought  the  Maid  aboard  to  us. 
Where  by  her  own  moft  clear  remembrancei  (he 
Made  known  her  felf  my  Diughter* 

Thai.  Voice  and  Favour !  You  are,  you  are,   O  Royal 
tericles.  [She  faints  awaj. 

Per.  What  means  the  Woman  ?  (he  dies !  help.  Gentle- 
men. 

Cer.  Sir,  if  you  have  told  Diana*s  Altar  true. 
This  is  your  Wife, 

Per.  Reverend  Appearer,  no,  I  threw  her  over-board  with 
thefe  very  Arms. 

Cer»  Upon  this  Coaft,  I  warrant  you.  ;-^^* 

Per.  'Tis  moft  certain. 

Or.  Look  to  the  Lady;  O  (he'j  but  overjoy*d. 
£arly  in  bluft'ring  morn,  this  Lady  was  thrown  upCMi  this 

Vol.  VL  R  Shore. 
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shore.    I  opened  the  Coffin,  found  thefe  rich  Jewd%  i 
cover'd  her,  and  placed  her  here  in  Dianas  Temple* 

Per.  May  we  fee  them  ? 

Cer.  Great  Sir,  they  ftiall  be  brought  you  to  my  Houf! 
whither  I  invite  you ;  look,  Thaifa  is  recovered. 

Thai.  O  let  me  look  if  he  be  none  of  mine, 
My  Sanftity  will  to  my  Senfe  bend  no  licentious  Ear, 
But  curb  it  fpigbt  of  feeing: 

0  my  Lord»  are  you  not  Pericles  ? 
Like  him  you  fpeak,  like  him  you  are: 

Did  you  not  name  a  Tempeft,  aBirth*  and  Death? 

Per.  The  Voice  of  dead  Thaifa. 

Thai.  That  Thaifa  am  I,  fuppofed  dead  and  drown'd. 

Per.  Immortal  Dian! 

Thai.  Now  I  know  you  better. 
When  we  with  Tears  parted  PentapoUs^ 
The  King,  my  Father,  gave  you  luch  a  Ring, 

Per.  This,  this,  no  more,  you  Gods, 
Your  prefent  Kindnefs  makes  my  paft  Miferies  Sport, 
Yoiifhalldo  well,  that  on  the  touching  of  her  Lips 

1  may  melt,  aad-  no  more  be  feen ; 

0  come,  be  buried  a  fecond  time  within  thefe  Arms, 

"  Mar.  My  Heart  leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  Mother's  Ba 
fbm. 

Per.  Look  who  kneels  here,  Flefli  of  thy  Flefli,  Thaifl, 
Thy  Burden  at  the  Sea,  and  call'd  Marina, 
For  (he  was  yielded  there. 

Thai.  Bleft,  and  mine  own« 

Hell.  Hail,  Madam,  and  my  Queen. 

Thai.  I  know  you  not. 

Per^  You  have  heard  me  fay  when  I  did  fly  from  Tjru 

1  left  behind  an  ancient  Subftitute ; 

Can  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  Man{ 
I  have  nam*d  him  ofr. 

Thai.  *Twas  Hellicanm  then« 

Per.  Still  Confirmation, 
Embrace  him  dear  Thaifa^  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found  ? 
How  poffibly  preferved?  And  who  to  thank, 
Befides  the  ^6d$,  for  .Ais  great  Miracle  ?  • 
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ThsL  Lord  Cerjmon^  my  Lord*  this  Man,  through  whooi 
The  Gods  have  (hewn  their  Power,  that  can  from  firft 
To  laft  refolve  you. 

Per.  Reverend  Sir, 
The  Gods  can  have  no  mortal  Officer      ^ 
More  like  a  God  than  you. 
Will  you  deliver  how  this  dead  Queen  re-Kves? 

Cer.  I  will,  my  Lord,  befeech  you  firft  go  with  iDf 
Unto  my  Houfe,  where  fliali  be  (hewn  you  all 
Was  found  with  her; 

How  (he  came  plac'd  here  in  the  Temple, 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pure  Dian  \  blefs  thee  for  thy  Vifion, 
I  will  offer  Ni^^ht  Oblations  to  thee. 
Thuifoj  this  Prince,  the  fair  betrothed  of  your  Daughter^ 
Shall  marry  at  PentafoliSy 

And  now  this  Ornameht  that  makes  me  look  difmaL 
Will  I  clip  to  form, 

And  what  this  fourteen  Yeai^  no  Razor  touchy, 
To  grace  thy  Marriage  Day,  1*11  beautifie. 

Th4$.  Lord  Cerjmon  hath  Letters  of  good  Credit, 
Sir,  my  Father's  dead. 

Pir.  Heav'ns  make  a  Star  of  him;  yet  here,  my  Qjieen, 
WcTIl  celebrate  their  Nuptials,  and  our  felves 
Will  in  that  Kingdom  fpend  our  following  Days; 
Oar  Son  and  Daughter  (hall  in  Tyrus  reign. 
y    Lord  CerjmoHj  we  do  our  longing  (lay. 

To  hear  the  reft  untold.  Sir,  lead's  the  way.  [Ex.  $mnes. 

Enter  Cower. 

A  Antiochus  and  his  Daughter^  y$H  have  heard 

Ofmonfirous  Lufi^  the  due  and  jufi  Reward: 

h  Pericles,  his  Queen  and  Daughter  feen^ 

though  aJfaiCd  with  Fortunes  fierce  and  keen^ 
Virtue  preferred  from  fell  Defifudions  hlafi^ 
Led  on  bj  Heav^n^  and  crown  d  withjoj  M  la^% 

In  Hellicanus  may  you  well  defcry, 

A  Figure  of  Truths  of  Faith^  of  Loyalty  : 

A  reyerend  Cei  y mon  there  well  appears, 

TU  'm^rth  that  learned  Charity  ayt  wtars. 
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Tor  mcksd  CXeoTi  snd  his  Wifcy  when  Fame 
Hadfpread  their  cur  fed  Deed^  and  hemttrd  Nm$ 
0/  Pericles,  to  rage  the  City  turn^ 
That  him  and  his^  thej  in  his  Palace  b^rn. 
The  Gods  for  ^urder  feemed  fo  content^ 
To  pHnijb^  although  not  done^  hut  meant  • 
So  on  jonr  Patiences  ever  more  attending, 
New  joy  w^it  on  jon,  here  our  flaj  hath  ctiding^ 
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R.  FlowerdalC)    a   Merchant^    trading  gt 
Venice. 

Macrhew  Flowerdale,  his  Trodigal  Son. 

Mr.  Flowerdale,  Brother  to  the  Merchant. 

J/r  Lancelot  Spurcock,  (?^Lewfotne/xi  Kent. 

Sir  Arthur  GreenQiood,  a  Commander^  T      In  love 
Oliver,  ^  Cornifli  C/^/^i^r,  ^withLuct. 

Weathercock,  a  Tarajite  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock. 
Tom  Civet,  in  love  with  Frances. 

Artichoak    \^^^'^^^^^  '^  ^^^  Lancelot  Spurcock. 
Dick  and  Ralph,  two  cheating  Gameji^rs.         ^\  V 
Ruffin,  a  Tander  to  Mijlrefs  Apricock  aBa/ifdi\ 
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Frances,  ^ 

Luce,       >T>aughters  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock. 

Delia,       S 

■ 

Sheriff  and  Officers. 

A  Citizen  and  his  Wife. 
^Drawers. 
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ACT   I.    SCENE! 

Enter  Flowerdale  the  Merchant^  and  his  Brother. 

FATHER. 

Hother,  from  Fiiiice,  being  thus  di%uis*di 
I  come,  to  prove  the  humours  of  my  Sonj 
How  hath  he  born  himfelf  fince  my  departure,' 
I  leaving  you  his  Patron  and  his  Guide! 
Vnc.  lYaith,    Brother,   fo,   al    you  will 
grieve  to  hear, 
And  I  ilmoft  3(ham:d  to  report  it, 

F^b.  Why  how  is'r.  Brother!  What,  doth  be  fpend 
Beyond  the  allowance  I  left  him? 

Vnc.  How!  beyond  that!  and  far  more;  whyi  your 
Exhibition  is  nothing,  he  hath  fpent  that,  and  Once  hath 
Wow*d,  protefted  with  Oaths,  alledged  Kindred  towring 
Mony  from  me,  by  the  love  I  bore  his  Father,  by  the  For- 
tunes mi^ht  fall  upon  himfelf,  to  (furniDi  his  Wants;  That 
"Iwe,  I  have  had  fince  his  Bond,  his  Friend  and  Frienc^i 
Bond;  although  I  know  that  he  fpends-is  yours,  yet  it 
grieves  me  to  fee  the  unbridled  Wildncfs  that  reigns  o\6i  him. 
F«h.  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his  Life!  how  is 
Ac  name  of  his  Offences  ?  if  they  do  not  relifh  altogether 
*>f  Damnation,  his  Youth  may  privilege  his  Wantonnefs : 
J^my  felf  ran  an  unbridled  Couife  'titt  iVittr,  'itli  liSssKi^ 
»&hriy;  w^,  you  fee  how  I  am;  Foi'ViMau«\!Dd«*&- 
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into  with  the  Eyes  of  Difcretion,  and  well  ballanced  with 
the  weights  of  Reafon*  the  Courfe  paft>  feems  fo  abomina- 
ble, that  the  Landlord  of  himfelf,  which  is  the  Heart  of  his 
Body,  will  rather  intorob  himfelf  in  the  Earthj  or  feck  a 
new  Tenant  to  rcaiain  in  him,  which  once  fetled,  how  much 
better  are  they  that  in  their  Youth  have  known  all  thefe 
Vices,  and  left  'em,  than  thofe  that  knew  little,  and  in  their 
Age  run  into  'em  i  Believe  me>  Brother,  they  that  die  moffc 
Virtuous,    have  in  their  Youth  liv'd  rood  Vicious;    and. 
none  knows  the  Danger  of  the  Fire  more  than  he  that  falls 
into  it :  But  fay,  how  is  the  Courfe  of  his  Life  ?   let's  he 
his  Particulars. 

Vftc.  Why  I'll  tell  you.  Brother,  he  is  a  continual  Swear 
er,  and  a  breaker  of  his  Oaths,  which  is  bad. 

Fdth.  I  grant  indeed  to  fwear  is  bad,  but  not  in  keepin 
thofe  Oaths  is  better ;  for  who  will  fet  by  a  bad  thing 
Nay  by  my  Faith,  I  hold  this  rather  a  Virtue  than  a  Vice 
Well,  I  pray  proceed. 

Vhc.  He  is  a  mighty  Brawler,  and  comes  commonly 
the  worft« 

Fath.  B  V  my  Faith  this  is  none  of  the  word  neither,  f( 
if  he  brawl  and  be  beaten  for  it,  it  will  in  time  make  h* 
fliun  it :  For  what  brings  a  Man  or  Child,  more  to 
than  Corredion?  What  reigns  over  him  elfe? 

Vnc.  He  is  a  great  Drinker,  and  one  that  will  forget  himfelf^ 

Path.  O  beft  of  all.  Vice  ftiould  be  forgotten,  let  hin  ^ 
drink  on,  fo  he  drink  not  Churches.     Nay,  and  this  be  th 
worft,  I  hold  it  rather  Happinefs  in  him,  than  any  Iniquity 
Hath  he  any  more  Attendants  ? 

Vuc.  Brother,  he  is  oine  that  will  borrow  of  any  Man. 

Fath.  Why  you  fee  fo  doth  the  Sea,  it  borrows  of  all  th 
fmall  Currents  in  the  World  to  encreafe  himfelf. 

Vnc.  Ay,  but  the  Sea  pays  it  again,  and  fo  will  neve^" 
your  Son. 

FdtL  No  more  would  the  Sea  neither,  if  it  were  as  drjT 
as  my  Son. 

V^.c.  Then,  Brother,  I  fee  you  rather  like  thefe  Vices  in 
your  Son,  than  anv  way  condemn  them. 

Foilh  Nay  miftake  me  not.  Brother,  for  though  I  flu^ 
them  over  now,  as  things  flight  and  nothing,  his  Crimes  be- 
ii7ffw  the  Bud,  it  would  gaU  m^  ^Asxsx^  t\i«^  ^Q\i&4  vi<t 
if/i  in  him.  "      '  '^     ^^» 
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2%ttf.  Ho  ?  who's  within  ho  ? 

[Flowcrdale  kpockf  :»fi$him. 

Vnc.  That's  your  Son,  he  is  come  to  borrow  more  Mnay. 

Fath^  For  God's  fake  give  it  out  I  am  dead. 
See  how  he'll  take  it. 

Sty  I  have  brought  you  News  from  his  Father. 
I  nave  here  drawn  a  formal  Wil^  as  it  were  from  my  fel( 
Which  ril  deliver  him. 

Vnc.  Go  to,  Brother,  no  more :  I  will; 

tl(yw.  Uncle,  where  are  you.  Uncle?  \Wkhin. 

Vnc.  Let  my  Cou(ii>  in  there.  '       • 

ta,th.  I  am  a  Sailor  come  from  Venice^  and  my  Name  is 

Enter  Flowerdale. 

flow.  By  the  Lord,  in  truth.  Uncle. 
Vnc.  In  truth   would  a  ferv'd,   Coufin,    without  the 
Lord. 

Flow.  By  your  leave.  Uncle,  the  Lord  is  the  Lord  of 
Truth.     A  couple  of  Rafcals  at  the  Gate,  fet  upon  me  for 
*ffly  Purfe. 

^    Vnc.  You  never  come,  but  you  bring  a  brawl  in  your 
^Moath. 

FUw.  By  my  Truth,  Uncle,  you  muft  needs  lend  me 
icn  Pdund* 
%)nc.  Give  my  Coufin  fome  fmall  Beer  here. 
tUw.  Nay  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  Jeft  now,  by  this 
Light,  I  lliould  ride  to  Croydon  Fair,   to  meet  Sir  Lancelot 
Sfnrcock,  I  ihould  have  his  Daughter  Lmcy  and  for  fcurvy 
teo  Pound,  a  Man  (hall  lofe  nine  hundred  threefcore  and 
odd  Pounds,  and  a  daily  Friend  befide,  by  this  Hand,  Un- 
de,  'tis  true. 
Vnc.  Why,  any  thing  is  true  for  ought  I  know. 
Flaw.  To  lee  now;  why  you  ftiall  have  my  Bond,  Un- 
cle, Tom  mitc%  James  Brocl^Sj  oxNkl^HaU*s;  as  good  Ra- 
pier and  Dagger  Men,  as  any  be  in  Ef^land;  let's  be  damn'd 
if  we  do  not  pay  you,  the  worft  of  us  all  will  not  damn 
our  felvcs  for  ten  Pound.     A  pox  of  ten  Pound. 
Vnc.  Coufin,   this  is  not  the  firft  time  I  have  believ'd 

roub 
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Flow.  Why  truft  me  now,  you  know  not  what  may 
if  one  thing  were  but  true,  I  would  not  greatly  cai 
(hould  not  need  ten  Pound,  but  when  a  Man  cannot  b 
liev'd,  there's  it. 

Vnc.  Why  what  is  it,  Coufin  ? 

Fl9w^  Marry  this,  Uncle,  can  you  tell  me  if  the  K 
Hue  be  come  home  or  no? 

Vhc.  Ay  marry  is't. 

JF/021^.  By  Gad  I  thank  you  for  that  News. 
What  is't  in  the  Pool  can  you  tell  ? 
•     Zfncl.  It  is ;  what  of  that  ? 

Flvn^.  What?  why  then  I  have  fix  Pieces  of  Velvet 
»e»  ril  give  you  a  Piece,  Uncle :    For  thus  faid  the 
tcr,  a  Piece  of  Afti-colour,   a  three-pird  black,  a  cole 
rferoy,  a  Crimfon,  a  fad  Green,  and  a  Purple:  Yes  i'fj 

Zfftc.  From  whom  ihould  you  receive  this  ? 

PUw.  From  who?  why  from  my  Father;  with  com: 
diations  to  you.  Uncle,  and  thus  he  writes;  I  know, 
he»  thou  haft  much  troubled  thy  kind  Uncle,  whom 
willing  at  my  return  I  will  fee  amply  fatisfied ;    ampl; 
remember  was  the  \^Ty  word  ;  fo  God  help  me. 

Vnc.  Have  you  the  Letter  here  ? 

Fbnif.  Yes,  f  have  the  Letter  here,  here  is  the  Lci 
Nc^  yes,  no,  let  me  fee,  what  Breeches  wore  I  on  St 
day  .*  Let  me  fee*  a  Tnefdajfj  itiy  Calamanka,  a  Wedne 
my  Peach-colour  Sattir,  a  Thnrfdaj  my  Vellure,  a  R 
my  Calamanka  again,  a  Satmrd^jy  let  me  fee,  a  SaWi 
for  in  thofe  Breeches  I  wore  a  Saturday  is  the  Letter 
my  riding  Breeches,  Uncle,  thofe  that  you  thought 
been  Velvet,  in  thofe  very  Breeches  is  the  Letter. 

Vnc^  When  (hofeld  it  be  dated  ? 

Flow.  Marry  Bidijjimo  terfios  Septembris^  no,  no,  tY\ 
mo  tertios  ORolris,  Ay  OSlotris,  foitis. 

Vnc.  Dicditimo  terfios  OSobris:  And  here  receive 
Letter  that  your    Father  died   in  Jufte  :  How  fay^ 

Fdth.  Yes  truly.  Sir,  your  Father  is  dead,  thefe  Han 
mine  h<$lp  td  t^ind  him. 
F/w.  Dead?    '^' 
JFatk  Ay»  Sir,  dead. 
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Flo^.  'Sblood,  howfliouldmy  Father  come  dead? 

Fdih.  rfaithSir,  according  to  the  oJd  Proverb, 
The  Child  was  Born,  and  cryed,  became  Man» 
After  fell  Sick,  and  Died. 

V»c.  Nay,  Coufin,  do  not  take  it  fo  heavily, 

Fiow.  Kiy»  I  cannot  weep  you  Extempory,  marry  feme 
two  or  three  Days  hence  I  (hall  weep  without  any  ftintance; 
.  But  I  hope  he  died  in  good  Memory. 

FMth.  Very  well,  Sir,  and  fet  down  every  thing  in  good 
order,  and  the  Katherine  and  Hue  you  taikt  of,  I  came  over 
in;  and  I  faw  all  the  Bills  of  Lading,  and  the  Velvet  that 
you  ttlkt  of,  there  is  no  fuch  aboard. 

Fkw.  By  Gal,  I  aflfure  you,  then  there  is  Knavery  t- 
faroad. 

F4th.  ril  be  fwom  of  that :  there's  Knavery  abroad,  al« 
tho'  there  were  never  a  piece  pf  Velvet  in  Venice. 

fkw.  I  hope  he  died  in  good  Eftate. 

^Fmh.  To  the  report  of  the  World  he  did,  and  made  his 
WUl,  of  which  I  am  an  unworthy  Bearer. 

FUw.  His  Wil»,  have  you  his  Will? 

Fdth.  Yes,  Sir,  and  in  the  prefence  of  your  Uncle  I  was 
willed  to  deliver  it. 

V»e.  I  hope,  Coufin,  now  God  hath  blcfled  you  with 
Wealth,  you  will  not  be  unmindful  of  me. 

Fhw.  I'll  do  reafon.  Uncle ;  yet  i'faich  I  take  the  denial 
rfthis  ten  Pound  very  hardly. 

Vfte.  Nay,  I  deny'd  you  not. 

7W.  By  Gad  you  deny'd  me  direftly. 

•Ufc.  ril  be  judg'd  by  this  good  Fellow. 

Fdth.  Notdiredly,  Sir. 

flni;.  Why,  he  faid  he  would  lend  me  none,  and  that 
kd  wo»dt  to  be  a  direft  denial,  if  the  old  Phrafe  hold :  Well* 
'Uncle,  come  we'll  fall  to  the  Legacies,  in  the  Name  of. 
Cod,  Amtn^ 

lum^  I  bequeath  to  my  hrothtr  FUwerdale,  three  HuQ* 
4red. Pounds,  to  pay  fuch  trivial  Debts  as  I  owe  in  L^f^, 

Item^  To  my  Son  Afdt»  Flower dde^  I  bequeath  two  Bail 
[of  falfe  Dice,  videlicet^  high  Men  and  low  Men,  FuUomcSf 
[lop  Cater  Traies,  and  other  Bones  of  Fundion* 

FUw^  'Sblood  what  doth  he  mean  by  ahi»S 
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Vnc.  Proceed,  Coufin, 

Flaw.  Thefe  Precepts  I  leave  him,  let  him  Borrow  of  ii 
Oath,  for  of  his  Word  no  body  will  trufl  him.  Let  hij 
by  no  means  marry  an  honeft  Woman^  for  the  other  wi 
keep  her  felf.  Let  him  fleal  as  much  as  he  can,  that 
guilty  Confcience  may  bring  him  to  his  deflinate  Repentance 
,1  think  he  means  Hanging*  And  this  were  his  lad  WillaiK 
Teftament,  the  Devil  flood  laughing  at  his  Beds  feet  whil 
he  made  it.  *Sbloud,  what  doth  he  think  to  fop  off  hi 
Pofterity  with  Paradoxes  ? 
'  Path.  This  he  made.  Sir,  with  his  own  Hands* 

Tlow.  Ay,  well,  nay  come,  good  Uncle,  let  me  have  thi 
Ten  Pound,  imagine  you  have  loft  it,  or  robb*d  of  it^  o 
mifreckon'd  your  felf  fo  much  t  any  way  to  make  it  comi 
jCafily  o£F,  good  Uncle. 

Vnc.  Not  a  penny. 

Fath.  rfaith  lend  it  him,  iSir,  I  my  felf  have  an  Eihn 
in  the  City  worth  twenty  Pound,  all  that  TU  ingage  bk 
him,  he  faith  it  concerns  him  in  a  Marriage. 

Flow.  Ay  marry  doth  it,  this  is  a  Fellow  of  fomeSenfii 
this:  Come,  good  Uncle. 

Vnc.  Will  you  give  your  word  for  it,  Keficr  f 

Fath.  I  will,  Sir,  willingly. 

Vnc.^  Well,  CouGn,  come  to  me  an  Hour  hence,  yai 
jQiall  have  it  ready. 

Flow.  Shall  I  not  fail  / 

Vnc.  You  ftiall  nor,  come  or  fend. 

Flow.  Nay  I'll  come  my  felf. 

Fath.  By  my  troth,  would  I  were  your  Worfliip's  MiP 

Flow.  What  ?  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 

Fath.  Very  willingly.  Sir. 

FUw.  Why  I'll  tell  thee  what  thou  (halt  Ami  thgl 
faift  thou  haft  twenty  Pound,  go  into  BircbMAiti 
put  thy  felf  into  Cloaths,  thou  ftialt  ride  with  me  f| 
Cr^ydonltoXr. 

Fath.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  I  will  attend  you.    • 

Flow.  Well,  Uncle,  you  will  not  fail  me  tf  Hour  heiHi 

t^iic.  I  will  not,  Counn.  /^ 

.     Flew.  What's  thy  name,  Kificr  ?  ^| 

f4/i.  Ay,.Sir.  .       .  -J 

•  fin 
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J^mf.  Well,  provide  thy  felf :  Uncle,  farewcl  'till  anon. 

[£AnV  Flowerdalet 
Vft€.  Brother,  how  do  you  like  your  Son  i 
Ta$L  rfairh  Brother*  like  a  mad  unbridled  Colt* 
Or  as  a  Hawk,  that  never  ftoop'd  to  lure : 
The  one  muft  be  tamed  with  an  Iron  bit. 
The  other  muft  be  watch'd,  or  dill  fhe  is  wild. 
Such  is  my  Son,  a  while  let  him  be  fo; 
For  Counfel  ftill  is  Folly's  deadly  Foe. 
PM  fcrve  his  Youth,  for  Youth  muft  have  his  courfc. 
For  being  reftrain'd,  it  makes  him  ten  times  worfe : 
L  His  Pride»  his  Riot,  all  that  may  be  n^m'd> 
[  .Time  may  reca),  and  all  his  Madnefs  tam^d.  \Exqfnt^ 

I      Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Afafier  Weathercock,  Daffidif, 
L  Artichoak,  Luce,  ^nd  Frank* 

Lane.  Sirrah,  jirtichoal^^  get  you  home  before; 
And  as  you  prov'd  your  felf  a  Calf  in  buying. 
Drive  home  your  fellow  Calves  that  you  have  bought* 

Art.    Yes,,  forfooth,   (hall  not  my  Fellow  Daffidil  go 
ikng  with  mef 
Lane.  No,  Sir,  no,  I  muft  have  one  to  wait  on  me. 
Art.  Daffidilf  farewel,    good  fellow  Daffidil, 
You  may  fee,  Miftrefs,  I  am  fet  up  by  the  halves, 
*  ftead  of  waiting  on  you,  I  am  fent  to  drive  home  Calves. 

LiMc.  I'faith  Franks  I  muft  turn  away  this  Daffidil, 
He's  grown  a  very  foolifli  fawcy  Fellow. 

Fran.  Indeed-law,  Father,   he  was  fo  (ince  I  had  him: 
More  he  was  wife  enough  for  a  foolilh  Serving-Man. 
Wtath*  But  what  fay  you  to  me.   Sir  Lancelot  f 
Lane.  O,  about  my  Daughters»  well,  I  will  go  forward, 
Here^s  two  of  them,  God  fave  them ;  but  the  third, 
Ac's  a  Stranger  in  her  courfe  of  Life, 
t  hath  refufed  you,  Mafter  Weathercock^ 
Wi^h.  Ay  by  the  Rood,  Sir  Lancelot,  thatihe  hath,  but 
dflietry'd  me,  fhe  (hould  have  found  a  Man  of  me  indeed. 
Lane.   Nay  be  not  angry.  Sir,   at  her  denial,  (he  hath 
^  y  feven  of  the  wor(hipfuirft  and  worthieft  Houfe- 
TS  this  day  in  Kent:  Indeed  ihe  will  not  marry,  I  fup- 

'  Ifiath.  The  more  Fool  (he. 
L^ne,  What,  is  it  Folly  (o  love  Chaftity? 

'  ■■  mutt; 
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Wettb,  No.  miftake  me  not»  Sir  Lsucelott 
But  'CIS  an  old  Proverb,  and  you  know  it  well. 
That  Women  dying  Maids,  lead  Apes  in  Hell. 

Lane.  That's  a  foolifli  Proverb  and  a  falfe* 

Weathm  By  the  Mafs,  I  think  it  be,  and  therefore  fetitgo: 
But  who  (hall  marry  with  Miftrcfs  Frances^ 

Fran.   By  my  troth  they  are  talking  of  marrying  me, 
Sifter. 

Luce.  Peace,  let  them  talk : 
Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  ^s  they  walk. 

Daff.  Sentences  ftill,  fweet  Miftrefs, 
you  have  a  Wit,  and  it  were  your  Alablafter. 

Luce,  rfaith  and  thy  Tongue  trips  trench  more# 

2Ui^.  No  of  my  Knighthootl,  not  a  Suiter  yet; 
Alas,  God  help  hef,  liJly  Girl,  a  Fool,  a  very  Fool"; 
But  there's  the  other  black  Brows  a  fhrewd  Girl, 
She  hath  Wit  at  Will,  and  Suiters  two  or  three: 
Sir  Arthur  Green/heild  one,  a  gallant  Knight, 
A  valiant  Soldier,  but  his  Power  but  poor. 
jThen  there's  young  Olivery  the  Devon/hire  Ltd^ 
A  wary  Fellow,  marry  full  of  Wir, 
And  rich  by  the  Rood,  but  there's  a  third  all  Air, 
Light  as  a  Feather,  changing  as  the  Wind : 
jYoung  F  lower  dale  y 

Weath.  O  he.  Sir,  he's  a  defperate  Biclc  indeed. 
Bar  him  your  Houfe. 

Lane.  Fie,  not  fo,  he's  of  good  Parentage. 

Weath.  By  m^  fay  and  fo  he  is,  and  a  proper  Man. 

Lane.  Ay,  proper  enough,  had  he  good  Qualities. 

Weath.  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point,  $iT  Lancelot: 
For  there's  an  old  faying. 
Be  he  rich,  or  be  he  poor. 
Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low; 
Be  he  born  in  Barn  or  Hall, 
NTis  Manners  makes  the  Man  and  all. 

Lane.  You  are  in  the  right,  M^ficr  Weathercock* 
Enter  MonfieuT  Civet. 

Civ.  Soul,  I  think  I  am  croifed  fure,  or  wjtcht  with  aQ 
Owl,  I  ha ve  haunted  them.  Inn  after  Inn,  Booth  after  Booth, 
yet  cannot  find  them;  ha,  yAkderthey  are»  that's  flie,^I 
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lope  to  God  'tis  (he,  nay»  I  know  'ipis  ihe  noW)  for  fkt 
Tcads  her  Shoe  t  little  awry. 

Zjaftc.  Where  is  this  Inn  ?  We  are  pad  itf  DkffidiL 

Daf.  The  good  Sign  is  here,  Sir,  but  the  black  Gate  is 
before. 

Gv.  Save  you.  Sir,  I  pray  may  I  borrow  a  piece  of  "• 
word  with  you? 

Ddfi  No  pieces,  Sir. 

Gv.  Why  then  the  whole. 
I  pray,  Sir,  what  may  yonder  Gentlewomen  be/ 

Daf.  They  may  be  Ladies,  Sir,  if  the  Deftinies  i 
tality  work* 

Civ.  What's  her  Name,  Sir. 

Daf.  Miftrefs  Frances  Spurcocf^   Sir  Lancelot  Sp»rtocl(% 
Daughter. 

Civ.  Is  flie  a  Maid,  Sir? 

Daf  You  may  ask  Plutoy  and  Dame  Proferpine  that :  I 
would  be  loth  to  be  ridled.  Sir. 

Civ.  Is  (he married  I  mean.  Sir? 

Daf  The  Fates  know  not  yet  what  Shoe-makerihall  flpoke 
her  Wedding  Shoes. 

Civ.  I  pray  where  Inn  you,  Sir  ?  I  would  be  very  ghd  to 
beftow  the  Wineof  that  Gentlewoman, 

Daf.  At  the  George,  Sir. 

Civ*  God  fave  you.  Sir. 

Daf  I  pray  your  Name,  Sir? 

Gv.  My  Name  is  Mafter  Civet,  Sir. 

Daf  A  fweet  Name,  God  be  with  you,  good  Mafter 
Gvet.  lExit.  Civeu 

Lane.  A,  have  we  fpi'd  you  ftout  St.  Gr^jf  ? 
For  all  your  Dragon,  you  had  beft  fell's  good  Wine, 
That  needs  no  Ivy-bufli :  well,  we'll  not  fit  by  it^ 
Asyou  doon  your Horfe,  this  Room  (hall  fcrve: 
Drawer,  let  me  have  Sack  for  us  Old  Men:^ 
For  thefe  Girls  and  Knaves  fmall  Wines  are  beft.  •  '      ; 

A  Pint  of  Sack,  no  more. 

Draw.  A  Quart  of  Sack  in  the  three  Tuns. 

Lane.  A  Pint,  draw  but  a  Pint.  DaffidU^ 
Call^for  Wine  to  make  your  felves  drink. 

•  And  a  Cup  of  fmall  Beer,  and  t  Cake^  ^aod 
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Enter  joung  Flowerdale. 

FUw.  Hqw  now,  fie,  Xit  in  the  open  Room*  now  good 
Sir  Lancelot^  aifd  my  kind  Friend,  worihipful  Mafter  Wtt^ 
thercock*    What  at  your  Pint?  a  Quart  for  ihame. 

Lane.  Nay  Royftcr,  by  your  leave  we  will  away. 

Flow.  Come,  give's  fomc  Mufick,  well  go  Dance» 
Be  gone.  Sir  Lancelot^  what,  and  fair  day  too? 

Ln^nc.  *Twere  foully  done,  to  dance  within  the  Fair, 

Flow.  Nay  if  you  fay  fo,  faireft  of  all  Fairs,  then  Til 
not  dance,  a  Pox  upon  my  Taylor,  he  hath  fpoifd  me  a 
iPeach-colour  Sattin  Suit,  cut  upon  Cloth  of  Silver,  but 
if  ever  the  Rafcal  ferve  me  fuch  another  Trick ,  I'D  give 
him  leave,  i'faith,  to  put  me  in  the  Calendar  of  Foolsi 
and  you,  and  you.  Sir  Lancelot;  ^nd  MslRct  Weatbercccki 
my  Goldfmith  too  on  t'other  fide,  I  befpoke  thee,  Luctf 
a  Carkenet  of  Gold,  and  thought  thou  fliould'f):  a  had  it 
for  a  Fairing,  and  the  Rogue  puts  me  in  Reragesfor  Orient 
Pearl:  but  thou  fhalt  have  it  by  Sunday  Night,  Wench. 

Enter  the  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  here  is  one  that  hath  fent  you  a  Pottle  of 
Rheni(h  Wine,  brewed  with  Rofe-Water, 

Flow.  To  me? 

Draw.  No,  Sir,  to  the  Knight;  and  defires  his  more  Ac* 
quaintance. 

Lane.  To  me?   what's  he  that  proves  fo  kind? 

Dafi  I  have  a  trick  to  know  his  Name,  Sir,  he  hath 
a  Month's  Mind  here  to  Miftrefs  Francis^  his  name  is  Ma- 
fter Civet. 

Lane.  Call  him  in,  Daffidil. 

Flow.  O,  I  know  him.  Sir,  he  is  a  Fool,  but  reafonahle 
rich,  his  Father  was  one  of  thefe  Leafe-mongers,  thefe  Corn- 
mongers,  ?hefe  Mony-mongers,  but  he  never  had  the  Wit 
to  be  a  Whore-monger, 

Enter  Majler  Civet, 

Lane.  I  promife  you,  Sir,  you  are  at  too  much  charge* 

Civ.  The  charge  is  fmall  charge.  Sir,  I  thank  God  iny 
Father  left  me  wherewithal,  if  it  pleafe  you.  Sir,  I  have 
a  great  Mind  to  this  Gentlewoman  here,  in  the  way  of  Mir- 
riape. 

Lane.  I  thank  you.  Sir:   pleafe  you  to  come  to.Z^. 
ySxv^,  to  my  poor  FIbufe,  you  (Vv^lA  b^  kvndly  welcome:  I' 
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knew  your  Father^  he  was  i  wary   Husband.  To  pay  here. 
Drawer  ?      . 

Draw.  All  is  paid,  Sir ;  this  Gentleman  hath  paid  all« 

Lane,  rfaith  ^ou  do  us  wrong. 
But  we  (hall  live'  to  make  amends  e'er  long  t 
IMafter  FhwerdaUy  is  that  your  Man  i 

FUip»  Yes  Faith,  a  good  old  Knave. 

Lane.  Nay  phen  I  think  you  will  turn  wife, 
l>Tow  you  take  fuch  a  Servant : 
Come,  you'll  ride  with  us  to  Leoi/fomcj  let's  away, 
^is  fcarce  two  Hours  to  the  end  of  Day  [Exefifftl 

knter  Sir  Arthur  Green(hood,  Oliver,  LUutenant  and 

Soldiers. 

Artk  Lieutenant,  lead  your  Soldiers  to  the  Ships, 
There  let  them  have  their  Coats,  at  their  arrival 
[They  (hall  have  pay  5  farewel,  look  to  your  Charge. 

SoL  Ay,  we  are  fidw  fent  away,  and  cainnot  fo  much  as 
fpeak  with  our  Friends. 

Oli.  No  Mad  what  ere  you  ufed  a  zutch  i  Fa(hion,  thick 
Jfou  cannot  take  your  leave  of  your  vreens. 

Arth.  Fellow,  no  more;  Lieutenant  lead  them  ofF. 

S9L  Well,  if  I  have  Hot  my  Pay  and  my  Cloaths, 
n  venture  a  running  away,  though  I  hang  for't. 

Arth.  Away,  Sirrah,  charm  your  Tongue. 

\jExeUnt  Soldiers. 
P  Oli.  Bin  you  a  PrelTer,  Sir  ? 
*'  j/rfhi,  I  am  a  Commander,  Sir,  udder  the  King. 
iOU.  Sfoot  Man,  and  you  be  ne'er  zutch  i  Commander, 
■hud  a  fpoke  with  my  vreens  before  I  chid  a  gone,  fo  (hud* 
f  j*ti.  Content  your  felf  Man,  my  Authority  will  ft  retch 
lb  prefi  fo  good  a  Man  as  you, 

Oli.  Prefs  me  ?  I  devy,  prefs  Scoundrels,  and  thy  Mef- 
fts;  Prefs  me,  chee  fcorns  thee  i'faith  :  For  feeft  thee, 
s's  a  wbrihipful  Knight  knows,  cham  not  to  be  ptefled 

thee. 

fir  Sir  Lancelot,  Weathercock,  yonhg  Flowerda'e,  V^< 
««    Flowerdale,  Luce  and  Frank. 
''  LasiCm  Sir  Arthnirj    welcome  to  Lewfome,    welcome  by 
ly  Troth:  What's  the  matter  Man,  why  are  you  vext  ? 
'^OU.  Why  Man  he  would  prefs  me. 
01.  VI.  S  LahC. 


19 It  The  London  Prodigal. 

Lane.  O  fie.  Sir  Arthur »  prefs  him  \ 
He  is  a  Man  of  reckoning. 

Weath.  Ay»  that  he  is,  Sir  Arthur^  he  hath  the  N(^IeS| 
The  golden  Ruddocks  he. 

Arth.  The  fitter  for  the  Wars  : 
And  were  he  not  in  favour 
With  your  Worftiips,  he  fliould  fee. 
That  I  have  Power  to  prefe  fo  good  as  he. 

on.  Chill  ftand  to  the  Trial,  fo  chill. 

Fl9W.  Ay  iparry  (hall  he,  prefs  Cloth  and  Karfyt 
White-Poc  and  drowfen  Broth ;  tut,  tut,  he  cannot. 

on.  Well,  Sir^  though  you  f^e  vlouten  Cloth  and  Karfy, 
chee  a  zcen  zutch  a  Karfy-Coat  wear  out  the  Town  fick  a 
zilken  Jacket,  as  thick  a  one  you  wear. 

FUw.  Well  fed  vlitan  vlattan. 

OU.  A  and  well  fed  Cocknell,  and  Boe-Bell  too  :  Whal 
doeft  think  cham  aveard  of  thy  Zilken-Coat,  no  fer  ven 
thee. 

Lane.  Nay,  come  no  more,  be  all  Lovers  and  Friends. 

Wlsath.  Ay,  'tis  befl:  fo,  go^d  Mafter  OUvir. 

FUw.  Is  your  name  Mafter  Oliver^  I  pray  you  { 

OU.  What  tit  and  be  tit,  and  grieve  you. 

Flow.  No,  but  I'dgl^Iy  know  if  a  Man  might  not  havi 
a  foolifh  Plot  put  of  Matter  Oliver  to  work  upon. 

OU.  Work  thy  Plots  upon  me,  ftand  afide,  work  th] 
foolifti  Plots  upon  me,  chill  fo  ufe  thee,  thou  wert  never  r 
ufed  fince  thy  Dam  bound  thy  Head,  work  upon  me? 

JZmi/.  Let  him  come,  let  him  come. 

OU.  Zyrrha,  Zyrrhi»  if  it  were  not  for  ftiame,  cfaa 
would  a  given  thee  zutch  a  whifter  poop  under  the  Ear 
chee  would  have  made  thee  a.  vanged  another  at  my  Fe^ 
Stand  afide,  let  me  loofe,  cham  all  of  a  vlaming  Fire-brand 
ftand  afide^ 

flfm*  Well,  I  forbear  you  for  your  Friends  fake. 

on.  A  vig  for  all  my  vreens,  do'ft  thou  tell  me  of  m] 
vrftns  i 

Lane.  No  more,  good  Mafter  OUvert  no  mor^i^ir  Anbm 
And  Maiden,  here  in  the  fightofal]  your  SaijioK,  eveiy  Bli 
of  worth,  I'll  tell  you  whom  I  laioj^ft  would  |mfcr  to  tk 
hard  Bargain  of  your  Marriage  Bed;  ftiaU  I  be  ^naao^ 
ypQt  Gentleiqen  \  ., 

Aril 
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^rtL  Ay,  Sir,  'tis  bcft. 

Lafte*  Then,  Sir,  firft  to  you,  I  do  confefs  you  a  moil 
gallant  Knighr,-  a  worthy  Soldier,  and  honeft  Man  :  But 
Honefty  maintains  a  Frcfich-^hood^  goes  very  feldom  in  a 
Chain  of  Gold,  keeps  a  fmall  train  of  Servants ;  hath  few 
Friends  :  And  for  this  wild  Oats  here,  young  FliwerdaU^ 
I  will  not  judge,  God  can  work  Miracles,  but  he  w^re  bet- 
ter make  a  hundred  new,  than  thee  a  thrifty  and  an  honeft 
one. 

ffiath.  Believe  me  he  hath  hit  you  there,  he  hath  touch'd 
you  to  the  quickj^  that  he  hath. 

Flow.  Woodcock  a  my  fide,  why.  Matter  fFimhercoil^ 
you  know  I  am  honett,  howfoever  trifles. 

IPeMik  Now  by  ray  troth  I  know  no  otherwtfe* 
O,  your  old  Mother  was  a  Dame  indeed : 
Heav*n  hath  her  Soul,  and  my  Wife's  too,  I  truft  i 
And  your  good  Father>  honeft  Gentleman, 
He  is  gone  a  Journey,  as  I  hear,  far  hence. 

FUii^  Ay,  God  be  praifed,  he  is  far  enough. 
He  is  gone  a  Pilgrimage  to  Paradife, 
And  left  me  to  cut  a  Caper  againft  Care. 
Lmcc  look  on  me  that  am  as  light  as  Air. 

Luce,  rfaith  I  like  not  Shadows,  Bubbles,  Broth, 
I  hate  a  light  Love,  as  I  hate  Death. 

Lane.  Girl,  hold  thee  there  : 
Look  on  this  I>$V9»jb$re  Lad : 
Fat,  fair,  and  lovely,  both  in  Purfe  and  PeHbo. 

OU.  Well,  Sir,  cham  as  the  Lord  hath  made  mc^  3H>u 
bow  me  well  ivin,  cha  have  threefcore  pack  of  Karfay,  and 
Blackem  Hall,  and  chief  Credit  befide,  and  my  Fcntunes 
nay  be  fo  good  as  anothers,  zo  it  may. 

Lane.  'Tis  you  I  love,  whatfbever  others  fay. 

Arth.  Thanks,  faireft. 

Flow.  What,  wotfld'ft  thou  have  me  quarrel  with  him  f 

ivciA.  Do  but  (ay  he  ibali  hear  from  you. 

Lmc  Yet,  Gentlemen*  howfoever  I  prefer  this  JDstvmi- 
Jkire  Suitor,  FU  enforce  no  love^  my  Dwghter  ihall  have 
ber  liberty  to  chufe  whom  (he  Iftes  beft. 
In  your  Lov^fuit  proceed : 
Not  all  of  yoo,  biit  only  one  moft  fpeed* 

Wmh^  You  bive  laid  well :  Indeed  ng\\t  ^^, 
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Lmc0  Ay  a  lufty  Knave,  but  I  muft  let  him  go. 
Our  Servant^  muft  be  taught  what  they  fhould  know. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Luce. 

iMce.  Sir»  as  I  am  a  Maid,  I  do  affed  you  abovf  any 
Suitor  that  I  have,  although  that  Soldiers  fcarce  know  hov 
to  love. 

Arttu  I  am  a  Soldier,  and  a  Gentleman 
Knows  wh^t  belongs  to  War,  what  to  a  Lady : 
What  Man  offends  me,  that  my  Sword  (hall  right: 
What  Woman  loves  me,  I  am  her  faithful  Knight. 

Luce.  I  neither  doubt  your  Valour  nor  your  Love, 
But  there  be  ibme  that  bear  a  Soldier  s  form, 
That  fwear  by  him  they  never  think  upon. 
Go  fwaggering  up  and  down  from  Houfe  to  Houfe> 
Crying,  God  pays :  And 

jirth.  I'faith,  Lady,  I'll  defcry  you  fuch  a  Man. 
Of  them  there  be  many  which  you  have  fpoke  of. 
That  bear  the  name  and  (hape  of  Soldiers, 
Yet,  God  knows,  very  feldom  faw  the  War  : 
That  haunt  your  Taverns  and  your  Ordinaries> 
Your  Ale*houfes  fometiraes*  for  all  a-hke> 
To  uphold  the  brutiih  humour  of  their  Minds> 
Being  mark'd  down  for  the  Bondmen  of  Defpair : 
Their  mirth  begins  in  Wine,  but  ends  in  Blood, 
frheir  Drink  is  clear,  but  their  Conceits  are  mud. 

Luce.  Yet  thefe  are  great  Gentlemen  Sokliers. 

^th.  No  they  are  wretched  Slaves, 
Whofe  defperate  lives  doth  bring  them  timelefs  Graves. 

Luce.  Bodi  for  your  felf,  and  for  your  form  of  Lifea 
If  I  may  chufe,  Fll  be  a  Soldier's  Wife. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and  Oliver. 

OIL  And  tut  truft  to  it,  fo  then. 

Lduc.  Aifnre  your  felf. 
You  fhall  be  married  with  all  fpeed  we  may : 
One  Day  (hall  ferve  for  Francis  and  for  L$ice^ 

OU.  Why  che  wood  vain  know  the  time,  for  {HBOvidiBg 
Wedding  BLaiments. 

Lane.  Why  no  more  but  this,  firft  get  your  aifttnDce 
made  touching  my  Daughter's  Jointure,  that  difpatcb'4  ^^ 
will  m  two  Days  make  Provifion. 

0&.  Wbytduif  chill  have  the  W  tvut\|;^mii3ft\s^  t^Uonov. 
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Lane.  To  Morrow  be  it  then,  let's  meet  at  iSxtXki£^Head 
in  Fifthfireet. 

Oli.  No»  fie  Man,  no,  let's  meet  at  the  Rofe  at  Thnflc^ 
Bar^  that  will  be  nearer  your  Gounfellor  and  mine. 

LdHc.  At  the  R^fi  be  it  then,  the  hour  nine. 
He  that  comes  laft  forfeits  a  Pint  of  Wine. 

Oli.  A  Pint  is  ho  Payment, 
Let  it  be  a  whole  Quart,  or  nothing. 

Emer  Artichoak. 

Art.  Mafler,  here  is  a  Man  wduld  fpeak  with  Mafter  O/i- 
Vir;  he  comes  from  young  Maftei*  Flower  dale. 

OIL  Why  chil  fpeak  with  him*  chil  fpeak  with  him. 

'Ldnc.  Nay,  Son  Oliver^  Pll  furely  fee 
What  young  FlviverdaU  hath  fent  to  you. 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  Quarrd. 

OU.  Why  Man,  if  he  <f uarrel  with  me,  chil  give  him  his 
Siands  full. 

Enter  old  Ftewerdale. 

Fath.  6od  fave  you,  good  Sir  Lancelot. 

Lane.  Welcome,  honeft  Friend. 

Fath.  To  you  and  yours  my  Mafter  wiflieth  Health* 
But  unto  you.  Sir,  this,  and  this  he  fends: 
There  is  the  length,  Sir,  of  his  Rapier, 
^nd  in  that  Paper  ihall  you  know  his  Mind. 

OU.  Here,  chil  meet  him  my  Friend,  chil  meet  hiim. 

Lawf.  Meet  him^  you  (hall  not  meet  the  Ruffian^  fie. 

Olu  And  I  do  not  meet  hinn  chil  give  you  leave  to  call 
Me  C«t.  Where  is*t,  firrah  ?  where  is*t  ?  Where  is't? 

Fath.  The  Letter  ftiows  both  Time  and  Place, 
And  if  you  be  a  Man,  then  keep  your  word. 

Lane.  Sir,  he  fhali  not  keep  his  word,  he  (hall  not  meet. 

Fath.  Why  let  him  chufe,  h'eMl  be  the  better  known 
For  a  bafe  Rafca^  and  reputed  {^. 

Oli.  Zirrab,  zirrah  ;  and  'twere  not  an  old  Fellow,  ^nd 
fent  after  ati  Errant,  chid  give  thee  fomethiAg,  biit  chud  be 
no  Mony:  fent  hold  thee;,  for  I  fee-  thou  art  fdihe^hit  te- 
ftorn,  hold  thee,  there's  vorty  Shillings,  brirtg  thy  Mafter  a 
l^eld,  chil  give  thee  vorty  mdfe,  look  thou  bribg  him,  chil 
nail  hioi  tell  him,  chil  mar  his  dancing  Treflels,  chil  ufe  himy 
he  was  ne'er  fo  ufed  fincehisDim  bO\lndUv%Bi^^>  ^^tc^^t. 
ki/o  hi  caperwg  tny  more  chy  vor  tVit^«  , 

~  "  ^     S  ^  ^^^ 
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Fsth.  You  feem  a  Man»  ftout  and  refolute,  ^ 
Aitd  I  will  fo  report,  whate'er  befaU. 

lianc.  And  fall  out  il)»  afiure  thy  Matter  this,^ 
I'll  mal^e  him  fly  the  Land,  or  ufe  him  worfe.  ' 

Path.  My  Matter,  Sir,  deferves  not  this  of  you^ 
And  that  you'l]  fhortly  find. 

Lane.  Thy  Matter  is  an  Unthrift,  you  a  Knave^* 
And  I'll  attach  you  firft,  next  clap  him  up  .* 
Or  have  him  bound  unto  his  good  Behaviour. 

OIU  I  wood  you  were  a  Sprite  if  you  do  him  any  harm 
for  this:  And  you  do,  chil  nere  fee  you>  nor  any  of  youn, 
while  chil  have  Eyes  open  :  What  do  you  think,  chil  be 
abaffelled  up  and  down  the  Town  for  a  meflel,  and  a  fcoun* 
drel,  no  chy  bor  you:  Zirrha  chil  come,  zay  no  more,  cbil 
come,  tell  him. 

Fath.  Well,  Sir,  my  Matter  tleferves  not  thk  of  yoa. 
And  that  youll  fliortly  find.  [Exi(. 

Oil.  No  matter,  he's  an  Unthrift,  I  defie  him. 

Lane.  No,  gentle  Son,  let  me  know  the  Place,  ' 

O//.  Now  chye  vor  you. 

Lane.  Let  me  fee  the  Note. 

Oli.  Nay,  chil  watch  you  for  zuch  a  Trick. 
But  if  chee  meet  him,  zo,  if  not,  zo:  chil  make  him  know 
me,  or  chil  know  why  I  Ihall  not,  chil  vare  the  worfc. 

Lane.  What  will  you  then  negled  my  Daughter's.Love  i 
Venture  your  State  and  hers  for  a  loofe  brawl  ? 

On.  Why  Man,  chil  not  kill  him,  marry  chil  veze  him 
too,  and  again ;  and  zo  God  be  with  you  vather. 
Whit,  Man,  we  ihall  meet  to  Morrow.  [^Exiu 

Lane.  Who  would  have  thought  he  had  been  fo  defperatt 
Come  forth  my  honett  Servant  jirtiehoak* 

Enter  Artichoak. 

■Arti.  Now,  what's  the  Matter?  fome  brawl  toward,  I 
warrant  you. 

Lane.  Go  get  me  thy  Sword  bright  fcowcr*d,  thy  Buckler 
mended,  O  for  that  Knave,  that  Villain  Daffidil  would  have 
done  good  §ervicc.  But  to  rhec. 

^rti.  A)',  this  is  the  tricks  of  all  you  Genthmen,  when 
you  ftand  in  need  of  a  good  Fellow.  O  for  ttar  D^^ffiJip 
O  where  is>4e?  but  if  you  be  angry,  and  it  be  but  ivv  <Iie 
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Mgging  of  a  Straw,  then  oqt  a  Doors  wi!th  the  Kn^ve,  turn 
the  Coat  over  his  Ears.  This  is  the  humor  of  you  allJ 
L49tc.  O  for  that  Knave,  that  lufly  D^ffidiL 
Artu    Why  there  'tis  now  ;  our  Years  Wages  and  oijur 
Vails  will  fcarce  pay  for  broken  Swords  and  Bucklers  that 
we  ufe  in  our  Quarrels.    But  Til  not  fight  if  Daffitfil  be  a 
Mother  fide,  that's  Sat. 

Lane.  'Tis  no  fuch  matter,  jginan^  get  Weapons  ready, 
and  be  at  London  e'er  the  break  of  Day  ;  watch  near  the 
Lodging  of  the  Devonjhire  Youth,  but  be  unfeen  i  and  as 
he  goes  out,  as  he  will  go  out,  and  that  very  early  without 
doubt. 

'^    Artu  What*  would  you  haye  roe  draw  upon  him. 
And  he  goes  in  the  Street  ? 

Lane.  Not  for  a  World,  Man,  into  the  Fields.  For  to  the 
'-  Field  he  goes,  there  to  meet  the  defperate  Flov/erdalc  :  Take 
^thou  the  part  of  Oliver  my  Son,  for  he  (hall  be  my  Soi^ 
find  marry  L$fce :  Do'ft  underftand  me.  Knave  i 
I  Artu  Ay>  Sir,  I  do  underftand  you,  but  my  young  Mi- 
[firefs  might  be  better  provided  in  matching  with  my  fellow 

Imc.  No  more;  Daffidil  is  a  Knave. 
Tb^ic  Daffidil  is  a  mod  notorious  Knave.  [Exit  Arti^ 

Enter  Weathercock. 
Xafter  Weathercoek,*  you  come  in  a  happy  time ;  the  de« 
l^ate  FlewerdaU  hath  writ  a  Challenge ;  and  who  think 
you  muft  anfwer  ix^    but  the   Devonjhire  Man,  my  Sjd 

Weatb.  Marry  I  am  forry  for  it,  good  Sir  Lancelot^ 
But  if  you  will  be  rul'd  by  me,  we'll  ftay  the  Fury* 

Line.  As  how,  I  pray  ? 

JFeatk*  Marry  I'll  tell  you,  by  promifing  young  FlowerdaU 
Aered-lip'd  Luce. 

Uhc.  ril  rather  follow  her  unto  her  Grave. 

Hiath.  Ay,  Sir  Lancelot^  I  would  have  thought  fo  too,  but 
^  and  I  have  been  deceiv*d  in  him ;  come  read  this  Will* 
<^Deed,  or  what  you  call  it^  I  know  not :  Coipe,  come, 
your  Spedacles  I  pray. 

lane.  Nay,  I  thank  God,  I  fee  very  well. 

WcatL  Marry,  God  bkfs  your  Eyes,  mine  have  beenjdim 
feoft  this  thirty  Years.    ' 
I  ^  ijianCm 
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Lane.  HJ)  what  is  this  ?  what  is  this  ? 

Weofh.  Nay  there  is  true  Love  indeed,  he  gave  it  to  me  but 
jthis  very  Nforn,  and  bad  me  keep  it  unfeen  from  any  onei 
good  Youth,  to  fee  how  Men  may  be  deceiv*d. 

L0nc.  Paifion  of  me,  what  a  wretch  am  I  to  hate  this  lo- 
ving Youth  ?  he  hath  made  me,  together  with  my  Lme  he 
loves  (b  dear>  Executors  of  all  his  Wealth. 

We4th*  All,  all,  good  Min>  he  hath  given  you  all. 

Lfanc.  Three  Ships  now  in  the  Straits,  and  homeward- 
bound  ; 
Two  Lordihips  of  two  hundred  Pound  a  Year; 
The  one  in  WdUsj  the  other  GUucefter^Jhire : 
Debts  and  Accounts  $re  thirty  thoufand  Pound; 
Plate*  Mony,  Jewels,  fixteen  thoufand  more ; 
Two  Houfen  nirni(fa'd  well  in  CeUman-^flreet  i 
Beiide  whatfoever  his  Uncle  leaves  to  him. 
Being  of  great  Demeans  and  Wealth  at  Peckb^m. 

Weath.  How  like  you  this,  good  Knight  ?  How  like  ypu  thb/ 

Lane.  I  have  done  him  wrong,  but  now  TU  make  amends, 
The  D€V0nJhirc  Man  (hall  whittle  for  a  Wife. 
He  marry  Luce  !  Luce  (hall  be  Flower dale^s. 

Weath.  Why  that  is  friendly  faid,  let's  ride  to  L9ml^ 
and  prevent  their  match,  by  promifing  your  Daughter  to 
that  lovely  Lad. 

LsHC.  We'll  ride  to  London^  or  it  (hall  not  need. 
We'll  crofs  to  Dedford'firand^  and  take  a  Boat. 
Where  be  thefc  Knaves?  what  Artichoal^i  what  F9f  ? 

Enter  Artichoak. 

jirt.  Here  be  the  very  Knaves,  but  not  the  maty 
Knaves* 

Lane.  Here  take  my  Cloak,  I'll  have  a  walk  to  DedfiUfl 

Art.  Sir,  we  havtf  been  fcouring  of  our  Swords  and 
Bucklers  for  your  Defence, 

Lane.  Defence  Ine  no  Defence,  let  your  Swords  nifti 
I'll  have  no  fighting  :  Ay,  let  blows  alone,  bid  DeUa  fee  all 
(kings  be  in  r^dinefs  againft  the  Wedding,  we'll  have  two  \ 
it  oneei  and  that  will  fave  Charges,  Mafter  Yleath^QHk* 

Art.  Well  we  will  do  it,  jSir.  [£^«nrf. 

Bnttr  Civet,  Frank,  and  Delia. 

Qv.  By  my  troth  this  is  good  luck,  I  thank  God  for  this. 
Id  good  looth  I  have  even  m^  Htaxt^%  ^&&t «  ^ifist  VdUt 
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now  I  may  boldly  call  you  fo,  for  your  Father  bath  frank 
^  freely  given  me  his  Daughter  Franks 

Frank*  Ay,  by  ipy  troth,  Tom^  thou  haft  my  good  will 
coo^  for  I  thank  God  \  long'd  for  2^  Husband,  and  would  I 
aight  never  ftir,  for  one  his  name  was  Toviu 

Dil.  Why,  Sifter,  now  you  have  your  Wiih, 

Civ.  You  fay  very  true,  Sifter  Delia^  and  I  prethee  call 
me  nothing  but  Tomi  and 'I'll  call  thee  fweet  Heart#  an4 
Franks  Will  it  not  do  well^  Sifter  Delia  ? 

Del.  It  will  do  very  well  with  both  of  you. 

Franks  But  Tom^  muft  I  go  as  I  do  now  when  I  ani 
married  i 

Civ.  No  Frsnk^  I'll  have  thee  go  like*  a  Citizen 
In  a  garded  Gown,  and  a  French  Hood. 

Frank*  By  my  Troth  that  will  be  excellent  indeed* 

Del.  Brother,  maintain  your  Wife  to  your  Eftatet 
Apparel  you  your  felf  like  to  your  Father; 
And  let  her  go  like  to  your  ancient  Mother; 
He  fparing  got  his  Wealth,  left  it  to  you, 
Brother  take  heed  of  Pride,  fome  bids  Thrift  adieu* 

Civ.  So  as  my  Father  and  my  Mother  went,  that's  a  Jeft 
indeed,  why  flie  went  in  a  fring'd  Gown,  a  (Ingle  Rufi> 
and  a  white  Cap;  amhrmy  Father  in  a  Mocado  Coat^  a 
pair  of  red  Sattin  Sleeves,  and  a  Canvas  back. 

DeL  And  yet  bis  Wealth  was  all  as  much  as  yours. 

Civ.  My  Eftate,  my  Eftate,  I  thank  God,  is  forty 
Pound  a  Year  in  good  Leafes  and  Tenements  ;  befides 
twenty  Mark  a  Year  at  Cuckolds -Haven,  andth^  comes  to 
us  all  by  Inheritance. 

DeL  That  may  indeed,  'tis  very  fitly  plied, 
I  know  not  how  it  comes,  but  fo  it  falls  out 
That  thofe  whofe  Fathers  have  died  wondrous  rich. 
And  took  no  Pleafure  but  to  gather  Wealth, 
Thinking  of  little  that  they  leave  behind; 
For  them  they  hope,  will  be  of  their  like  mind.   ^ 
Bat  Ms  eut  contrary,  forty  Years  fparing 
Is  fcarce  three  feven  Years  (pending,  never  caring 
What  will  enfue,  when  all  their  Coin  is  gone, 
Aud  all  too  late,  then  Thrift  is  thqughc  upon  ; 
Oft  ^ave  I  heard,  that  Pride  and  Hiot  kift^ 
An^thenRepcamce  cricSf  for  had  X  w\&\ 
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Civ.  You  fay  wdl#  Sifter  DeUa,  you  fay  well ;  but  I 
mean  to  live  within  my  bounds ;  for  look  you,  I  have  fo 
down  my  reft  thus  far;  but  to  maintain  my  Wife  in  her 
French  Hood,  and  her  Coach,  keep  a  couple  of  Geldii^  j 
and  a  brace  of  Gray-hounds,  and  this  is  all  V\\  do;         » 

Del.  And  you'll  do  this  with  forty  Pounds  a  Year  ? 

Civ.  Ay,  and  a  better  Penny,  Sifter. 

Frank.  Sifter,  you  forget  that  at  Cuckolds  Haven. 

Civ.  By  my  Troth  well  remembred,  Frsmk^ 
ni  give  thee  that  to  buy  thee  Pins. 

Del.  Keep  you  the  reft  for  Points*  alas  the  Day, 
Fools  ftiall  have  Wealth  though  all  the  World  fay  nay: 
Come,  Brother,  will  you  in.  Dinner  ftays  for  us. 

Civ.  Ay,  good  Sifter,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Frank.  Ay,  by  my  Troth,  Tom^  for  I  have  a  good  Stomaclu 

Civ.  And  I  the  like,  fwcet  Frank  I  no  Sifter, 
Do  not  think  I'll  go  beyond  my  Bounds.    * 

Del.  God  grant  you  may  not.  [Exi 

Enter  jonng  Flowerdale,  and  his  Father^  'with  ftils  in 

their  Hands. 

Flow.  Sirrah,  JGI/,  tarry  you  there,  I  have  fpied  Sir 
eelot  and  old  Weathercock,  coming  this  way,  they  are 
at  Hand,  I  will  by  no  means  be  i|token  withaU 

Fath.  ri!  warrant  you,  go  get  you  in. 

Enter  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Lane.  Now,    my  honeft   Friend^  thou  doft  belong 
M after  Flowerdale  f  '^ 

Fath*  I  do,  Sir, 

Lane.  Is  he  within,  my  good  Fellow  ?  \w 

Fath.  No,  Sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Lane.  I  prethee,  if  he  be  within,  let  me  fpeak  with  biffl* 

Fath.  Sir,  to  tell  you  true,   my  Mafter  is  within,  biil* 
indeed  would  not  be  fpoke  withal  ;   there  be   fome  terms- 
that  ftands  upon  his  Reputation,  therefore  he  will  not  ad^ 
mit  any  Conference  *till  he  hath  fliook  them  off.  • 

Lane.  I  prethee  tell  him  his  very  good  Friend  Sir  Lancp^^ 
hi  SpHrcocl^  intreats  to  fpeak  with  him.  '. ' 

Fath.  By  my  troth.  Sir,  if  you  come  to  take  up  the  tf^^^ 
tcr  between  my  Mafter  and  the  Devon fbire  Man,  you  <fe^ 
but  beguile  your  hopes,  and  lofe  your  Labour.      '   -  '      'J 
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L4»c.  Honeft  Friend,  I  have  not  any  fuch  thing  to  hinOi 
I  come  to  fpeak  with  him  about  other  Matters. 

fktih  For  my  Matter,  Sir,  hath  fet  down  his  RefolutioD» 
cither  to  redeem  his  Honour,  or  leave  his  Life  behind 

him. 

Law;.  My  Friend*  I  do  not  know  any  Quarrel  touchii^ 
thy  Mafter  or  any  other  Perfon,  my  Bufinefs  is  of  a  difie^ 
rent  Nature  to  him,  and  I  prethee  fo  tell  him. 
FatL  For  howfoever  the  Devonjhire  Man  is, 
My  Matter's  Mind  is  bloody ;  that's  a  round  O, 
And  therefore*  Sir,  Intreaties  are  but  vain. 

Lane.  I  have  no  fuch  thing  to  him,    I  tell  thee  once 
again. 
Fath.  I  will  then  fo  fignifie  to  him.  [Exit  Father. 

Lane.  Ky^  Sirrah,  I  fee  this  Matter  is  hotly  carried. 
Sut  I'll  labour  to  diffwade  him  from  it. 

Enter  joung  Flowerdale  and  his  Father* 
pood  morrow,  Mafter  Flowerdale. 

Flaw.  Good  morrow,  good  Sir  Lancelot, 
Good  morrow*  Matter  Weathercock^; 
^y  my  troth,  @entlemen,  I  have  been  reading  over 
mck^Machiavel  \  I  find  him  * 

iGood  to  be  known,  not  to  be  followed  .* 
iA  pettilent  human  Fellow,  I  have  made  *  7 

srtain  Annotations  of  him  fuch  as  they  be  ; 
LDd  how  is't.  Sir  Lancelot  ?  ha  ?  how  is't  \ 
A  mad  World,  Men  cannot  live  quiet  in  ir« 

Lane.  Matter  Flowerdale^  I  do  underttand  there  is  fome 
[jar between  the  Devon Jhire  Man  and  you. 
Fath.  They,  Sir  ?  they  are  good  Friends  as  can  be.  ^ 
Fkw.  Who  Mafter  Oliver  and  I  ?    as  good  Friends  as 
obe. 

IjiMCm  It  is  a  kind  of  faftty  in  you  to  denj^  it,  and  a  ge« 
)us  filence,  which  too  few  are  indued  withal:  Bur,  Sir> 
b  a  thing  I  hear,  and  I  could  wifli  it  otherwife. 
Fkw*  No  fuch  thing.  Sir  Lancelot^  at  my  reputation,  as 
im  an  honeft  Man. 

Lane.  Now  I  do  believe  you  then,  if  you  do 
igage  your  Reputation  there  is  none* 
tUfw.  Nay  I  do  not  ingage  nly  Reputation  ther^  not, 
Toil  (hall  not  bind  me  to  any  condition  of  hardnefs : 
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But  if  there  be  any  thing  bet\xreen  us^  then  there  is^ 

If  there  be  not»  then  there  is  not.  Be,  or  be  nott  all  isooft 

.  Lanc^  I  do  perceive  by  this»  that  there  is  fomethiog  be^ 
tween  you,  and  I  am  very  forry  for  it* 

Flow.  You  may  be  deceived,  Sir  Lancelot^  the  luUdn 
Hath  a  pretty  faying,  Ouefio  f  I  have  forgot  it  too, 
•Tis  out  of  my  Head,  but  in  my  Tranflation  (hittL 

iPt  hold  thiis,  thou  haft  a  Friend,  keep  him ;  if  a  Foe  trip 
La»c.  Come,  I  do  fee  by  this  there  is  fomewhat  between 
And  before  God  I  could  wi(h  it  otherwife.  (yon, 

,    Flow.  Well  what  is  between  us,  can  hardly  be  alter'd: 
Sir  IjinceUt^  I  am  to  ride  forth  to  morrow. 
That  way  which  I  muft  ride,  no  Man  muft  deny 
Me  the  Sun,  I  would  not  by  any  particular  Man, 
Be  denied  common  and  general  PafTage.   If  any  one 
Saith^  FlowerdaUy  thou  pafleft  not  this  way ; 
My  anfwer  is*  I  muft  either  on  or  return: 
But  return  is  not  my  Word,  I  muft  on  :  Jj 

If  I  cannot,  then  nuke  my  way,  nature 
Hath  done  the  laft  for  me,  and  there's  the  Fine. 

Lofic.  M  r.  FlowerdaUy  every  Mat)  hath  one  Tongue, 
And  two  Ears;  Nature  in  her  Building, 
Is  a  moft  curious  Work«roafter. 

Flow.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  a  Man  (hould  hearioorf' 
Than  he  fhould  fpeak. 

Lafjc.  You  fay  true,  and  indeed  I  have  heard  more. 
Than  at  this  time  I  will  fpeak. 

Flaw.  You  fay  well. 

Lane.  Slanders  are  more  common  than  Troths,  Mafter 
Tlov^daU,  but  Proof  is  the  Rule  for  both. 

Flaw.  You  fay  true,  what  do  you  call  him 
Hath  it  there  in  his  third  Canton  ? 

Lave.  I  have  heard  you  have  been  wild:  I  have  belicv'ditt' 

Hnu.  'Twas  fit,  'twas  neceffary. 

Lane.  But  I  have  feen  fomewhat  of  late  in  you. 
That  hath  confi/m'd  in  me  an  Opinion  of 
Goodnefs  toward  you.  . 

Flow.  PFaith,  Sir,  I  am  fure  I  never  did  you  btrm : 
Some  good  I  have  done,  either  to  you  or  yours, 
I  am  fur^ou  know  oot^  neither  is  it  my  will  you 
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ja9tc.  Ay,  your  Will,  Sir. 

^low.  Ay,  my  Will,  Sir  ;  'sfoot  4o  you  know  ought  of 

;od  and  you  do.  Sir,  I  am  abus'd.  ^my  Will  3 

Lane.  Go,  Mr.  Flower  dale  ^  what  I  know,  I  know  i 

d  know  you  thus  much  out  of  my  Knowledge, 

at  I  truly  love  youi     For  my  Daughter^ 

)s  your$«  And  ii  you  like  a  Marriage  better 

un  a  Brawl,  all  quirks  of  Reputation  fet  afide,go  with  me 

fently :  And  where  you  (hould  fight  a  bloody  Battel, 

u  fliall  be  married  to  a  lovely  Lady. 

Flow.  Nay  bur,  Sir  Lancelot  ? 

Lane.  If  you  will  not  imbrace  my  offer,  yet  affure  your 

f  thus  much,  I  will  have  order  to  hinder  your  Encounter* 

Flow.     Nay  but  hear  me.  Sir  Lancelot. 

Lane.  Nay,  ftand  not  you  upon  imputative  Honour^ 

'is  meerly  unfound,  unprofitable,  and  idle 

Terences ;  yourBuHners  is  to  wed  my  Daughter,  therefore 

ve  me  your  prefent  word  to  do  it;  111  go  and  provide  the 

[aid,  therefore  give  me  your  prefent  Refolution,  either 

)v  or  never. 

Flow.  Will  you  fo  put  me  to  it  ?  ^ncvcr* 

Lane.  Ay,  afoje  God>  either  take  me  now,  or  take  me 

Ife  what  I  thought  (hould  be  our  match)  fliall  be  our  parting* 

)  fare  you  well  for  ever. 

Flow.  Stay;  fall  out,  what  may  fall,  my  Love 
i  above  all :  I  will  come. 

Lane.  I  exped  you,  and  fo  fare  you  w^ll. 

[Exis  Sir  Lancelot; 

Fath.  Now,  Sir^  how  fliall  we  do  for  wedding  App^reH 

FJow.  By  the  Mafs  that's  true ;  now  help  iOt, 
'he  Marriage  ended,  we'll  make  amends  for  all. 

Fath.  Well,  no  more,  prepare  you  for  your  Bride, 
^t  will  not  want  for  Cloaths,  whatlbe*€ir  betide* 

Flow.  And  thou  flialt  fee,  when  onc:e  I  have  my  Dover^ 
n  Mirth  we'll  fpend  full  oiany  a  merry  Hour : 
\s  for  this  Wench,  I  ngt  regard  a  Pin, 
t  is  her  Gold  mufl  bring  my  Pleafures  in. 

Fath.  Is't  poffihle,  he  hath  his  fecond  living, 
Porfaking  God,  hinnifelf  to  the  Devil  giving ; 
But  that  1  knew  his  Mother  6rm  and  cbaft^ 
My  Heart  would  by^  my  Head  (be  had  dvfgtaii  V. 
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£]fe  would  I  fwear,  he  never  was  my  Son, 
But  her  fair  Mind  io  foul  a  deed  did  ihun. 

Enter  joung  Flowerdale*^  VucU. 

Vmc.  How  now.  Brother,  how  do  you  find  your  Son  ? 

Path.  O  Brother,  heedlefs  as  a  Libertine, 
Ev'n  grown  a  Mafter  in  the  School  of  Vice, 
One  that  doth  nothing,  but  invent  Deceit ; 
For  all  the  Day  he  humours  up  and  down, 
How  he  the  next  Day  might  deceive  his  Friend: 
He  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  prefent  time : 
For  one  Groat  ready  down,  he'll  pay  a  Shilling  ; 
But  then  the  Lender  muft  needs  fiay  for  it. 
When  I  was  young,  I  had  the  fcope  of  Youth, 
Both  wild,  and  wanton,  carelefs  and  defperate : 
But  fuch  mad  Strains  as  he's  pofTeft  withal, 
I  thought  it  wonder  for  to  dream  upon. 

Vnc.  I  told  you  fo,  but  you  would  not  believe  it. 

Tath.  Well  I  have  found  it,  but  one  thing  comforts  m^i 
Brother,  to  morrow  'he's  to  be  married 
[To  beauteous  L/yrr,  S\x  Lancelot  SpHrcocl(%  Daughter. 

Vnc.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Path.  'Tis  true,  and  thus  I  mean  to  curb  him  ; 
This  Day,  Brother,  I  will  you  ihall  arreft  him ; 
If  any  thing  will  tame  him,  it  muft  be  that. 
For  he  is  rank  in  Mifchief,  chain'd  to  a  Life,' 
That  will  encreafe  his  Shame,  and  kill  his  Wifci 

Vnc.  What,  arreft  him  on  his  wedding  Day  ? 
That  were  unchriftian,  and  an  unhuman  part : 
How  many  couple  ev'n  for  that  very  Day, 
Have  purchaft*  feeen  Years  forrow  afterward  ? 
Forbear  it  then  to  Day,  do  it  to  Morrow, 
And  this  Day  mingle  not  his  Joy  with  Sorrow^ 

Path.  Brother,  I'll  have  it  done  this  very  Day, . 
And  in  the  view  of  all,  as  he  comes  from  Churclu 
Do  but  obfcrve  the  Courfe  that  he  will  take. 
Upon  my  life  he  will  forfwear  the  Debt  : 
And  for  we'll  have  the  Sum  ihall  not  be  flight. 
Say  that  he  owes  you  near  three  thoufand  Pound  .• 
Good  Brother,  let  it  be  done  immediately. 
V/r^s  Well,  feeing  you  will  have  it  fo, 
Brother  rn  do'f,  and  ftra\g\vtTjtoV\i^\V^%W\$% 
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Tatb.  So  Brother^  bv  this  means  ihall  we  perceive 
\^hat  Sir  Lancelot  in  this  pinch  will  do  : 
Lod  how  his  Wife  doth  ftand  affeded  to  him, 
ler  Love  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermoft  : 
Lnd  aH  the  reft  of  them.     Brother,  what  I  will  do,' 
hall  harm  him  much,  and  much  avail  bioi  too.      [Exeunil 

OU.  Cham  afhured  thick  be  the  Placed'  that  the  fcpundrel 
Appointed  to  meet  me,  if  a  come,  zo  :  If  a  come  hot,  20* 
^nd  che  war  avife,  he  would  make  a  Coy  ftrel  an  us, 
^hed  vefe  him,  and  che  vang  him  in  hand>  che  would 
-loyft  him,  and  give  it  him  too  and  again,  zo  chud : 
l^ho  a  been  there.  Sir  Arthur  \  chil  ftay  afide. 

Arth.  I  have  dog'd  the  Devonjhire  Man  into  the  Field, 
^or  fear  of  any  harm  that  (hould  befal  him  : 
had  an  inckling  of  that  yefternight. 
That  FlowcrdaU  and  he  (hould  meet  this  Morning. 
Though  of  my  Soul,  Oliver  fears  him  not, 
ITet  for  I'd  fee  fair  play  on  either  fide. 
Made  me  to  come,  to  fee  their  Valours  try*d— -^ 
3ood  morrow  to  Matter  Oliver. 

on.  God  and  good  Morrpw. 

Arth.  What,  Matter  Oliver ^  are  you  angry  ? 

0//.  What  an  it  be,  tyt  an  grieven  you  2 

Arth.  Not  me  at  all.  Sir,  but  I  imagine 
Jy  your  being  here  thus  arm*d, 
ITou  ftay  for  fome  that  you  ftiould  fight  withal. 

Oli.  Why  and  he  do,  che  would  not  dezire  you  to  take 
us  part. 

Arth.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need  it  nor, 
'Or  he  you  look  for,  I  think  means  not  to  Come. 

OU.  No,  and  che  war  attiure  of  that,  ched  atefe  him  in 
nother  Place. 

Enter  Daffidil. 

2)^/1  O,  Sir  Arthur,  Mafter  Oliver,  ay  me, 
ITourLove,  and  yours,  and  mine,  fweetMiftrefsJLiy^^ 
This  Morning  is  married  to  young  Flowerdale. 

Arth.  Married  to  Flowerdale !  'tis  impoflible. 

Oli.  Married,  Man  f  che  hope  thou  doft  but  jeft : 
To  make  an  a  volowten  merriment  of  it. 

I^af.  O  'tis  too  true,  here  comes  his  UncU, 

V'oL.  vr.  T  lE-^^«^ 
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EKterjou^gTlovferd^h'sVncUj  with  Sheriff  and  Officeru 
Vffc.  Good  fnorrow9  Sir  Arthmr^  good  morroWf  Mafti 
Oliver. 

Oli.  God  and  good  Morn,  Mr.  Flowerdale.  I  pray  tell 
us,  is  your  fcoundrel  Kinfpian  married  ? 

uirth.  Mr.  Oliver y  call  him  what  you  wilL  but  tie  isiDarri 
To  Sir  Ldnceht's  Daughter  here, 
Vnf.  Sir  ^thur^  unto  her  ? 
Oli.  Ay,  ha  the  old  vellow  zerved  me  thick  a  trick  ? 
Why  Man,  he  was  a  promife,  chil  chud  a  had  her. 
Is  a  zitch  a  vox,  chil  look  to  his  Water  che  vor  hiin. 

Vuc.  The  Mufick  plays;  they  are  coming  from  the  Churc 
Sheri£F,  de  your  Office:  FeHows,  ftand  ftoutly  to  it. 

Enter  all  to  the  Tfeddingp 
Oli.  God  give  you  Joy,  as  the  old  zaid  Proverb  is^  ai 
fome  Zorrow  among.    You  met  us  well,  did  yau  not? 

Lane.  Nay,  be  not  angry.  Sir,  the  fault  is  in  rae, 
I  have  done  all  the  wrong,  kept  him  from  coming  tathe  Fie 
to  you,  as  I  might.  Sir,  for  I  am  a  Juftice*  and  fworn  i 
keep  the  Peace, 

fTeath.  Ay  marry  is  he.  Sir,  a  very  Juftice,  and  fworn  1 
keep  the  Peace,  you  muft  not  drfturb  the  Weddings. 
Lane.  Nay,  never  frown  nor  ftorm,  -Sir,  if  you  do^ 
111  have  an  order  taken  for  you. 
Oli.  Well,  well,  chil  be  quiet. 

fdath.  Mr.  Fltwerdaky  Sir  Lancelot^  look  you,  who  he 
is?  Mn  Flowerdale. 

Lane.  Mr.  Flewerdale,  welcome  with  all  my  Heart. 
Flow.  Uncle,  this  is  (he  i'faith :   Mafter  Uader->Shciii 
Arreft  me?  At  whofe  Suit?  Draw,  Kii. 
Vnc.  At  my  Suit,  Sir. 

Lane.  Why,  what's  the  Matter,  Mr.  FUwerdaki 
Vnc.  This  is  the  mattei:.  Sir,  this  Unthrifc  here 
Hath  cozen!d  you,  and  hath  had  of  me 
In  feveral  Sums  three  thoufiind  Pound. 
Flow.  Why,  Uncile,  Uncle. 
Vnc.  Couun,  Coufin,  you  have  Uncled  me. 
And  if  you  be  not  ftaid,  jyou'll  prove 
A  cozener  unto  all  that  know  you. 
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Lmmc.  Why,  Sir^  fuppofe  he  be  to  you  in  debc 
Ten  thoufand  Pound,  his  State  to  me  appears, 
To  be  at  leaft  three  thoufand  by  the  Year. 

V»c.  0>  Sir,  I  was  too  lace  informed  of  that  Plot, 
How  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  you  : 
And  forsn^d  a  Will,  and  fent  it  to  your  good 
Friend  there.  Mailer  Weathercock^  in  which  was 
Nothing  true,  but  brags  and  lies. 

Lm$9C.  Ha,  hath  he  liot  fuch  Lordfhips, 
Lwds,  and  Ships  ? 

Vnc.  Not  worth  a  Groat,  not  worth  a  Half^penny  he* 

Lmmc.  I  pray  tell  us  true,  be  plain^  young  FUwrnMe. 

FUm.  My  Uncle  here's  mad» 
And  difpos'd  to  do  me  wrong, 
But  here's  my  Man  an  honeft  Fellow 
By  the  Lord«  and  of  good  Credit,  knows  all  is  true. 
,    F^h.  Not  I,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  lie;  I  rather  know 
jYou  forg*d  a  Will,  where  every  Line  you  writ, 
[Tou  ftudied  where  to  quote  your  Lands  might  lye. 

Vle^h.  And  I  prithee  where  be  thy  honeu  Friends  { 

Fmh.  rfaith  no  where.  Sir,  for  he  hath  none  at  all. 

VSjuuh.  Benedicity,  we  are  o*er-reach'd,  I  believe. 

Lige.  I  am  coa;en'd,  and  my  hopefuirft  Child  undone* 

Fkw.  You  are  not  cozen'd,  nor  is  (he  undone, 
(y  (lander  ine,  by  this  Light,  they  flander  me : 
k  you,  my  Uncle  here's  an  Ufurer,  and  would  undome^ 
rU  (land  in  Law,  do  you  but  bail  me»  you  (hall  do  no 
[ou  Brother  Civety  and  Mafter  Wcsthercocl^  do  but    [niore: 
me^  and  let  me  have  my  Marriage  Mony 
me,  and  we'U  ride  down» 
there  your  oWn  Eyes  (hall  fee 

)v  my  poor  Tenants  there  will  welcome  me. 
[ou  (hdl  but  bail  me,  you  (hall  do  no  more^ 

iKi  you,  greedy  Gnat,  their  bail  will  fervc. 

Vnc.  Ay,  Sir,  111  ask  no  better  bail. 

LdHc.  No,  Sir,  you  (hall  not  take  my  bail,  nor  hii,^ 
for  my  Son  Civet%  1*11  not  be  cheated*  I. 
kiiff,  take  your  Prifoner,  Til  not  deal  with  him  e  ^ 
^s  Uncle  make  falfe  Dice  with  his  falfe  Bone^ 

not  have  to  do  with  him:  Mpck'd,  gull'd,  and  wrong*d  I 

Tt  Comet 
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Come,  Girl,  though  it  be  late,  it  falls  out  well. 
Thou  fhalt  not  live  with  him  in  Beggar's  Hell. 

Lfice.  He  is  my  Husband,  and  high  Heav'n  doth  know« 
With  what  unwillingnefs  I  went  to  Church, 
But  you  enforced  me>  you  compell'd  me  to  it : 
The  holy  Church-man  pronounc'd  thcfe  Words  but  now, 
I  muft  not  leave  my  Husband  in  diftrefs : 
Now  I  muft  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 
Luftc.  Comfort  a  Cozener?  On  my  curfe  forfake  him? 
Luce.  This  day  youcaus'd  me  on  your  Curfe  to  take  him: 
Do  not,  I  pray,  my  grieved  Soul  opprefs ; 
God  knows  my  Heart  doth  bleed  at  his  diftrefs. 

Lane.  O  Mz&cr  Weathercocks 
I  muft  confefs  I  forc'd  her  to  this  match. 
Led  with  Opinion  his  falfe  Will  was  true. 
fHath.  Ah,  he  hath  over-reach'd  me  too. 
Lane.  She  might  have  liv'd  like  Delia,  in  a  happy  Virgio's 
ftate. 
Del.  Father,  be  patient,  Sorrow  comes  too  late. 
Lane.  And  on  her  Knees  (he  begg'd  and  did  intreat. 
If  (he  muft  needs  tafte  a  fad  Marriage  Life, 
She  crav'd  to  be  Sir  Arthur  GrccnJIjield's  Wife. 
^rth.  You  have  done  her  and  me  the  greater  wrong.      ^ 
Lane.  O  take  her  yet.  j 

^rth.  Not  L 

Lane.  Or,  Mafter  Oliver,  accept  my  Child^  and  half  in| 
Wealth  is  yours. 
Oli.  No,  Sir,  chil  break  no  Laws. 
Luce.  Never  fear,  (he  will  not  trouble  you. 
Del.  Yet,  Sifter,  in  this  Paflion  do  not  run  headlong 
Confu(ion.     You  may  afFed  him,  tho'  not  follow  him. 
Frank.  Do,  Sifter,  hang  him,  let  him  go. 
TVeath.  Do  faith,  Miftrefs  Luce,  leave  him. 
Luce.  You  are  three  grofs  Fools,  let  me  alone,^ 
I  fwcar,  rU4ive  with  him  in  all  his  moan. 
Oli.  But  an  he  have  his  Legs  at  liberty, 
Cham  aveard  he  will  never  live  with  you; 

Arth.  Ay,  but  he  is  now  in  Huckiters  handling  for 
ning  away. 
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LoHC.  Hufwife,  you  hear  how  you  and  I  arc  wrong'd, 
And  if  you  will  redrefs  it  yet  you  may  .• 
Snt  if  you  ftand  on  terms  to  follow  him. 
Never  come  near  my  fight,  nor  look  on  me. 
Call  me  not  Father^  look  not  for  a  Groat, 
For  all  the  Portion  I  will  this  Day  give 
Unto  thy  Sifter  Francesm 

Fran.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Tom  ? 
I  (hall  have  a  good  deal, 
Befides>  I'll  be  a  good  Wife ;  and  a  good  Wife 
Is  a  good  thing  I  can  tell. 

Civ.  Peace,  Franks  I  would  be  forry  to  fee  thy  Sifter  caft 
away,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Lmc.  What,  are  you  yet  refolv'd? 
Lmc€.  Yes,  I  am  refolv'd. 
I^nc.  Come  then  away,  or  now,  or  never  come. 
Lnce.  This  way  I  turn,  go  you  unto  your  Feaft, 
And  I  to  weep«  that  am  with  Grief  oppreft. 

Lane.  For  ever  fly  my  fight :  Come,  Gentlemen, 
Let's  in,  V\\  htip  you  to  far  better  Wives  than  her. 
DeUs^  upon  my  Blefling  talk  not  to  her, 
Safe  Baggage,  in  fuch  hafte  to  Beggary? 

Vnc.  Sheriff,  take  your  Prifoner  to  your  charge* 
\    Flaw.  Uncle,  be-gad  you  have  us'd  me  very  hardly, 
ly  my  troth,  upon  my  Wedding-day. 

[^Exeunt  all  but  Luce,  yofin^  Flowerdale,  'his  Father^ 
VncUy  Sheriff'  and  Officers. 
Luce.  O  Mafter  Flowerdale^  but  hear  me  fpeak, 
ly  but  a  little  while,  good  Mafter  Sheriff, 
not  for  him,  for  my  fake  pity  him  : 
"  Sir,  ftop  not  your  Ears  at  my  Complaint, 
[y  Voice  grow$  weak,  for  Womens  words  are  fajntj 
Flov/.  Look  you,  ftie  kneels  to  you. 
Vhc.  Fair  Maid,  for  you,  I  love  you  with  my  Heart, 
jid  grieve,  fweec  Soul,  thy  Fortune  is  fo  bad, 
'hat  thou  fhouId*ft  match  with  fuch  a  gracelefs  Youth,      j 

to  thy  Father,  think  not  upon  him, 
^hom  Flell  hath  mark'd  to  be  the  Son  of  Shame. 
Lmce.  Inapute  his  wildnefs.  Sir,  unto  his  Youth, 
"  think  that  now*s  the  time  he  doth  repent : 
las,  what  good  or  gain  can  you  receive, 
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To  imprifon  him  that  nothing  hath  to  pay  ? 
And  where  nought  is,  the  King  doth  lofe  his  due; 

0  pity  him  as  God  ftiall  pity  you. 

Vnc.  Lady,  I  know  his  Humours  all  too  well> 
And  nothing  in  the  World  can  do  him  goodj 
But  mifery  it  felf  to  chain  him  with. 

Luce.  Say  that  your  Debts  were  paid,  then  is  he  free ! 

Vnc.  Ay,  Virgin,  that  being  anfwer'd,  I  have  done. 
But  to  him  that  is  all  as  impoffible. 
As  I  to  fcale  the  high  Pyramids. 
Sheriff,  take  your  Prifoner ;  Maiden,  fare  thee  well, 

Lmcc.  O  go  not  yet»  good  Matter  FloiverdaU  : 
Take  my  word  for  the  Debt,  my  Word,  my  Bond. 

FUw.  Kjj  by  Gad,  Uncle,  and  my  Bond  too. 

Luce.  Alas,  I  [ne'er  ought  nothing  but  I  paid  it ; 
And  I  can  workj  alas,  he  can  do  nothing : 

1  have  fome  Friends  perhaps  will  pity  me. 
His  chiefeft  Friends  do  feek  his  Mifery. 
All  that  I  can,  or  beg,  get,  or  receive. 
Shall  be  for  you :  O  do  not  turn  away  : 
Methinks  within  a  Face  fo  reverend. 

So  well  experienced  in  this  tottering  World, 
Should  have  fome  feeling  of  a  Maiden*s  Grief : 
For  my  fake,  his  Father's  and  your  Brother's  fake» 
Ay,  for  your  Soul's  fake  that  doth  hope  for  Joy, 
Pity  my  ftate,  do  not  two  Souls  deftroy. 

VnCn  Fair  Maid,  ft  and  up;  not  in  regard  of  him» 
But  in  pity  of  thy  haplefs  Choice, 
I  do  releale  him :  Matter  Sheriff,  I  thank  you : 
And  officers,  there  is  for  you  to  drink. 
nerCf  Maid,  take  this  Mony,  there  is  a  hundred  Angek ; 
And,  for  I  will  be  fure  he  (hall  not  have  it^ 
Here,  Kefier,  take  it  you,  and  ufe  it  fparingly. 
But  let  not  her  have  any  want  at  all. 
Dry  your  Eyes,  Neice,  do  not  too  much  lament 
For  htm,  whofe  Life  hath  been  in  riot  fpent : 
If  well  he  ufeth  thee,  he  gets  him  Friends, 
If  ill,  a  Ihameful  end  on  him  depends  {£xi$  Z 

FUw.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  an  old  Fornicator: 
Come,  Kiu  the  Mony,  come,  honeft  Kit. 

F4fh.  Nay  by  my  Faith^  Sir,  you  (ball  pardon  me. 
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Tl(nv.  And  why,  Sir,  pardon  you?  give  me  the  Mony, 
jovi  old  Rafc^t,  or  I  will  make  you. 

Luce.  Vrzy  hold  your  Hands,  give  it  him  h(»ieft  Friend. 

Fdth,  If  you  be  fo  content,  with  all  my  Heart* 

FUw.  Content,  Sir,  *sblood  flie  fhall  be  content 
Whether  ihe  will  or  no.   A  rattle-baby  come  to  follow  me  ? 
^^  get  you  gone  to  the  greafie  Chuff  your  Father, 
Bring  me  your  Dowry*  or  never  look  on  me. 

Tdtb.  Sir,  (he  hath  forfook  her  Father,  and  all  her  Friends 
for  you. 

flow.  Hang  thee,  her  Friends  and  Father  all  together* 

Fath.  Yet  part  with  fomething  to  provide  her  Lodging; 

FUw.  Yes,  I  mean  to  part  with  her  and  you,  but  if  I 
part  with  one  Angel,  hang  me  at  a  Poft.  Til  rather  throw 
them  at  a  caft  of  Dice,  as  I  have  done  a  thoufand  of  their 
Wlows. 

Fath.  Nay  then  I  will  be  plain,  degenerate  Boy» 
Thou  hadft  a  Father  would  have  been  afliam'd. 

Flow.  My  Father  was  an  Afs,  an  old  Afs. 

tath.  Thy  Father  ?  proud  licentious  Villain ; 
What  are  you  at  your  foils?  PU  foil  with  you. 

IjtC€.  Good  Sir,  forbear  him. 

Fstth.  Did  not  this  whining  Woman  hang  on  me^^ 
rd  teach  thee  what  it  was  to  abufe  thy  Father: 
60  hang,  beg>  ftarve.  Dice,  Game,  that  when  all's gone^ 
Thou  may'ft  after  defpair  and  hang  thy  felf. 

Lhc€.  O  do  not  curfe  him. 

Fdih.  I  do  not  curfe  him,  and  to  pray  for  him  were  vain, 
I  It  grieves  me  that  he  bears  his  Father's  Name. 

Fkw.  Well,  you  old  Rafalt  I  (hall  meet  with  you. 
Sirrah,  get  you  gone»  I  will  not  drip  the  Livery 
Over  your  Ears>  becaufe  you  paid  for  it : 
But  do  not  ufe  my  Name,  Sirrah, 
Do  you  hear  ?  Look  you  do  not 
Ufe  my  Name,  you  were  heft. 

Faih.  Pay  me  the  twenty  Pound  then  that  I  lent  you. 
Or  give  me  Security  when  I  may  have  it. 

FUw.  ril  pay  thee  not  a  Penny, 
And  for  Security  PU  give  thee  none. 
Hlinckins^  look  you  do  not  follow  me,  look  you  do  not : 
f  yoa  do^  Beggar,  I  fhall  flit  your  Nofe. 
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Luce.  Alas,  what  (hall  I  do? 

Flow.  Why  turn  Whore,  that's  i  good  Trade,' 
And  To  perhaps  I'll  fee  thee  now  and  then, 

[Exit  Flowcrdalci 

Luce.  Alas-the-day  that  ever  I  was  born. 

Path.  Sweet  Miftrefs,  do  not  weep,  I'll  flick  to  you* 

Lhcc.  r  Alas,  my  Friend,  I  know  qot  what  to  do. 
My  Father  and  my  Friends,  they  have  defpis'dme: 
Aiid  I  a  wretched  Maid,  thus  caft  away. 
Knows  neither  where  to  go,  nor  what  to  fay. 

Path.  It  grieves  me  at  the  Sou],  to  fee  her  Tears. 
Thus  (lain  the  Grimfon  Kofes  of  her  Cheeks: 
Lady,  take  comfort,  do  not  mourn  in  vain, 
I  have  a  little  living  in  this  Town, 
The  which  I  think  comes  to  a  hundred  Pound, 
AH  that  and  more  (hall  be  at  your  difpofe  ; 
I'll  flrait  go  help  you  to  fome  ftrange  difguife. 
And  place  you  in  a  Service  in  this  Town : 
Where  you  (hall  know  all,  yet  your  felf  unknown  i 
Come,  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  be  had, . 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  worfe  than  bad* 

Ltice.  I  thank  you.  Sir.  {Exetf^* 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Mafier  Weathercock  and  the  refi. 

Oli.  Well,  cha  a  bin  zerved  many  a  fluttilh  Trick« 
But  fuch  alerripoop  as  thick  ych  was  ne'er  a  farved^ 

Lane,  Son  Qvet^  Daughter  Frances^  bear  with  me. 
You  fee  how  I  am  prefs'd  down  with  inward  Grief, 
.  About  that  lucklefs  Girl,  your  Sifter  Ltice. 
But  'tis  fain  out  with  me,  as  with  many  Families  befide, 
They  are  moft  unhappy,  that  are  moR  belovM. 

Civ.  Father,  *tis  fo,  'tis  even  fain  out  fo. 
But  what  remedy!  fet  Hand  to  your  Heart,  and  let  it  ptli» 
Here  is  your  Daughter  Frances  and  I,  and  we'll  not  fay> 
We'll  bring  forth  as  witty  Children,  but  as  pretty 
Children  as  ever  (he  was ;  tho*  (he  had  the  prick 
And  praife  for  a  pretty  Wench  :  But  Father,  dope  i$ 
The  Moufe,  you'll  come? 

Lane,  Ay,  Son  Civets  I'll  come. 

Civ.  And  you,  Matter  Oliver  ? 

on.  Ay,  for  che  a  vext  out  this  veaft,  chil  fee  if  a  gan 
Jiflakc  a  better  v^aft  there. 
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SiV.  And  you.  Sir  Arthur  ? 

drth.  Ay,  Sir,  although  my  Heart  be  full, 

be  a  Partner  at  your  Wedding  Feaft. 

Hv.  And  welcome  all  indeed,  and  welcome;  comt  Frani^ 

you  ready  ? 

Frank*  Jeihue,  how  hafty  thefe  Husbands  are,  I  pray, 

her,  pray  to  God  to  blefs  me. 

Lane.  God  ble(s  thee,  and  I  do ;   God  make  thee  wife, 

id  you  both  Joy,  I  wifh  it  with  wet  Eyes. 

Franks  But,   Father,   (hall  not  my  Sifter  DeUa  go  along 

:h  us  ?    She  is  excellent  good   at   Cookery,  and  fuch 

ngs. 

Lancm  Yes  marry  Ihall  (he  :  Delia^  make  you  ready. 

BeL  I  am  ready,  Sir,  I  will  firft  go  to  Greefrwichj 

om  thence  to  my  Coufin  Che/tcrfieUj  and  fo  to  London. 

Civ.  It  ihall  fuBSce,    pood  Sitter  Delia^  it  ihall  fuffice, 

t  fail  us  nor,  good   Sitter,  give  order  to  Cooks  and  o- 

ers,   for  I   would  not   have  my  fweet  Franks  to  foil  her 

D^ers. 

Frank.   No  by  my  troth  not  I,  a  Gentlewoman,  and  a 

irrried  Gentlewoman  too,  to  be  Companion  tp  Cooks,  ' 

ad  Kitchin-boys,  not  I  iTaith,  I  fcorn  that. 

Gv.  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thou  Ihalt,  fweet  Heart,  thou 

:ft  I  do  not  go  about  it ;   well,  farewel  too  .*  You  Gods 

ty  Mr.  Weathercocky  we  ihall  have  your  Company  too  I 

fVeath*  With  all  my  Heart,  for  I  love  good  Cheer. 

Civ.  Well,  God  be  wiih  you  all,  come,  Frank* 

Frank.  God   be   with  you.  Father,  God  be  with  yoir, 

r  Arthury  Matter  Oliver^  and  Matter  Weather cock^t  Sifter, 

od  be  with  you  all :  God  be  with  you,  Father,  God  be 

ith  you  every  one. 

Weath.  Why,  how  now.  Sir  ^thnr^  all  a  mort,  Mafter 

'<wr,  how  now,  Man  ? 

heerly.  Sir  Lancelot^  and  merrily  fay, 

^ho  can  hold  that  will  away. 

Lane.  Ay,  ihe  is  gone  indeed,  poor  Girl,  undone, 

lit  when  thefe  be  felf-wiird.  Children  muft  fmart. 

Art.  But,  Sir,  that  ihe  is  wronged,  you  are  thechiefeft 

aufe,  therefore  'tis  reafon  you  redrefs  her  wrong. 

yVeath.  Indeed  you  mutt.  Sir  Lanctlot^  'yow  tcivv^* 
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Lane.  Mud  {  who  can  compel  mc,  Mr.  We4iberc^J^\ 
I  hope  I  may  do  what  I  lift. 
^    Weath.  I  grant  you  may,  you  may  do  what  you  lift. 

Oli.  Nay,  but  and  you  be  well  cvifcn,  it  were  no^got 
By  this  vrampolnefs,  and  vrowardnefs,  to  caft  away 
As  pretty  a  dowiTabch  as  am  choilld  chance  to  fee 
In  a  Summers  Day ;  chil  tell  you  what  chall  do> 
Chil  go  fpy  up  and  down  the  Town,  and  fee  if  I 
Can  hear  any  Tale  or  Tydings  of  her. 
And  take  her  away  from  thick  a  Meflel,  vor  cham 
Aihured,  heel  but  bring  her  to  the  fpoil, 
And  fo  var  you  well,  we  (hall  meet  at  your  Son  Civet% 

L4h€.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  take  it  very  kindly. 

jirth.  To  find  her  our,  I'll  fpend  my  deareft  Blood. 
So  well!  lov*d  her,  to  affeft  her  Goodl         \JExeunthslk 

Lane.  O  M  after  Weathercock:, 
What  hap  had  I,  to  force  my  Daughter 
From  Mafter  Oliver^  and  this  good  Knight, 
To  one  that  hath  no  Goodnefs  in  his  Thought  ? 

tfeath.  Ill  luck,  but  what  remedy  ? 

Lane.  Yes,  I  have  almoft  devifed  a  Remedy, 
Young  FlowerdaU  is  fure  a  Prifoner. 

Wedth.  Sure  ?  nothing  more  fure. 

I^nc.  And  yet  perhaps  his  Uncle  hath  releas'd  him. 

Weath.  It  may  be  very  like,  no  doubt  he  hath. 

Lane.  Well  if  he  be  in  Prifon,  Til  have  Warrants 
To  tache  my  Daughter  'till  the  Law  be  tried, 
For  I  will  fue  him  upon  Cozenage. 

Uiath.  Marry  may  you,  and  overthrow  him  too. 

Lane.  Nay  that's  not  fo ;   I  may  chance  be  fcoft. 
And  fentence  paft  with  him. 

Vf^ath.  Believe  me,  fo  he  may,  therefore  take  heed. 

Lane.  Well  howfoever,  yet  I  will  have  warrants* 
In  Prifon,  or  at  Liberty,  all's  one  : 
You  will  help  to  ferve  them,  Mafter  WeOihercoekJ ' 

\Exk 
Enter  Flowcrdale. 

fyi».  A  plague  of  the  Devil,  the  Devil  take  the  Di< 
The  Dice*  and  the  Devil,  and  his  D^m  go  tc^edier  ; 
Of  all  my  hundred  golden  Angels* 
I  have  not  left  me  one  Denier : 
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p6it  ef  totAt  1  five,  v/hat  ihall  I  do  ? 

ao  borrow  no  more  of  iny  Credit  .• 

bere*s  not  any  of  my  acquaintance.  Mart  not  Boy, 

It  I  have  borrowed  inbre  or  left  of  t 

would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good  Ptlrfc* 

nd  go  clear  away,  by  this  Light  I'll  venture  fortt« 

;ods  lid  my  Sifter  Delia, 

\l  rob  ben  by  this  Hand. 

Enter  Delia  ami  Aftichoik. 
DeL  I  prethecj  ArtichMl^^  go  not  Irt  faft, 
*b^  Weather  is  hot^  and  1  am  fomething  weary. 
jiru  Nay  Iwgrrarit  yoU,  Miftrefs  Delia^  Til  nottirtyott 
^ith  leading*  well  go  an  extream  rtic^defate  pace. 
Flffu^.  Stapdy  deliver  your  Purfe. 
jtrt.  O  Lord,  Thieves  Thieves.  {Exit  Artichoak* 

Flow.  Come,  cortife,  your  Purfe,  Lady,  your  Parfr. 
DeL  That  Voice  I  have  heard  often  before  this  liixi^, 
Vhat,  Brother  Flowerdale  become  a  Thief  ? 

Ft&a/*  Ay,  plague  on't,  I  thank  your  Father 
^ut  Sifter,  come,  your  Mony,  come  : 
\Xrbat  the  World  itiuft  find  me,  I  am  born  to  live, 
Tis  not  a  Sin  to  fteal,  when  none  will  give. 
,    DiL  O  God,  is  all  Grace  baniftit  from  thy  Heart, 
i^ink  of  the  Shame  that  dnth  attend  this  Faft. 

Tltrw.  Shame  me  no  Shames,  conie  give  me  your  Purfe  ; 
n  bind  you,  Sifter,  left  I  fare  the  worfe. 

Del.  No,  bind  me  nor,  hold,  there  is  all  I  have. 
And  would  that  Mony  would  redeem  thy  Shaibe. 
Emir  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur,  and  Artichoak. 
Afu  Thieves,  Thieves,  Thieves. 
OU.  Thieves,  where  Man?  whyhow  now,  Miftrefs  JDf//^; 
Ha  you  a  liked  to  been  a  robbed  ? 

Del.  No,  Mafter  OUver,  *tis  Mafter  Fimerdale^  he  didf 
bot  jeft  with  me. 

OH.  HoWy  Flowerdale,  that  Scoundrel?  Sirrah,  yoUii)etet| 
•  Wdl,  vtng  the  that. 

Flow.  Well,  Sir,  Til  not  meddle  with  you,    becaufe  I 
liire  a^  Charge. 

Dill  Here  Brother  Fhwerdate,   111  lend  you  this  fame 
Mony* 
JPkw.  I  thank  you.  Sifter.  g 
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OIL  I  wad  yoii  were  yfplit,  and  you  let  the  Meiel  have 
a  Penny;  but  lince  you  cannot  keep  it,  chil  keep  it  my  felf. 

^rth.  *Tis  pity  to  relieve  him  in  this  fort. 
Who  makes  a  triumphant  Life  his  daily  fport. 

DcL  Brother,  you  fee  how  all  Men  cenfure  you, 
Farewel,  and  I  pray  God  amend  your  (.ife. 

OIL  Come,  chil  bring  you  along,  and  you  fafe  eoough 
From  twenty  fuch  Scoundrels  as  thick  an  one  is, 
Farewel  and  be  hanged,  zyrrah,  as  I  think  fo  thou 
Wilt  be  Ihortly ;  come,  Sir  Arthur. 

[Excmt  all  bm  Flowerdale. 
,    Flew.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  a  karfie  Rafcal ; 
This  Devonjfnre  Man  I  think  is  made  all  of  Pork« 
His  Hands  made  only  for  to  heave  up  Packs  : 
His  Heart  as  fat  and  big  as  his  Face, 
As  differing  far  from  all  brave  gallant  Mindsj 
As  I  to  ferve  the  Hogs,  and  drink  with  Hinds, 
As  I  am  very  near  now  ;  well  what  remedy. 
When  Money,  Means,  and  Friends,  do  grow  fo  fmall, 
Then  farewel  Life,  and  there's  an  end  of  all.  [£jif»A 

Enter  young  Flowerdale'i  Fatherj  Luce  likf  a  Dutch  Frw^ 

Civet  and  his  Wife  Frances. 

Civ.  By  my  troth  God  a  Mercy  for  this,  good  Chrifi^her^ 
I  thank  thee  for  my  Maid,  like  her  very  weU,  how  doll 
thou  like  her,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  In  good  Sadnefs,  Tom^  very  well,  excellent  wcD, 
She  fpeaks  fo  prettily,  I  pray  what's  your  Name  / 

Luce.  My  name,  forfooth,  be  called  Tanikin. 

Fran.  By  my  troth  a  fine  Name  :  O  Tanikiu^  you  arcct 
ccllent  for  dreffing  ones  Head  a  new  Fa(hion. 

Luce.  Me  fall  do  every  ting  about  da  Head. 

Civ.  What  Countrywoman  is  (he,  Kefler  f 

Path.  A  Dutch  Woman,  Sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  (he  is  outlandiih^  is  (he  not  ? 

Fath.  Ay,  Sir,  (he  is. 

Fran.  O  then  thou  canft  tell  how  to  help  me  toChcek 
and  Ears  ? 

Luce*  Yes,  Miftrefs,  very  well. 

Fath.  Cheeks  and  Ears,  why,  Miftrefs  Frii»r«,  wantyoc 
Checks  and  Ears  \  mechinks  you  have  very  fair  ones. 

Fran 
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Fran^  Thou  art  a  Fool  indeed^  Ttm^  thcu  knoweft  what 
!  mean. 

Civ.  Ay,  ay,  Kefier^  'tis  fuch  as  they  wear  a  their  Heads, 

prithee,  Kit,  hav^  her  in,  and  ihew  her  my  Houre. 

Fafh.  I  willa  Sir;  come  Tanikin. 

Fran.  O  Tom^  you  have  not  buffed  me  to  day»  Tom^ 

Civ*  No  Frances,  we  muft  not.  kifs  afore  Folk^ 
Sod  fave  my  Franck^ 

Enter  Delia  and  Artichoak. 
iee  yonder,  my  Sifter  Delia  is  come>  welcome^  good  Sifter. 

Fran.  Welcome,  good  Sifter,  how  do  you  like  the  Tire 
)f  my  Head  ? 
'  Del.  Very  well*  Sifter. 

_  Civ.  I  am  glad  you're  come.  Sifter  Delia^  to  give  order 
m  Supper,  they  will  be  here  foon. 

Art.  Ay,  but  if  good  luck  had  not  ferv'd,  ftie  had    . 
Hot  been  here  now,  filching  FlowerdaU  had  like 
To  pepper*d  us,  but  for  Mafter  Oliver y  we  had  been  robb'd. 

DeL  Peace,  firrab,  no  more. 

Path.  Robb'd  I  by  whom  ? 

Art.  Marry  by  none  but  by  Flowerdale^    he  \%  turn'd 
Thief. 

Civ.  By  my  Faith,  but  that  is  not  well,  but  God  be  praised 
R^  your  Efcape,  will  you  draw  near.  Sifter  ? 
'  tdth.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  would  FltnverdaUy  he  that  was 
.By  Mafter,  a  robbed  you,  I  prethee  tell  me  true  ? 
i   An.  Yes  i'Faith,   even   that  Flowerdale  that  was  thy 
[Mer. 

I   H^h.  Hold  thee,  there  is  a  French  Crown,  and  fpeak  no 
IBoreofthis. 

Art.  Not  I,  not  a  word,  now  do  I  fmell  Knavery: 
In  every  Purfe  Flower  dale  takes,  he  is  half : 
And  gives  me  this  to  keep  Counfel,  not  a  word  \. 

Fath.  Why  God  a  Mercy. 

/rtfu.  Sifter,  look  here,   I  have  a  new  DutchMzidp 
Aod  fhefpeaksfo  fine,  it  would  do  your  Heart  good. 

Gv.  How  do  you  like  her.  Sifter  ? 

Del.  I  like  your  Maid  well. 

Civ.  Well,  dear  Sifter,  will  you  draw  near,  and  give  di^ 
tAions  for  Supper,  Guefts  will  be  here  prefently. 

Del. 
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Del.  Yes,  Brother,  lead  the  way,  Fil  follow  you. 

[^Exet^nt  all  bf^  Delia  and  La 
Hark  you,  Dutch  Frow,  a  word. 
Luce.  Vat  is  your  vill  wit  me  ? 
DeU  Sifter  LHce^  'tis  not  your  broken  Language, 
Nor  this  fame  HabLc^  can  difguife  your  Face 
From  I  that  know  you ;  pray  tell  me,  what  means  this  ? 
Luce.  Sifter,  I  fee  you  know  me,  yet  be  fecret; 
This  borrowed  Sh^pe  that  I  have  ta'en  ypon  me. 
Is  but  to  keep  my  felf  a  fpace  unknown. 
Both  from  my  Father,  and  my  nearcft  Friends ; 
Until  I  fee  how  time  will  bring  to  pafs. 
The  defperate  Courfe  of  Matter  Flawerdale. 

Del.  O  he  is  worfe  than  bad,  I  prethee  leave  him. 
And  let  not  once  thy  Heart  to  thiiik  on  him. 

Luce.  DojQot  perf)vade  me  pnce  to  fuch  a  Thought* 
loMgini^  yet,  that  he  is  wprfe  than  nou^t ; 
Vet  one  good  time  may  all  that  III  undp. 
That  all  his  former  Life  did  run  into. 
Therefqire,  kind  Sifter,  do  not  difclofe  my  Eftate, 
if  e'er  his  Heart  doth  turn,  'tis  ne'er  too  late. 

Del.  Well,  feeing  no  Counfel  can^-emove  yourMindj    - 
I'll  not  difclofe  you.  that  art  wilful  i^ind. 

Luce.  Deli/n^  I  th^k  you.    I  now  muft  plcafe  her  Ej( 
My  SiHqt  Frances^  neither  fair  nor  wife.  [ExflU 

Enter  Flowerdale  SoluSf 
Flo-iv.On  goes  he  that  knows  no  end  of  liis  Journey, 
I  have  pafs'd  the  very  ujrmoft  bounds  of  Shifting, 
I  have  no  Courfe  now  but  to  hang  my  fdf ; 
I  have  liv'd  fince  Yeft^day  two  9  Clock,  of  a 
Spice*cake  I  had  at  a  Burial :  And  for  Drjnfc,. 
I  got  it  at  ^n  Ale-houfe  a^nong  Porters,  fuch  as 
Will  bear  out  a  Man,  if  he  have  no  ft^ony  iodeed^ 
I  mean  out  of  their  Companies,  for  they  are  Mkn 
Of  good  Canriagc.     Who  comes  here  \ 
The  two  Cony-catchers,  that  won  all  myMony  pf  mc^ 
ni  try  if  they'll  lend  me  any. 

JEnter  Dick  and  Rdph. 
What  Mr.  Richard^  how  do  you  J 
Ho^  doft  thou  Ralph  }  By  Gad,  Gendemen,  the  world 

Grows  bare  with  me,  will  you  do  as  much  as  lend 
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i€  sn  Angel  between  you  both,  you  know  you 
l^on  a  hundred  of  me  the  other  Day. 

Ralph.  H0W9  an  Angel?  Gad  damn  us  if  we  loft  not  every 
enny  within  an  Hour  after  thou  wert  gone. 

Fliw.  Ipretheelend  me (b  much  as  will  pay  for  my  Supper; 
II  pay  you  agiin>  as  I  am  a  Gemkman. 

Ralph.  I'Fatthy  we  have  not  a  farthing,  not  a  mitcfe 
wonder  at  it,  Mr.  FUwtrdali^ 
'on  will  fo  careledy  undo  your  felf ; 
^hy  you  will  lofe  more  Mony  in  an  Hour, 
han  any  honeft  Mao  fpends  in  a  Year ; 
>r  Shame  betake  you  to  fome  honeft  Trade, 
^^  live  not  thus  fo  like  a  Vagabond.  [Exumt^ 

Flow.   A  Vagabond  indeed,  more  Villaios  you: 
hey  gave  me  Counfel  that  firft  <ozen'd  me ; 
hofe  Devils  firft  brought  me  to  this  I  am, 
i)d  being  thus,  the  (irft  that  do  me  wrong. 
>fl,  yer  I  have  one  Friend  left  in  ftore. 
yt  far  from  hence  there  dwells  a  Cocka^ice, 
ne  chat  I  ftrft  put  in  a  Sartin  Gown, 
id  not  a  Tooth  that  dwells  within  her  Head, 
t  fiands  me  at  the  leaft  in  twenty  Pound  : 
JT  will  I  vifit  now  my  Coyn  is  gone, 
id  as  I  take  it  here  dwells  the  Gentlewoman, 
hat  ho^  is  Miftrefs  jlprkock,  within  \ 

Enttr  Ruffin. 
Itmf.  What  lawcy  Rafcal  is  that  which lioocks  (b  bold! 
,  is  it  you,  old  Spend-thrift  ?  are  you  here  \ 
le  that  is  turned  Cozener  about  the  Town  : 
r  Miftrefs  faw  you,  and  fends  this  Word  by  me, 
!her  be  packing  quickly  from  the  Door, 

you  (haH  havefuch  a  Meeting  lent  you  firaigbt^ 
you  will  little  like  on,  you  had  beft  be  gone.       [Exit. 
FUoi^.  Why  fo,  this  is  as  it  lhoi>ld  be,  being  poor* 
us  ,art  thou  ferv'd  by  a  vile  painted  Whore. 
rlJ,  iince  thy  damned  crew  do  (b  abufe  thec^ 
try  of  lioneft  Men,  how  they  will  ufe  jne. 

Eftter  an  ancient  Citix,cn. 

I  befeecfi  you  to  take  Compaffion  of  a  Man  ; 
!  Whofe  Fortunes  have  been  better  than  at  this  Inftanc 

feem  to  be  :  but  if  I  might  crave  of  you  Co  much  little 

Portion^ 
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Portion*  as  would  bri{<g  me  to  my  Friends^  I  would  reft 
thankful,  until  I  had  requited  fo  great  a  Courtefie. 

Gt.  Fie,  fie,  young  Man,  this  Courfe  is  very  bad» 
Too  many  fuch  have  we  about  this  City  ; 
Yet  for  1  have  not  feen  you  in  this  fort. 
Nor  noted  you  to  be  a  common  Beggar, 
Hold,  there's  an  Angel  to  bear  your  Charges 
Down,  go  to  your  Friends,  do  not  on  this  depend. 
Such  bad  Beginnings  oft  have  worfer  Ends.         [Exit  Cit 

Flow.  Worfer  ends  :  nay,  if  it  fall  out 
No  worfe  than  in  old  Angels  I  care  nor^ 
Nay,  now  I  have  had  fuch  a  fortunate  Beginning, 
rii  not  let  a  fixpenny  Purfe  efcape  me  : 
By  the  Mafs  here  comes  another. 

Enter  a  Citiz^en^s  Wife  with  a  Torch  before  her. 
God  blefs  you,  fair  Miftrefs. 

Now  would  it  pleafc  you.  Gentlewoman,  to  look  into  the 
Wants  of  a  poor  Gentleman,  a  younger  Brother*  I  doubt 
not  but  God  will  treble  reftore  it  back  again,  one  that 
never  before  this  time  demanded  Penny,  Ualf-penny,  nor 
Farthing. 

Cit.  Tflfe*  Stay,  Alexofider^  now  by  my  Troth  a  vcrv. 
proper  Man,  and  'tis  great  Pity  ;  hold,  my  Friend,  there  $ 
all  the  Mony  I  have  about  me,  a  couple  a  Shillings,  and 
God  blefs  thee. 

Flow,  Now  God  thank  you,  fweet  Lady  ;  if  you  have 
any  Friend,  or  Garden-houfe,  where  you  may  iroploy  a 
poor  Gentleman  as  your  Friend,  I  am  yours  to  command 
in  all  fecret  Service. 

Qt.  Wife.  I  thank  you  good  Friend,  I  prithee  let  me  fee 
that  again  I  gave  thee,  there  is  one  of  them  a  brafs  Shilling} 
give  me  them,  and  here  is  half  a  Crown  in  Gold. 

[He  gives  it  her* 
Now  out  upon  thee,  Rafcal :  fecret  Service  !  what  doft  thou 
make  of  me  ?  It  were  a  good  Deed  to  have  thee  whipt : 
Now  I  have  my  Mony  again,  FU  fee  thee  hang'd  before  I  give 
thee  a  Penny.     Secret  Service  ?  on,  good  jilexandcr. 

[Exiftnt  Ambo* 

Flow.  This  is  villanous  luck,  I  perceive  Difhonefiy 
Will  not  thrive ;  here  comes  more,  God  forgive  mo» 
Sir  ^fhur  and  Mr.  Oliver ,  itote^od  TU  f^^ak  to  them. 
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5od  fave  you.  Sir  Arthnr ;  God  Tave  you,  Mr*  Oliver. 

OIL  Been  you  there,  zirrah,  come  will  you  taken  your 
elf  to  your  Tools,  Coyftrel  ? 

Flow.  Nay,  Mr.  Oliver^  I'll  not  fight  with  you, 
\lass  Sir,  you  know  it  was  not  my  doings, 
x  was  only  a  Plot  to  get  Sir  Lsnceloi%  Daughter  : 
By  Gad  [  never  meant  you  harm« 

OlU  And  whore  is  the  Gentlewoman  thy  Wife»  Mesel  { 
Whore  is  (he,  Zirrah,  ha  4 

Flnv.  By  my  troth,  Mr.  Oliver j  fick,  vcryfick  5 
\nd  Gad  is  my  Judge,  I  know  not  what  means  to  make  for 
ber,  good  Gentlewoman. 

OU.  Tell  me  true,  is  (he  fick  ?  tell  me  true  itch'  vifc  theeJ 

Flow.  Yes  faith,  I  tell  you  true :  Mr,  Oliver j  if  you  would 
lo  me  the  (mall  kindnefs,  but  to  lend  me  forty  Shillings : 
io  Gad  help  me,  I  will  pay  you  fo  foon  as  my  Ability  ihall 
Qake  me  able,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman* 

OIL  Well  thou  zaift  thy  Wife  iszick;  hold,  there's  vor- 
y  Shillings,  give  it  to  thy  Wife,  look  thou  give  it  her,  or! 
ball  zo  veze  thee,  thou  wert  not  zo  vezed  this  leyeu  year^ 
kxJc  to  it. 

Arth.  I'faith,  Mr.  Oliver j  it  is  in  vain 
Fo  give  to  him  that  never  thinks  of  her. 

OIL  Well,  would  che  could  yvind  it. 

Ftnv.  I  tell  you  true,  Sir  jirthnr^  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 
.  OU.  Well,  fare wel  zirrah ;  come.  Sir  jirthnr. 

[Exennt  Ambo. 
\  Flew.  By  the  Lord,  this  is  excellent. 
:Rve  golden  Angels  compaft  in  an  Hour, 
"this  Trade  hold,  I'll  never  feek  a  na^r. 

clcome,  fweet  Gold>  and  Beggary  adieu* 

Enter  Vncle  dnd  Father. 

Vftc.  See,  Kefier^  if  you  can  find  the  Houfe.' 

Flew.  Who's  here,  my  Uncle,  and  my  Man  Ke/ht  ? 
iBy  the  Mafs  'tis  they. 

A)W  do  you  Uncle,  how  doft  thou,  Kejter  f 
By  my  troth.  Uncle,  you  muA  needs  lend 
JAe  fome  Mmy,  the  poor  Gentlewoman 
My  Wife,  fo  Gad  help  me,  is  very  fick* 
I  was  rob*d  of  the  hundred  Angels 
You  gave  me,  they  are  gone. 

Vol.  VI.  U  t^nc. 
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Vnc.  Ay,  they  are  gone  indeed,  come,  Kefter^  away. 
Flow.  Nay,  Uncle,  do  you  hear*  good  Uncle  ? 
Vnc.  Out  Hypocrite,  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpealr. 
Come,  leave  him,  Kcfier, 
Flnv.  Kefter,  honeft  Kefter. 
Path,  Sir>  I  have  nought  to  fay  to  you. 
Open  the  Door  to  my  Kin,  thou  had'ft  heft 
Lock't  faft,  for  there's  a  falfe  Knave  without. 

Flow.  You  are  an  old  lying  Rafcali 
So  you  are.  [Exenm  m 

Enter  Luce. 
Luce.  Vat  is  de  matter.  Vat  be  you^  Yonker  \ 
Flfw.  By  this  light  a  Dutch  Frow,  they  fay  they  are  ( 
led  kind,  by  this  Light  Til  try  her. 

Litce.  Vat  be  you,  Yonker,  why  do  you  not  fpeak  ? 
Ft(w.  By  my  troth,  Sweet  Heart,  a  poor  Gentleman  t 
would  defire  ot  you,  if  it  ftand  with  your  liking,  the  boui 
of  your  Purfe. 

Enter  joung  Flowerd^leV  Fdther. 
Luce.  O  here  God>  fo  young  an  Armine. 
Flow.  Armine,  Sweet-heart,  I  know  not  what  you  m< 
by  that,  but  I  am  almoft  a  Beggar. 

Luce.  Are  you  not  a  married  Man,  vere  been  your  Vii 
Here  is  all  I  have*  take  dis. 
Flow.  What  Gold,  young  Frow  \  this  is  brave. 
Fath.  If  he  have  any  Grace,  he'll  now  repent. 
Luce.  Why  fpeak  you  not,  vere  be  your  Vife  ? 
Flow.  Dead,  dead,  (he's  dead,  *tis  (he*  hath  undone  m 
Spent  me  all  I  had,  and  kept  Rafcals  under  my  Nofe 
brave  me. 

Luce.  Did  you  ufe  her  veil? 

Flow.  Ufe  her,  there's  never  a  Gentlewoman  in  Euglm 
could  be  better  ufed  than  I  did  her ;   I  could  but  Coa( 
her ;  her  Diet  ftood  me  in  forty  pound  a  Month,  but  fi 
is  dead>  and  in  her  Grave  my  Cares  are  burled. 
Luce.  Inde^  dat  vas  not  fcone. 
Fath.  He  is  turn'd  more  Devil  than  he  was  before. 
Flow.  Thou  doft  belong  to  Mafter  Civet  here,  doft  tho 
not  ? 

Luce.  Yes  nie  do. 

riM 
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Flffw.  Why  there's  it,  there's  not  a  handful  of  Plate 
But  belongs  to  me.  Gad's  my  Judge: 
Ff  I  had  fuch  a  Wench  as  thou  art. 
There's  never  a  Man  in  EngUnd  would  make  more 
Of  her>  than  I  would  do,  fo  ihe  had  any  flock. 

[They  cdU  within^ 
O  why  Tanikin. 

Luce.  Stay,  one  doth  call,  I  (hall  come  by  and  by  t- 

fain* 

Flow.  By  this  Hand|  this  D/vr^iEi  Wench  is  in  love  with  me^ 
Were  it  not  admirable  to  make  her  fteal 

All  Civet*s  Plate,  and  run  away. 
Foih.  Twere  beaftly.     O  Matter  FlowerJdle^ 

Have  you  no  fear  of  God,  nor  Confcience : 

What  do  you  mean,  by  this  vile  courfe  you  take  f 
FUw.  What  do  I  mean  ?  why,  to  live,  that  I  mean. 
Fiuh.  To  live  in  this  forr,  fie  upon  the  courfe» 

Your  Life  doth  (how,  you  are  a  very  Coward. 
Floiif.  A  Coward,  I  pray  in  what  S 
F4uh.  Why  you  will  borrow  Six-pence  of  a  Boy.^ 
FUw.  "Snails,   is  there  fuch  a  Cowardice  in  that  ?    I 
borrow  it  of  a  Man,  ay,  and  of  the  taHeft  Man  ii(i 
JMmd^  if  he  will  lend  it  me :  Let  me  borrow  it  how  I 
If  and  let  them  come  by  it  how  they  dare.    And  it  is 
ell  known,  I  might  ride  out  a  hundred  times  if  I  would, 
I  might. 

fsih.  It  was  not  want  of  Will,  but  Cowardice, 
e  is  none  that  lends  to  you,  but  know  they  gain: 
what  is  that  bi|t  only  uealth  in  you  ? 
might  hang  you  now,  did  not  iier  Heart 

[tke  pity  of  you  for  her  Sifter's  (ake. 

PB  get  you  hence«  left  lingering  here  you  ftay» 

JRu  611  into  their  Hands  you  look  not  for. 
flm.  I'll  tarry  here,  'till  the  Dutch  Frow  comes^ 
all  the  Devils  in  Hell  were  here.  [Exit  Fathirl 

tmer  Sir  Lancelot,  Mr.  Weathercock,  and  Artichoak. 
Imc.  Where  is  the  Door  \  are  we  not  paft  it,  Ar$ii 

4rt.  By  th*  Mafs  here's  one, 
'ask  him ;  Do  you  hear,  Sir  t 

are  you  fo  proud  {  do  you  hear*  which  is  the  way 
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To  Mr.  Civf /•$  Houfc  ?  what,  willyounot  fpeak? 
O  roe,  this  is  filching  Flowerdale. 

Lunc.  O  wonderful,  is  this  lewd  Villain  here  { 
O  you  cheating  Rogue,  you  Cut-purfe,  Cony. catcher, 
What  Ditch,  you  Villain,  is  my  Daughter's  Grave  ? 
A  cozening  Rafcal,  that  mufl  make  a  Will, 
Take  on  him  that  ftrid  Habit,  very  that: 
When  he  (hould  turn  to  Angel,  a  dying  Grace, 
I'll  Father-in-Law  you,  Sir,  Til  make  a  Will : 
Speak,  Villain,  where's  my  Daughter? 
Poifon'd,  I  warrant  you,  or  knock'd  a  the  Head : 
And  to  abufe  good  Mafter  Weathercocks  with 
His  forg'd  Will,  and  Matter  Weathercock^ 
To  make  my  grounded  Refolution; 
Than  to  abufe  iht  Devenflsire  Gentleman: 
Go,  away  with  him  to  Prifon. 
Fhw*  Wherefore  to  Prifon  ?  Sir,  I  will  not  go. 
Enter  MaJUr  Civet,  his  Wtfty  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur,  jiiwrf 

Flowerdale*/  Father,  Vncle^  and  Delia. 
Lane.  Ohere's  his  Uncle; 
Welcome,  Gentlemen,  welcome  all : 
Such  a  Cokener«  Gentlemen^  a  Murderer  too 
For  any  thing  I  know,  my  Daughter  is  miffing, 
Hith  been  looked  for,  cannot  be  found,  a  vild  upon  thef. 
Vnc.  He  is  my  Kiofman,  although  his  Life  be  vile»     . 
Therefore,  in  God's  name,  do  with  him  what  you  will- 
Lane.  Marry  to  Prifon. 

Flow.  Wherefore  to  Prifon,  fnick-up  {  1  owe  you  no- 
thing. 
Lane.  Bring  forth  my  Daughter  then,  away  with  him/ 
Flow.  Go  feek  your  Daughter,  what  do  you  lay  to  my 
Charge? 

Lane.  Sufpicion  of  Murder,  go,  away  with  him. 
Flow.  Murder  your  Dogs,  I  murder  your  Daughter? 
Come,  Uncle,  I  know  you'll  Bail  me. 

Z^.  Not  I,  were  there  no  more. 
Than  I  the  Jaylor»  thou  the  Prifoner. 
Lane.  Goj  away  with  him. 

Enter  Luce  like  a  Frew. 
Lnce.  O  my  Life»  where  will  you  ha  de  M&n  I 
Vat  hz  de  Yoniccf  done^ 


The  London  Prodigal.  5  05  7 

Weath.  Woman^  he  hath  kjll'd  his  "Wiie. 

Luce.  His  Wjfe»  dat  is  not  gooifi,  dat  is  not  Teen. 

Ldnc.  Hang  not  upon  him,  Hufwife,  if  you  do  I^  lay 
you  by  him. 

Lmcc.  Have  me  no,  and  or  way  do  you  have  hiiiit 
He  tell  me  dat  he  love  me  heartily. 

Fmn.  Lead  away  my  Maid  to  Prifon  I  why,  Tb^s  v>U  you 
fuffer  that  ? 

Civ.  No,  by  your  leave.  Father,  (he  is  no  Vagrant: 
She  is  my  Wife's  Chamber-maid,  and  as  true  as  the 
Skin  between  any  Man's  Brows  here. 

Lane.  Go  to,  you're  both  Fools : 
Son  Civttt  of  my  Life  this  is  a  Plot, 
Some  ftragling  Counterfeit  profer'd  to  you : 
No  doubt  to  rob  you  of  your  Plate  and  Jewels : 
1^11  have  you  led  away  to  Prifon,  Trull. 

Lm€.  I  am  no  Trull,  neither  Outlandifh  Frow, 
Nor  he,  nor  I  (hall  to  the  Prifon  go: 
Know|  you  me  now  ?  nay,  never  ftand  amaa^'d. 
Father,  I  know  I  have  offended  you. 
And  though  that  Duty  wills  me  bend  my  Knees 
To  you  in  Duty  and  Obedience; 
Vet  this  ways  do  I  turn,  and  to  him  yield 
My  Love,  my  Duty,  and  my  Humblenefs. 

Lmc.  Baftard  in  Nature,  kneel  to  fuch  a  Slave  t 

Lmce.  O  Mailer  Flowerdakj  if  too  much  Grief 
Have  not  flopt  up  the  Organs  of  your  Voice, 
Then  fpeak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithful  Wife, 
Or  doth  Contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  Tongue? 
Turn  not  away,  I  am  no  tj£thiop€^ 
No  wanton  Crejjidj  nor  a  changing  HtUen  i 
But  rather  one  made  wretched  by  thy  Lofs. 
What  turn'ft  thou  ftill  from  me  ?  O  then 
I  guefi  thee  wofull'ft  among  haplefs  Men. 

Fkw.  I  am  indeed.  Wife,  wonder  among  Wivei  I 
Thy  Chaftity  and  Virtue  hath  infus'd 
Another  Soul  in  me,  red  with  Defame, 
For  in  my  bluihing  Cheeks  is  feen  my  Shame. 

Lmc.  Out  Hy  pr  crite,  I  charge  thee  truft  him  notJ 

Lmc€.  Not  truft  him  ? ^by  tVie  Vo^e^  cil  Avtt  "VK&s^ 

T  kaow  no  Sorrqw  cm  be  compai^d  to  Vai^  ^ 

\5  \  ^^ 
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Lunc.  Well,  fince  thou  wert  ord^in'd  to  Beggary,^ 
Follow  thy  Fortune*  I  defie  thee. 

Oli.  Ywood  che  were  fo  well  ydoufled  as  was  ever  wbite 
Cloth  in  tocking  Mill*  an  che  ha  not  made  me  weep. 

Fiuh.  If  he  hath  any  Grace  he*ll  now  repent. 

Arth.  It  moves  my  Heart. 

Weathm  By  my  troth  I  muft  weep,  I  cannot  chufe. 

Vnc.  None  but  a  Bead  would  fuch  a  Maid  mifufe. 

Flow.  Content  thy  (elf,  I  hope  to  win  his  Favour, 
And  to  redeem  my  Reputation  loft  / 
And>  Gentlemen,  believe  roe,  I  befeech  you, 
I  hope  your  Eyes  (hall  behold  fuch  Change, 
As  (hall  deceive  your  Expedation. 

Oli.  I  would  che  were  fplit  now,  but  che  believe  him. 

Lane.  How,  believe  him! 

Weath.  By  the  Matkins,  I  do. 

Ijanc.  What  do  you  think  that  e*er  he  will  have  Grace? 

Weath.  By  my  Faith  it  will  go  hard. 

Oli.  Well,  che  vor  ye  he  is  changed  ;  and,  Mr.  Flmerddtt 
in  hope  you  been  fo,  hold  there's  vorty  pound  toward  your 
setting  up;  what  be  not  aHiamed,  vang  it  Man,  vang  it,  be 
a  good  Husband,  loven  to  your  Wife  :  And  you  (hall  ooc 
want  for  vorty  more,  I  che  vor  thee. 

Arth.  My  means  are  little,  but  if  you'll  follow  me, 
I  will  inftrud  you  in  my  ableft  Power : 
But  to  your  Wife  I  give  this  Diamond, 
And  prove  true  Diamond  fair  in  all  your  Life. 

Flnv.  Thanks,  good  Sir  Arthur :  Mr.  Oliver^ 
You  being  my  Enemy,  and  grown  fo  kind. 
Binds  me  in  all  endeavour  to  refiore. 

0/#*  ythxtf  reftore  me  no  reftorings,  Man, 
I  have  vorty  Pound  more  here,  vang  it : 
•  Zouth  chil  devie  London  elfe :  What,  do  not  think  me 
A  Mezel  or  a  Scoundrel,  to  throw  away  my  Mony?  de 
h^ve  an  hundred  Pound  more  to  pace  of  any  good  Sp(^ 
tdtion  :  I  hope  your  under  and  your  Uncle  will  vollow  my  ^ 
zamplas.  f 

Vnc*  You  have  gueft  right  of  me,  if  he  leave  off  this  1 
courfe  of  Life,  he  (hall  be  mine  Heir. 

Ldne.  But  he  (hall  never  get  a  Groat  of  me  ; 
A  Cozener,  a  Deceiver,  one  that  kill'd  bis  painful 

Father; 
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^ther,  hon'eft  Gentleman, 

riut  pals'd  the  fearful  danger  of  the  Sea^ 

To  get  him  living,  and  maintain  him  brave. 

Weath.  What  htth  he  kill'd  his  Father  ? 

Lane.  Ay,  Sir,  with  conceit  of  his  vile  Courfes. 

Fath.  Sir*  you  are  mi(inform^d« 

Lane.  Why,  thou  old  Knavp,  thou  told'ft  me  fo  thy  felf. 

Fmb.  I  wrongM  him  then  : 
Hod  toward  my  Mafter's  Stock, 
Hiere's  twenty  Nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

JFW.  Ng,  Keflevj  I  have  troubled  thee*  and  wrong'd  thee 
iVhat  thou  in  love  gives,  I  in  love  reftore.  [more^ 

Fran.  Ha,  ha*  Sifter*  there  you  plaid  bo-peep  with 
T§nh  what  (hall  I  give  her  toward  Houfliold? 
Sifter  Delia^  ftall  I  give  her  my  Fan  ? 

DeL  You  were  beft  ask  your  Husband. 

Fran.  Shall  I>  Toml 

Gv.  Ay,  do,  Franl^  I'll  buy  thee  anew  one,  witha  Iong« 
tt  handle. 

Bran.  A  ruflet  one*  T^m. 

Gf^m  Ay  with  ruflet  Feathers. 

Firan.  Here,  Sifter,  there's  my  Fan  toward  Houfhold*  to 
ceep  you  warm. 

Utce.  I  thank  you.  Sifter. 

Weaih.  Why  this  is  well,  and  toward  fair  Lnc0*s  %ock* 
bere's  forty  Shillings  :  And  forty  good  Shillings  more* 
Dll  give  her,  marry.  Come  Sir  Lancelot,  I  muft  have  you 
ftiends. 

Iju$c.  Not  I,  all  this  is  Counterfeit, 
Re  will  confume  it,  were  it  a  Million. 

Fa$b.  Sir,  what  is  your  Daughter's  Dower  worth  ? 

Lane.  Had  (he  been  married  to  an  honeft  Man, 
hhad  been  better  than  a  thoufand  Pound. 

tatb.  Pay  it  him,  and  Til  give  you  my  Bond, 
To  make  her  Jointure  better  worth  than  three. 
Lane.  Your  Bond,  Sirl  why,  what  are  you? 

Fath.  One  whofe  word  in  London^  tho  I  fay  it* 
7i\i  pafs  there  for  as  much  as  yours. 

Lane.  Wert  not  thou  late  that  Unthrift's Serving-man? 
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Fathm  Look  on  me  better,  now  my  Scar  is  o£F: 
Ne'er  mufe  Man,  at  this  Metamorphofie. 

LoHC.  Mailer  FUwerdaU ! 

Flow.  My  Father  I  O I  (hame  to  look  on  him. 
Pardon,  dear  Father,  the  Follies  that  are  paft. 

Fath.  Son*  Son,  I  do,  and  joy  at  this  thy  Change, 
And  applaud  thy  Fortune  in  this  virtuous  Maid, 
Whom  Heav'n  hath  fent  to  thee  to  fave  thy  Soul. 

Lnci.  This  addeth  Joy  to  Joy,  high  Heav'n  be  praisU 

Weath.  Mr.  FUwerdaliy  welcome  from  Death*  good  Mfi 

(FtowmUi* 
'Twas  faid  To  here,  'twas  faid  To  here  good  Faith. 

Fath.  I  caus'd  that  Rumour  to  be  fpread  my  felf, 
Becaufe  I'd  fee  the  Humours  of  my  Son, 
Whichto  relate  the  Circumftance  is  needlefs : 
And  Sirrah,  fee  you  run  no  more  into  that  fame  Difeafcs 
For  he  that's  once  cur'd  of  that  Malady, 
Of  Riot,  Swearing,  Drunkennefs,  and  Pride> 
And  falls  again  into  the  like  diftrefs, 
That  Fever  is  deadly,  doth  'till  Death  endure : 
Such  Men  die  mad,  as  of  a  Calenture. 

Flou;.  Heav'n  helping  me,  I'll  hate  the  courfe  as  HelL 

V9tc.  Say  it,  and  do  it,  Coufin>  all  is  well. 

LanCm  Well,  being  in  hope  you'll  prove  an  honefi  Man^ 
I  take  you  to  my  favour.     Brother  Flowerdalc, 
Welcome  with  all  my  Heart :  I  fee  your  Care 
Hath  brought  thefe  Ads  to  this  Conclufion, 
And  I  am  glad  of  it,  come  let's  in  and  feaft. 

OUb  Nay  zoft  you  a  while,  you  promised  to  make 
Sir  Arthur  and  me  amends,  here  is  your  wifeil 
Daughter,  fee  which  an's  (he'll  have. 

Lane.  A  God's  name,  you  have  my  good  will,  get  Iten. 

on.  How  fay  you  then,  DamfeL 

Del.  I,  Sir,  am  yours. 

OU.  Why,  then  fend  for  a  Vicar>  and  chil  have  it 
Difpatched  in  a  trice,  fo  chil. 

DeL  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I  mean  I  am  yours. 
In  Love,  in  Duty,  and  Affedion. 
But  not  to  love  as  Wife,  fhall  ne'er  be  (aid, 
VeUn  w^s  buried,  married,  but  a  Maid. 

Jttth* 
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h.  Do  not  condemn  your  felf  for  ever, 
ms  Fair,  you  were  born  to  love. 

Why  you  fay  true.  Sir  Arthur y  (he  was  yborc  to  it, 
11  as  her  Mother ;  but  I  pray  you  ihew  us 
Zamples  or  Keafons  why  you  will  not  marry? 
.  Not  that  I  do  condemn  a  married  Life> 
s  no  doubt  a  fandimonious  thing : 
ir  the  care  and  crofles  of  a  Wife, 
■ouble  in  this  World  that  Children  bring» 
ow*s  in  Heav'n  in  Earth  to  live  alone, 
ods,  howfoever  good>  I  will  have  none. 

Why  then,  chil  live  a  Batchelor  too, 
t  not  a  vig  by  i  Wife,  if  a  Wife  zet  not  a  vig 
I :  Come,  (hall's  go  to  Dinner  ? 
;•  To  morrow  I  crave  your  Companies  in  Mark^Une^ 
ight  we'll  frolick  in  Mr.  Civeis  Houfe, 
\  each  Health  drii^k  down  a  full  Caroufe. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

ifinUr  Hodge,  and  two  other  Smith:,  Servants  ta 
old  CromweJI. 

HODGE. 
OME.    Maflcrs.  I  think  it  be  pad  fire  a 
Clock,  is  it  not  timewe  were  at  Woiki  taf 
old  Mafler  he'll  be  ftirring  anon. 

I  Smith.  I  cannot  tell  whether  my  old  Ma- 
iler will  be  flirring  or  no;   but  I  am  fure  I 
can  hardly  take  my  Afternoons  Napi  for  my 
young  Mafler  Th»mds,  he  keeps  fuch  a  quite  is  bii  Study, 
.with  the  Sun,  and  the  Moon,  and  the  feven  Star^  that  I  do 
Fterfljr  tbink  he'll  read  out  his  Wits. 

Hodf 
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Hedge.  He  Skill  of  the  Stars  ? 
There's  Goodman  Car  of  Fulham^ 
He  that  carried  us  to  the  ftrong  Ale,  where  Goody  Trunii 
Had  her  Maid  got  with  Child :  O,  he  knows  the  StarSi 
He'll  tickle  you  Charleses  Wain  in   nine  Degrees  : 
Thit  fame  Man  will  tell  Goody  Trnndel 
When  her  Ale  (hall  mifcarry,  only  by  the  Stars. 

2  Smith.  Ay,  that's  a  great  Virtue  indeed;  I  think  Thowu 
Be  no  Body  in  comparifon  to  him. 

I  Smith.  Well,  Mafters,  come,  iliall  we  to  our  Hammers? 
Hodge.    Ay,  content ;    firft    let's    take  our  Momiogt 
Draught,  and  then  to  work  roundly. 

z  Smith.  Ay,  agreed,  go  in,  Hodge.  [^Exemit, 

Enter  young  Cromwell. 
Crom.  Good  Morrow,  Morn,  I  do  falute  thy  brightnefif 
The  Night  feems  tedious  to  my  troubled  Soul : 
Whofc  black  Obfcurity  binds  in  my  Mind 
A  thoufand  fundry  Cogitations  : 
And  now  Aurora  with  a  lively  die, 
Adds  Comfort  to  my  Spirit  that  mounts  on  high. 
Too  high  indeed,  my  ftate  being  fo  mean  : 
My  Study  like  a  mineral  of  Gold, 
Mikes  my  Heart  proud,  wherein  my  hope's  inroU'd; 
My  Books  are  all  the  Wealth  I  do  poffefs, 
And  unco  them  I  have  ingag'd  my  Heart ; 
O,  Learning,  how  divine  thou  feem*ft  to  me  !  ^ 

Within  whofe  Arms  is  all  Felicity. 
Peace  with  your  Hammers,  leave  your  knocking  there^ 

\Here  within  they  beat  with  their  Hammm% 
You  do  difturb  my  Study  and  my  Reft  ; 
Leave  off,  I  fay,  you  mad  me  with  the  Noifc. 

Enter  Hodge,  and  the  two  Men. 
Hodge.  Why,  how  now,  Mafter  Thomas^  how  now ; 
Will  you  not  let  us  work  for  you  ? 

Crom.  You  fret  my  Heart,  with  making  of  this  Noife. 
Hodge.  How,  fret  your  Heart  ?  Ay,  but  Thomas^  youH 
Fret  your  Father's  Piirfe  if  you  let  us  from  Working. 

2  Smith.  Ay,  this 'tis  for  him  to  make  him  a  Gentleman: 
Shall  we  leave  work  for  your  mufing  ?  that's  well  i'fiith ;    r 
But  here  comes  my  old  Mafter  now.  1: 

Emfr\ 
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Enter  old  CromwelL 

Old  Crom.  You  idle  Knaves^  what  are  you  by tring  no w  ? 
No  Hammers  walking,  and  my  work  to  do  i 
What  not  a  Heat  among  your  work  to  day  ? 

Hodge.   Marry»  Sir,  your  Son  Thomas  will  not  let  us 
work  at  all. 

Old  Crom.  Why  Knave  I  fay^  have  I  thus  cark*d  and  czfdf 
And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  Gentleman, 
And  doft  thou  let  my  Servants  at  their  work ; 
That  fweat  for  thee.  Knave  i  labour  thus  for  thee  ? 

Crom.  Father,  their  Hammers  do  offend  my  StudyJ 

out  Crom.  Out  of  my  Doors,  Knave»  if  thou  lik'fl  it  not; 
I  cry  you  Mercy,  are  your  Ears  fo  fine  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Knave,  thefe  get  when  I  do  fleep ; 
I  will  not  have  my  Anvil  ftand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  Mony,  Father,  I  will  pay  your  Men. 

[He  throws  Mony  among  themi 

Old  Crom.  Have  I  thus  brought  thee  up  unto  my  Coft^ 
In  hope  that  one  Day  thou  would'ft  relieve  my  Age, 
And  art  thou  now  fo  laviih  of  thy  Coin, 
To  fcatter  it  among  thefe  idle  Knaves  { 

Crom.  Father  be  patient,  and  content  your  felf. 
The  time  will  come  I  fhall  hold  Gold  as  trafli  : 
And  here  I  fpeak  with  a  prefaging  SouL 
To  build  a  Palace  where  now  this  Cottage  (lands,' 
As  fine  as  is  King  Henrys  Houfe  at  Sheen.  ^    (Beggar  ; 

Old  Crom.  You  build  a  Houfe  {  you  Knave,  you'll  he  a 
Now  afore  God  all  is  but  caft  away 
That  is  beftow'd  upon  this  thriftlefs  Lad  : 
Well,  had  I  bound  him  to  fome  honeft  Trade, 
This  had  not  been;  but  it  was  his  Mother's  doing, 
To  fend  him  to  the  Univerfity  : 
How?  build  a  Houfe  where  now  this  Cottage  ftands. 
As  fair  as  that  at  Sheen  ?  he  ihall  not  hear  me. 
A  good  Boy  Tom^  I  con  thee  thank  Tom, 
Well  faid  Tom^  Grammarcies  Tom : 
In  to  your  work.  Knaves  i  hence  faucy  Boy. 

[Exeunt  all  but  young  CromwelL 
G'om.  Why  (hould  my  Birth  keep  down  my  mounting 
Are  noc  all  Creatures  fubjeft  unto  time  \  <Si^\i^\ 

To  time,  who  doth  abufc  the  Wo|[ld« 
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And  fills  it  full  of  hodge  podge  Baftardy  ; 
There's  Legions  now  of  Beggars  on  the  Earth* 
That  their  Original  did  fpring  from  Kings ; 
And  many  Monarchs  now,  whofe  Fathers  were 
The  riff-raff  of  their  Age  ;  for  Time  and  Fortune 
Wears  out  a  noble  train  to  Beggary ; 
And  from  the  Dunghil  Minions  do  advance 
To  State  ;  and  mark,  in  this  admiring  World 
This  is  but  Courff,  which  in  the  name  of  Fate 
Is  fcen  as  often  as  it  whirls  about: 
The  River  Thames  that  by  our  Door  doth  pafsj 
His  firfl  beginning  is  but  fmall  and  fli allow. 
Yet  keeping  on  his  Courfe  grows  to  a  Sea. 
And  likewife  Wolfej^  the  wonder  of  our  Age, 
His  Birth  as  mean  as  mine,  a  Butcher's  Son  ; 
Now  who  within  this  Land  a  greater  Man  f 
Then*  Cromwell^  cheer  thee  up,  and  tell  thy  Soul, 
That  thou  may'fl  live  to  flourifh  and  controuK 

Enter  old  Cromwell. 

Old  Crom^  Tom  Cromwell^  what  Tom  I  fay. 

Cram.  Do  you  call.  Sir  ? 

Old  Cram.  Here  is  Mafter  Bowfer  come  to  know  if; 
liave  difpatch'd  his  Petition  for  the  Lords  of  the  Cow 
or  no. 

Crom.  Father,  I  have,  pleafe  you  to  call  him  in. 

Old  Crom^  That's  well  faid,  Tom,  a  good  Lad,  Tom* 

Enter  Alafier  Bowfer. 

Bow.  Now,  Mafter  Cromwelly  have  you  difpatch'd  I 
Petition  ? 

Cram.  I  have.  Sir,  here  it  is,  pUafe  you  perufe  it. 

Bow.  It  fhall  not  need,  we'll  read  it  as  we  go  by  Wai 
And,  Mafter  Cromwdly  I  have  made  a  Motion 
May  do  you  good,  and  if  you  like  of  it. 
Our  Secretary  at  Antwerp^  Sir,  is  dead. 
And  the  Merchants  there  have  fent  to  me. 
For  to  provide  a  Man  fit  for  the  place  : 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  your  felf. 
If  with  your  liking  it  fland,  Mafter  Cromwell. 

Grom.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir,  and  I  much  am  boufl 
In  Love  and  Duty  for  your  Kindnefs  fhown. 
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iCr^m*  Body  of  roe,  Tom, 

I  hafte,  left  fome  Body 

)ecwe^  thee  and  home,  Tom4 

ink  you>  good  M  after  Bawfir^ 

ink  you  fot  my  Boy, 

ink  you  always,  I  thank  you  moft  heartily.  Sir  1 

a  Cup  of  Beer  here  for  Mafter  Bowfer. 

w.  It  fliall  not  need,  Sir:  Mafter  Cromwtil^  will  you 

tm.  I  will  attend  you«  Sin 

d  Crom.  Farewel,  72^0^,  God  blefs  thee,  Tom^ 

Ipeed  thee,  good  Tcm.  [Exennu 

Enter  Bagot,  4  Broker^  foUis^ 
^m  I  hope  this  day  is  fatal  unto  ibme, 
by  their  lofs  mutt  Bag$t  feek  to  gain* 
is  the  Lodging  of  Mafter  Friskjifal, 
»eral  Merchant,  znd  ^  FUreminc^ 
irhom  idnifiir  owes  a  thoufand  Pound, 
erchant-Bankrupt,  whofe  Father  was  my  Mafter. 
t  do  I  care  for  pity  or  regard, 
Dce  was  wealthy,  but  he  now  is  fall'n,    .  .1 

^llis  Morning  have  I  got  him  arretted  i 

le  Suit  of  Mafter  ir«4iM  .1 

by  this  means  ihall  I  be  fure  of  Coin,'  t 

biag  this  fame  good  to  him  unknown : 

in  good  time,  ke  where  the  Merchant  comes^ 

Enter  Friskibal. 

1  morrow  to  kind  Mafter  Frishtfd. 

if.  Good  morrow  to  ybur  felf,  good  Mafter  Bdgetf 

what's  th^  News  you  are  fo  early  ftirring? 

for  Gain,  I  make  no  doubt  of  that* 
g.  It  is  for  the  Love,  Sir,  that  I  bear  to  you. 
u  did  you  fee  your  Debtor  Banifier  I 
if.  I  promife  you,  I  have  not  feen  the  Man  '^' 

two  Months  day,  his  Poverty  is  fuch, 

do  think  he  fhames  to  fee  his  Friends. 
g.  Why  then  affure  your  felf  to  fee  him  ftriight, 
C  your  Suit  I  have  arretted  him, 
here  they  will  be  with  him  prefcntly. 
}P  Arreft  him  at  my  Suit  ?  you  were  to  blame> 
NT  the  Man's  misfortunes  to  be  fuch. 
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As  he's  not  able  for  to  pay  the  Debt, 

And  were  it  known  to  fome,  he  were  undone. 

Ba^.   This  is  your  pitiful  Heart  to  think  it  fo^ 
But  you  are  much  deceived  in  Banifter  : 
Why,  fuch  as  he  will  break  for  Fafhion  fake» 
And  unto  thofe  they  owe  a  thoufand  Pound, 
Pay  fcarce  a  hundred.     O,  Sir,  beware  of  him. 
The  Man  is  lewdly  given  to  Dice  and  Drab$> 
Spends  all  he  hath  in  Harlots  companies* 
It  is  no  mercy  for  to  pity  him : 
I  fpeak  the  truth  of  him>  for  nothing  elfe. 
But  for  the  kindnefs  that  I  bear  to  you. 

Frif.  If  it  be  fo,  he  hath  deceived  me  muchi 
And  to  deal  ftridly  with  fuch  a  one  as  he^ 
Better  fevere  than  too  much  lenity : 
But  here  is  Matter  Banifier  himfelf» 
And  with  him,  as  I  take't,  the  Officers. 

Enter  Banifter*  his  Wife^  and  two  Officersl 

B^n.  O  Mafter  FriskftaJ,  you  have  undone  me : 
My  ftate  was  well  nigh  overthrown  before, 
Now  altogether  down-caft  by  your  means. 

Mrs.  Ban.  O,  Mr.  Friskibal,  pity  my  Husband's  cafe» 
He  is  a  Man  hath  liv'd  as  well  as  any, 
'Till. envious  Fortune,  and  the  ravenous  Sea 
Did  rob,  difrobe,  and  fpoil  us  of  our  own. 

Frif.  Miftrefs  Banijter^  I  envy  not  your  Husband» 
Nor  willingly  would  I  have  us'a  him  thus : 
But  that  I  hear  he  is  fo  lewdly  given. 
Haunts  wicked  Company,  and  hath  enough 
To  pay  bis  Debts,  yet  will  not  be  known  thereof. 

Bdn.  This  is  that  damned  Broker,  that  fame  Bagoti 
Whom  I  have  often  from  my  Trencher  fed : 
Ingrateful  Villain  .for  to  ufc  me  thus. 

Bag.  What  I  have  faid  to  him  is  nought  but  TruthJ 

Mrs.Ban.^Yiit  thou  haft  faid  fpringsfrom  an^nviousHe 
A  Cannibal  that  doth  eat  Men  aliVe : 
But  here  upon  my  Knee  believe  me,  Sir, 
And  whit  I  fpeak,  fo  help  me  God,  is  true. 
We  fcarce  have  Meat  to  feed  our  little  Babes : 
Moft  of  our  Plate  is  in  that  Broker's  Hand, 

-^  w; 
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'hich  had  we  Mony  to  defray  our  Dehtsi 

thinky  w^e  would  not  bide  tlut  Penury : 
e  merciful,  kind  Matter  FriskiM, 
Ay  Husbands  Children,  and  my  felf  will  eat 
iut  one  Meal  a  day,  the  other  will  we  keep  and  fell« 

Frif.  Go  to,  I  fee  thou  art  an  envious  Man« 
Sood  Miftrefs  Banifier^  kneel  not  to  me, 
!  pray  rire  up»  you  ihall  have  your  defire. 
4old  Officers;  be  gone^  there's  for  your  pains, 
^ou  know  you  owe  to  me  a  thoufand  Pound> 
iere  take  my  Hand,  if  e^erGod  make  you  able^* 
^nd  place  you  in  your  former  ftate  again, 
^ay  me :  but  if  ftill  your  Forhine  frown, 
Jpon  my  Faith  I'll  never  ask  you  Crown : 
never  yet  did  wrong  to  Men  in  thrall, 
or  God  doth  know  what  to  my  felf  may  falL 

Ban.  This  unexped:ed  Favour  undeferv'd»' 
>oth  make  my  Heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy: 
[e'er  may  ought  profper  with  me  i$  my  own, 
*  I  forget  this  kindneb  you  have  ifliown. 
Mrs.  BdH.  My  Children  in  their  Prayers  both  night  and  day^^ 
or  your  good  Fortune  and  Succefs  ihall  pra^. 
frif.  I  thank  you  both,  I  pray  go  dine  with  me^ 
Within  thefe  three  Days,  if  ®dd  give  me  leave, 
will  to  Florence  to  my  native  home, 
[old,  B4LgQU  there's  a  Portague  to  drink, 
Ithough  you  ill  deferv*d  it  t>y  your  merit; 
live  notfuch  cruel  fcope  unto  your  Heart; 
e  fure  the  ill  you  do  will  be  requited : 
emember  what  I  fay,  Bt^gQU  fareweK 
3me,  Mafler  Bdnijier^  you  ihall  with  me^ 
ly  Fare's  but  fimple,  but  welcome  heartily. 

[  ExenfU  dll  hdt  Bagot^^ 
Bag.  A  Plague  go  with  you,  would  youhad  eat  your  laft» 
this  the  thanks  I  haVe  for  all  my  pains  i 
>nfufion  light  upon  you  all  for  me: . 
here  he  had  wont  to  give  a  fcore  of  Crowns,' 
>th  he  now  foifl  me  with  a  Portague  ? 
ell,  I  will  be  reveng'd  upon,  this  Bamfier. 

to  his  Creditors^  buy  all  the  D.ebts  he  owe5> 
feeming  that  I  do  it  for  good  will. 
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I  atn  fure  to  have  them  at  an  eafie  rate ;  -m 

And  when  'tis  done,  in  Chriftendom  he  flays  not> 

But  ril  make  his  Heart  t'ake  with  forrow. 

And  if  that  Banifiet  become  my  Debtor, 

By  Heaven  and  Earth  I'll  make  his  Plague  the  greater. 

)JE,xit  Bagot. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Cho,  Now^  GentUmem^  imsgine 
That  ToHng  Cromwi-li  is  in  Antwerp* 
Ledger  for  the  £ngh(h  Merchants: 
And  Banifter*  to  ftfun  this  Bagot's  hate^ 
Hearing  that  he  hath  got  fome  ^  his  Debts\ 
Is  fled  to  Antwerp,  with  his  Wife  and  Childrenl 
Which  Bagot  hearings  is  gone  after  them  : 
And  thither  fends  his  BiUs  of  Debt  before^ 
To  be  reveng'd  on  it;retchtd  Banifter  .* 
I0fat  doth  fall  osit»  with  Patience  Jit  and  fee 9 
A  jufi  Requital  offalfe  Treachery.  Exit* 

Enter  Cromwell  in  his  Stndjj  with  Bags  of  Monj  befm 

him^  cajting  of  Account. 

Crom.  Thus  far  my  reckoning  doth  go  ftraight  and  cv'Oi 
Bur,  Cromwellj  this  fame  plodding  fits  not  thee; 
Thy  Mind  is  altogether  fet  •  on  Travel, 
And  not  to  live  thus  cloyfler'd,  like  a  Nun: 
It  is  not  this  fame  trafli,  that  I  regard. 
Experience  is  the  Jewel  of  my  Heart. 

Enter  a  Pofl« 

Pofi,  I  pray.  Sir,  are  you  ready  to  difpatch  me? 

Cromi  Yes,  here's  thofe  Sums  of  Mony  you  mufl  carry. 
You  go  fo  far  as  Frankford^  do  you  not  ? 

fop.  I  do.  Sir.  f 

Crom.  Well,  prethee  make  all  the  hafle  thou  canfl,  \ 

For  there  be  certain  Englijh  Gentlemen  j 

Are  bound  for  Peiricej  and  may  happily  want,  i 

And  if  that  you  ftiould  linger  by  the  way :  \ 

But  in  hope  that  you  will  make  good  fpeed,  1 

There's  two  Angels  to  buy  you  Spurs  and  WandsJ 

Pofl.  I  thank  you,  Sir^  this  will  add  wings  indeed. 

Crom.  Gold  is  of  pow'r  to  make  an  Eagles  fpeed* 

Enter  Miftrefs  Banifter. 

What  Gentlewoman  is  this,  that  grieves  fo  much  i 

—        -    It 
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ns  (he  doth  addrefs  her  felf  to  me. 

$.  Ban.  God  fave  you»  Sir,  pray  is  your  Name  Mailer 

m.  My  Name  is  Thomas  CrotmvtUy  Gentlewoman, 
r.  Bm.  Know  you  not  one  Bagpty  Sir,  that's  come  to 
rpl 

19.  No,  truft  me,  I  never  faw  the  Man, 
ixt  are  Bills  of  Debt  I  have  received 
\  one  Baniflcry  a  Merchant  fall'n  into  decay. 
s.  Ban.  Into  decay  indeed*  long  of  that  Wretch : 
he  Wife  to  woful  Bsmficry 
y  that  bloody  Villain  am  purfu'd, 
LondoHj  here  to  Antwerp  : 
husband  he  is  in  the  Goverioor's  Hj)nd5» 
7od  of  Heav*n  knows  bow  he-lldeal  with  him ; 
Sir,  your  Heart  is  framed  of  milder  Temper, 
rciful  to  a  diftrefTed  Soul, 
/od  no  doubt  will  treble  blefs  your  Gain, 
»•  Good  Miftrefs  Bahifier,  what  I  can,  I  will, 
'  thing  that  lies  within  my  pow'r. 
s.  Ban.  O  fpeak  to  Bagotj  that  fame  wicked  Wretch, 
igel's  Voice  may  move  a  damned  Devil, 
f .  Why  is  he  come  to  jinfwcrf^  as  you  hear  ? 
'•  Ban.  I  heard  he  landed  fometwo  Hours  fince. 
u  Well,  Miftrefs  Banifterj  affure  your  fclf* 
ak  to  BagQt  in  your  own  behalf, 
in  him  t'all  the  pity  that  I  can  r 
time,  to  comfort  you,  in  your  diftrefi,  •* 
^e  thefe  Angels  to  relieve  your  need, 
e  affur'd,  that  what  I  can  effeft, 
you  good,  no  way  I  will  negle^S:. 
r.  Ban.Thdit  mighty  God  that  knows  e^h  Mortal's  Hearr^ 
ou  from  trouble,  forrow,  grief  and  fmart. 

lExit  MiftrcfsB^mRer 
•/.  Thanks  courteous  Woman,  for  thy  hearty  Pray'r : 
ves  my  Soul  to  fee  her  mifery, 
?  that  live  under  the  Work  of  Fate, 
ope  the  beft,  yet  know  not  to  what  flute 
ars  and  Deftinies  have  us  ailign'd, 
is  Fortune,  and  her  Face  is  blind,  ^Fxit. 

X  5  £^  - 
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Enter  Bagot  Solus. 

Bag.  So,  all  goes  well,  it  is  as  I  would  have  itl 
Banifier^  he  is  with  the  Governor : 
And  ftiortly  ftiall  have  ©y  ves  upon  his  Heels. 
It  glads  my  Heart  to  think  upon  the  Slave ; 
I  hope  to  have  his  Body  rot  in  Prifon, 
And  after  here,  his  Wife  to  hang  her  felf» 
And  all  his  Children  die  for  want  of  Food# 
The  Jewels  I  have  brought  to  jintv/erp 
Are  reckoned  to  be  worth  five  thoufand  Pound, 
Which  fcarcely  flood  me  in  three  hundred  Pound ; 
I  bought  them  at  an  eafie  kind  of  rate,  . 
I  care  not  which  way  they  came  by  them 
That  fold  them  me,  it  comes  not  near  my  Meart; 
And  left  they  fhould  be  ftoln,  as  fure  they  are, 
I  thought  it  meet  to  fell  them  here  in  Antwtrf^ 
And  fo  have  left  them  in  the  Governor's  Hand, 
Who  offers  me  within  two  hundred  Pound 
Of  all  my  Price :  but  now  no  more  of  that, 
I  muft  go  fee  and  if  my  Bills  be  fafe. 
The  which  I  fent  to  Mafter  CramweU^ 
That  if  the  Wind  fhould  keep  me  on  the  Sea^ 
He  might  arrefl  him  here  before  I  came : 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  he  is :  God  fave  y ou,'Sir« 

Enter  Cromwell.  • 

Crom.  And  you;  pray  pardon  me>  I  know  you  not. 

Bag.  It  may  be  fo.  Sir,  but  my  Name  is  Bagot^ 
The  Man  that  fent  to  you  the  Bills  of  Debt. 

Crom.  O,  the  Man  that  purfues  Banifier^ 
Here  are  the  Bills  of  Debt  you  fent  to  me : 
As  for  the  Man,  you  know  beft  where  he  is; 
It  is  reported  you've  a  Flinty  Heart, 
A  Mind  that  will  not  ftoop  to  any  Pity ; 
An  Eye  that  knows  not' how  to  fhed  a  Tear^ 
A  Hand  that's  always  open  Jfor  Reward: 
Butj  Mafter  Bagot^  would  you  be  rul'd  by  me. 
You  ftiould  turn  all  thefe  to  the  contrary ; 
Your  Heart  fhoifld  ftill  have  feeling  of  remorfe," 
Your  Mind,  according  to  your  State,  be  liberal 
Tothofe  that  ftand  in  need,  and  in  diftrefs; 
^our  Hand  to  help  them  rhat  do  ftand  in  want, 

iher  tfinn  with  your  Poife  to  hold  them  down,  Fc 
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For  every  ill  turn  (how  your  felf  more  kind. 
Thus  ihould  I  do;  pardbn,  I  fpeak  my  Mind. 

Bag.  I,  Sir,  you  (peak  to  hear  what  I  would  fay , 
But  you  muft  Uve,  I  Know>  as  well  as  I : 
I  know  this  Place  to  be  Extortion, 
And  'tis  not  for  a  Man  to  keep  fafe  here. 
But  he  muft  lye,  cog,  with  his  deareft  Friend ; 
And  as  for  Pity,  fcorn  it,  hate  all  Confciencc : 
But  yet  I  do  conunend  your  Wit  in  this, 
To  make  a  (how  of  what  I  hope  you  are  nor. 
But  I  commend  you,  and.it  is  weU  done: 
This  is  the  only  way  to  bring  your  Gain. 

Crom.  My  Gain  i  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an  Oar, 
And  hke  a  Slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  Life, 
Before  Td  live  fo  bafe  a  Slave  as  thou* 
If  like  an  Hypocrite,  to  make  a  (how 
Of  feeming  Virtue,  and  a  Devil  within  ? 
No  Bagot^  if  thy  Confcience  were  as  clear. 
Poor  Bamfier  ne'er  had  been  troubled  here, 

Bdg.  Nay,  good  Matter  Cromwett^  be  not  angry,  Siri 
I  know  full  well  that  you  are  no  fuch  Man, 
But  if  your  Confcience  were  as  white  as  Snow^ 
It  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwifef 

Crom.  Will  it  be  thought  that  I  am  otherwife?  ^^ 

Let  them  that  think  16,  know  they  are  deceiv-d; 
Shall  CrofnweU  live  to  have  his  Faith  mifconfter'd  ? 
Antwerpty  for  all  the  Wealth  within  thy  Town, 
I  will  not  tarry  here  full  two  Hours  longer; 
As  good  luck  ferveSy  my  Accounts  are  all  made  even^ 
Therefore  I'll  ftraight  unto  the  Treafurer : 
Bagoty  I  know  you'll  to  the  Governor, 
Commend  me  to  him,  fay  I  am  bound  to  Travel, 
To  fee  the  fruitful  Parts  of  Italy  \ 
And  as  you  ever  bore  a  Chrittian  Mind, 
Let  Banifier  fome  Favour  of  you  ^nd. 

Bag.  For  your  fake.  Sir,  I'll  help  him  all  I  can,^ 
To  ftarve  his  Heart  out  e'er  he  gets  a  Groat ; 
So,  Matter  Crofmvellj  do  I  take  my  leave. 
For  I  muft  ftraight  unto  the  Governor.  ^Exvt'^^'^\\ 

Cr/f»^.  Firewdf  5/r,  pray  you  remembw  ^Vv\t.  \  ^iv^% 
A^^  CromweSj  ao,  thy  Heirt  was  ne'er  fo  b^fe,^ 

X4 
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Enter  Bigot  ScIms. 

Bug.  So,  all  goes  well,  it  is  as  I  would  have  it^ 
Banifier^  he  is  with  the  Governor : 
And  ftiortly  ftiall  have  ©y  vcs  upon  his  Heels. 
It  glads  my  Heart  to  think  upon  the  Slave ; 
I  hope  to  have  his  Body  rot  in  Prifon, 
And  after  here,  his  Wife  to  hang  her  felf» 
And  all  his  Children  die  for  want  of  Food# 
The  Jewels  I  have  brought  to  Antwerp 
Are  reckoned  to  be  worth  five  thoufand  Pound, 
Which  fcarcely  flood  me  in  three  hundred  Pound; 
I  bought  them  at  an  eafie  kind  of  rate, 
I  care  not  which  way  they  came  by  them 
That  fold  them  me,  it  comes  not  near  my  Meart; 
And  left  they  fhould  be  ftoln,  as  fure  they  are, 
I  thought  it  meet  to  fell  them  here  in  jintwerf. 
And  fo  have  left  them  in  the  Governor's  Hand, 
Who  offers  me  within  two  hundred  Pound 
Of  all  my  Price :  but  now  no  more  of  that, 
I  muft  go  fee  and  if  my  Bills  be  fafe, 
The  which  I  fent  to  Mafter  Cromwell^ 
That  if  the  Wind  fhould  keep  me  on  the  Sea,^ 
He  might  arrefl  him  here  before  I  came : 
And  in  good  time,  fee  where  he  is :  God  fa ve  y ou,'Sir« 

Enter  Cromwell.  • 

Cron^.  And  you;  pray  pardon  me>  I  know  you  not. 

Bag.  It  may  be  fo.  Sir,  but  my  Name  is  Bagot^ 
The  Man  thaT  fent  to  you  the  Bills  of  Debt* 

Crom,  O,  the  Man  that  purfues  Banifier^ 
,  Here  are  the  Bills  of  Debt  you  fent  to  me : 
As  for  the  Man,  you  know  beft  where  he  is; 
It  is  reported  you've  a  Flinty  Heart, 
A  Mind  that  will  not  ftoop  to  any  Pity ; 
An  Eye  that  knows  not' how  to  flied  a  Tear^ 
A  Hand  that's  always  open  Jfor  Reward: 
But»  Mafter  Bagot^  would  you  be  rul'd  by  me. 
You  ftiould  turn  all  thcfe  to  the  contrary ; 
Your  Heart  fhoifld  ftill  have  feeling  of  remorfe,' 
Your  Mind,  according  to  your  State,  be  liberal 
Tothofe  that  ftand  in  need,  and  \n  diftrefs; 
Vour  Hand  to  help  them  ?hat  do  ftand  in  want, 
^iihsr  rhun  with  your  Poife  to  hold  them  down,  Fc 
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For  every  ill  turn  ftiow  your  felf  more  kind, 
rhils  ihould  I  do;  pardbn,  I  fpeak  my  Mind. 

Bag.  I,  Sir>  you  (peak  to  hear  what  I  would  fay, 
3uc  you  muft  hve,  I  know>  as  well  as  I : 
;  know  this  Place  to  be  Extortion, 
^d  *tis  not  for  a  Man  to  keep  fafe  here, 
3uc  he  muft  lye,  cog,  with  his  deareft  Friend ; 
%nd  as  for  Pity,  fcoro  it>  hate  all  Confciencc : 
3ut  yet  I  do  conunend  your  Wit  in  this, 
To  make  a  (how  of  what  I  hope  you  are  nor. 
But  I  commend  you,  and.it  is  weU  done: 
This  is  the  only  way  to  bring  your  Gain. 

Crom.  My  Gain  i  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an  Oar, 
A.nd  Uke  a  Slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  Life, 
Before  rd  live  fo  bafe  a  Slave  as  thou* 
r,  like  an  Hypocrite,  to  make  a  ihow 
Of  feeming  Virtue,  and  a  Devil  within  ? 
No  Bagoh  if  thy  Confcience  were  as  dear. 
Poor  Bamfier  ne'er  had  been  troubled  here, 

Bdg.  Nay,  good  Matter  CromweB^  be  not  angry,  Sir^ 
[  know  full  well  that  you  are  no  fuch  Man, 
But  if  your  Confcience  were  as  white  as  Snow, 
ft  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwifef 

Crom.  Will  it  be  thought  that  I  am  otherwife?  ^ 

^et  them  that  think  fo,  know  they  are  deceiv-d; 
>hall  CronweU  live  to  have  his  Faith  mifconfter'd  ? 
^twerpty  for  all  the  Wealth  within  thy  Town, 
r  will  not  tarry  here  full  two  Hours  longer; 
^s  good  luck  ferveSy  my  Accounts  are  all  made  even^ 
Therefore  I'll  ftraight  unto  the  Treafurer : 
^^oty  I  know  you'll  to  the  Governor, 
Commend  me  to  him,  fay  I  am  bound  to  Travel, 
I'o  fee  the  fruitful  Parts  of  Itdlj\ 
And  as  you  ever  bore  a  Chriftian  Mind> 
Let  Bamfier  fome  Favour  of  you  ^nd* 

Ba^.  For  your  fake.  Sir,  I'll  help  him  all  I  can,^ 
To  ftarve  his  Heart  out  e'er  he  gets  a  Groat ; 
So,  Mafter  Cromwcllj  do  I  take  my  leave, 
^or  I  muft  ftraight  unto  the  Governor.  [^Exit  Bagot. 

Crpm*  Farewel,  Sir,  pray  you  remember  what  I  faid, 
^Oj  CromweUy  no,  thy  Heart  was  ne'er  fo  bafe, 
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Tpo  live  by  FaI(hood>  or  by  Brokery ; 
Put  ^t  falls  out  well»  I  little  it  repent. 
Hereafter,  time  in  Travel  fliall  be  fpent. 

Enter  Hodge^  his  Father* s  Mafu 

Hodge.  Your  Son  Thomas^  quoth  you,  I  have  been  T 
mafi  i  I  had  thought  it  had  been  no  fuch  matter  to  a  gone 
Water ;  for  at  Pntnej  I'll  go  you  to  P4r//&-Garden  for  t 
Pence,  (it  as  ftill  as  may  be^  without  any  wagging  or  joult 
in  my  Gut^^y  in  a  little  Boat  too :  Here  we  were  fcarcefi 
Miles  in  the  great  green  Water,  but  I  thinking  to  go  to  i 
Afternoon's  Lunchines,  as  *twas  my  manner  at  home»  bu 
.  felt  a  kind  of  rifing  in  my  Guts-:  At  laft>  one  of  the  Sail 
fpying  of  me»  be  a  good  cheer,  fays  he,  fet  down  thy  Vi£ 
als>  and  up  with  it»  thou  hail  nothing  but  an  Eel  in  t 
Belly :  Well,  to*t  went  I,  to  my  Viduals  went  the  Saik 
and  thinking  me  to  be  a  Man  of  better  Experience  than  i 
in  the  Ship*  ask/d  me  what  Wood  the  Ship  was  made  0 
They  all  fwore  I  told  them  as  right  as  if  I  had  faeenacquai 
ed  with  tbe  Carpenter  that  made  it  :  At  laft  we  grew  n 
Land,  and  I  grew  villanous  hungry,  went  to  my  Bag,  1 
Devil  a  bit  there  was,the  Sailors  had  tickled  me;  yetl  caoi 
blame  them,  it  was  a  part  of  kindnefs,  for  I  in  kindnefs  t 
them  what  Wood  the  Ship  was  made  of,  and  they  in  kii 
nefs  eat  up  my  ViAuals^  as  indeed  one  good  turn  ad[( 
another:  Well>  would  I,  could  I,  find  my  M^flcr  Then 
in  this  Dutch  Town,  he  might  put  Ibme  En^lifh  Beer  ii 
my  Belly. 

Crom.  What,  Hodge^  my  Father's  Man,  by  my  Hand  welcoi 
How  doth  my  Father  ?  what's  the  News  at  home? 

Ho4ge.  Matter  Thomas^  O  God>  Matter  Thomas^  y< 
Hand,  Glove  and  all,  this  is  to  give  you  to  underttandi 
that  your  Father  is  in  Health,  and  jilice  Downing  here  b 
fent  you  a  Nutmeg,  and  Befs  Make-water  a  Race  of  Gin| 
my  Fellows  TVili  and  Tom  hath  between  them  fent  you  a  < 
?en  of  Points,  and  Goodman  Tollp  of  the  Goat^  a  pair 
Mittons,  my  felf  came  in  Pcrfon,  and  this  is  all  the  Nc 
'  Crom.  Gram^rcy  good  Hodge»  and  thou  art  welcome  to  \ 
But  in  as  ill  a  rime  thou  comett  as  may  bes 
For  I  arji  travelling  into  Itdh, 

What  fay'ft  thou,  fiodgey  wilt  thou  bear  me  company  ? 

Ho 
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Hodge.  Will  I  bear  thee  company,  Tom  ?  what  tcirft  me  of 
hah  i  were  it  to  the  fartfaeft  part  of  FUnders^  I  would  go 
with  thee,  Tom ;  I  am  thine  in  all  weal  and  woe,  thy  own 
to  command;  what^  Tom^  I  have  pais'ci  the  rigorous  Waves 
of  Niftnn^%  blafts»  I  tell  you,  Thomas^  1  have  been  in  danger 
of  the  Floods,  and  when  I  have  feen  Boreds  begin  to  play  the 
Ruffin  with  us,  then  would  I  down  a  ray  Knees,  and  call 
upoo  Vklcam. 

Grom,  And  why  upon  him? 

Hiodge.  Becaufej  as  this  fame  Fellow  Neptme  is  God  of 
the  Seas»  fo  Fklcan  is  Lord  over  the  Smiths,  and  therefore  I 
bdng  a  Smith,  thought  his  Godhead  would  have  fome  care 
yet  of  me. 

Cr^m.  A  good  Conceit :  but  tell  me,  haft  thou  din'dyeti 

Hodge.  Thomas^  to  fpeak  the  truth,  not  a  bit  yet>  I. 

Crom»  Come,  go  with  me,  thou  (halt  have  cheer  good  fioie : 
And  farewel,  jintwerpy  if  I  come  no  more. 

Hodgim  I  follow  thee,  fweet  Tom^  I  follow  thee, 

[Exennt  amhm 
Enter  the  Governor  of  the  Engliih  HoHfi^  Bagot, 
Banifter»  his  Wife,  and  rw^  Officers. 

Gwm  Is  Cronr)vell  %ont  t\im  I  fay  you,  Mr.  Bagot^ 
What  diflike,  I  pray  ?  what  was  the  caufe  ? 

Bag.  To  tell  you  true,  a  wild  Brain  of  his  own. 
Such  Youth  as  they  cannot  fee  when  they  are  well: 
He  is  all  bent  to  Travel,  that's  his  reafon, 
And  doth  not  love  to  eat  his  Bread  at  home. 

Gov.  Well,  good  Fortune  with  him,  if  the  Man  be  gone^ 
Ve  hardly  (hall  find  fuch  a  Man  as  he. 
To  fit  our  turns,  his  Dealings  were  fo  honeft. 
But  now.  Sir,  for  your  Jewels  that  I  have. 
What  do  you  fay?  what,  will  you  take  my  Price? 

Bag,  O,  Sir,  you  offer  too  much  under  foot. 

Qevm  •Tis  but  two  hundred  Pound  between  us,  Mari 
What's  that  in  Payment  of  five  thoufand  Pound? 

Bag,  Two  hundred  Pound,  birlady,  Sir,  'tis  great# 
Before  I  got  fo  much  it  made  me  fwear. 

Gov.  Well,  Matter  B^fo^,  Til  proffer  you  fairly, 
You  fee  this  Merchant,  Matter  Banifitr^ 
U  going  now  to  Prifbn  at  your  Suit : 
fiis  Subftanceall  is  gone,  what  would  you  have? 
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Yet  in  regard  I  knew  the  Man  of  Wealth, 

Never  difhonefl  Dealing,  but  fuch  Milhaps 

Hath  fall'n  on  him> '  may  light  on  me  or  you  : 

There  is  two  hundred  Pound  between  us> 

We  will  divide  the  fame.  I'll  give  you  one. 

On  that  condition  you  will  fet  him  free : 

His  ftate  is  nothing,  that  you  fee  your  felf. 

And  where  nought  is,  the  King  muft  lofe  his  Right. 

Bag.  Sir,  Sir,  you  fpeak  out  of  your  Love, 
^Tis  foolifti  Love,  Sir,  fure  to  pity  him  : 
Therefore  content  your  felf,  this  is  my  Mind, 
To  do  him  good  I  will  not  bate  a  Penny, 

Ban.  This  is  my  Comfort,  though  thou  doft  no  gopc 
A  mighty  Ebb  follows  a  mighty  Flood* 

Mrs.  Ban,  O  thou  bafe  Wretch,  whom  we  have  foflc 
Even  as  a  Serpent  for  to  poifbn  us. 
If  God  did  ever  right  a  Woman's  wrong. 
To  that  fame  God  I  bend  and  bow  my  Heart, 
To  let  his  heavy  wrath  fall  on  thy  Head, 
By  whom  my  hopes  and  joys  are  butchered. 

Bag.  Alas !  fond  Woman,  I  prethee  pray  thy  worfi. 
The  Fox  fares  better  ftill  when  he  is  curft. 

Enter  Mafier  Bowfer  a  Merchant. 

Gov.  Mafter  Bowfer  !  you're  welcome^  Sir,  from  En^ 
What's  the  beft  News?  how  do  all  our  Friends? 

Bo-iv.  They  are  all  welL  and  do  commend  them  to  yoi 
There's  Letters  from  your  Brother  and  your  Son : 
So,  fare  you  well.  Sir,  I  muft  take  my  leave. 
My  Hafte  and  Bufinefs  doth  require  fb. 

Gov..  Before  you  dine.  Sir?  what,  go  you  out  of  Toi 

Bow.  rfaith  unlefs  I  hear  fomc  News  in  Towp, 
I  muft  away,  there  is  no  remedy. 

Gov.  Mafter  Bovjfer^  what  i5  your  Bufinefs,  may  Iknov 

Bow.  You  may.  Sir,  and  fo  (hall  all  the  City* 
The  King  of  late  hath  had  his  Treafury  robb*d. 
And  of  the  choiceft  Jewels  that  he  had : 
The  value  of  them  was  feven  thoufand. Pounds, 
The  Fellow  that  did  fteal  thefe  Jewels  is  banc'd. 
And  did  confefs  that  for  three  hundred  Pound, 
He  fold  tliem  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  London  : 
Now  Bagots  fled,  and  as  we  hear,  to  AnWerf^ 
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od  hither  am  I  come  to  feek  him  out, 
od  they  that  firft  can  tell  me  of  his  News, 
lall  have  a  hundred  Pound  for  their  Reward. 
Bdff.  How  juft  is  God  to  right  the  Innocent! 

Gov*  Matter  Bowfer^  you  come  in  happy  timet 
lere  is  the  Villain  Bagot  that  you  feek, 
Lnd  all  thofe  Jewels  have  I  in  my  Hands : 
)fficers>  look  to  him>  hold  him  faft. 

Bug.  The  Devil  ought  me  a  (hame,  and  now  he  bath  paid 
t. 

B9W.  Is  this  that  Bagot  ?  Fellows,  bear  him  he^cey  ^ 
Ve  will  not  now  ftand  for  his  Reply ; 
Lade  him  with  irons,  we  will  have  him  try'd 
lo  En^and^  where  bis  Villanies  are  known. 

dag*  Mifchief,  confufion  light  upon  you  all, 
0  bang  me,  drown  me,  let  me  kill  my  felf. 
Let  go  my  Arms,  let  me  run  quick  to  Hell. 

Bow.  Away,  bear  him  away,  flop  the  Slave's  MoutKj 

[They  carry  him,  awayi 

Mrs*  Ban.  Thy  Works  are  infinite,  great  Godof  Heay'n* 

Gov.  I  heard  this  Bagot  was  a  wealthy  Fellow. 

Bow.  He  was  indeed,  for  when  his  Goods  were  feiz'd. 
Of  Jewels,  Coin,  and  Plate  within  his  Houfe, 
Was  found  the  value  of  five  thoufand  Pound, 
His  Furniture  fully  worth  half  fo  much. 
Which  being  all  ftrain*d  for  the  King, 
He  frankly  gave  it  to  the  jimwerp  Merchants, 
And  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  Mind, 
Have  to  a  Brother  of  their  Company, 
A  Man  decayed  by  Fortune  of  the  Seas, 
Given  Bagot's  Wealth,  to  fet  him  up  again. 
And  keep  it  for  him^  his  Name  is  Banijler* 

Gov.  Maflier  Bowfovs  with  this  happy  News,' 
'Tou  have  revived  two  from  the  Gates  of  Death, 
This  is  that  Banijttry  and  this  his  Wife. 

Bow.  Sirj  I  am  glad  my  Fortune  is  fo  good. 
To  bring  fuch  tidings  as  may  comfort  you. 

Ban.  You  have  giv'n  Life  unto  a  Man  deei(n*d  dead» 
lor  by  thefe  News  my  Life  is  newly  bred.  \ 

Mr  J.  B4».  ThsDkf  to  my  God,    next  to  tc^^  So^w^ 
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And  kft  to  you,  that  thefe  good  News  do  briog; 

Gov^  The  hundred  Pound  I  muft  receive,  as  due 
For  finding  Bagot^  I  freely  give  to  you, 

B<fw.  And,  Mafter  Banifier^  if  fo  you  pleafe, 
m  bear  you  Company,  when  you  crofs  the  Seas. 

Ban.  If  it  pleaie  you,  Sir>  my  Company  is  but  meao^ 
Stands  with  your  liking>  111  wait  on  you. 

Gov.  I  am  glad  that  all  things  do'  accord  fo  well : 
Come,  Matter  £0U{/^,  let  us  to  Dinner: 
And,  Miftrefs  Bamfier^  be  merry,  Woman, 
Come,  after  Sorrow  now  let's  cheer  your  Spirit, 
Knaves  have  their  due,  and  you  but  what  you  MeritJ 

[ExeHfU  §mm 

Enter  Cromwell  and  Hodge  in  their  Shirts^  and  withem  \ 

Hats. 

Hodge.  Call  ye  this  feeing  of  Fafliionsf 
Marry  would  I  had  ftaid  at  Fntnej  flill, 
O,  Matter  Thomas^  we  are  fpoil^l,  we  are  gone. 

Cromm  Content  thee,  Man,  this  is  but  Fortune. 
^  Hodge.  Fortune,  a  Plague  of  this  Fortune>  it  makes  me  p 
wet-ttiod,  the  Rogues  would  not  leave  me  a  Shooe  to 
Feet;   for  my  Hofe,  they  fcorn'd  them  with  their  H 
but  for  my  Doublet  and  Hat^  O  Lord,  they  embracM 
and  unlac'd  me,  and  took  away  my  Cloaths,  and  fo  difg 
me. 

Crom.  Well,  Hodge^  what  Remedy  ? 
What  fhift  ttiall  we  make  now  ? 

Hodge.  Nay  I  know  notj  for  begging  I  am  naught, 
ftealing  worfe;  by  my  troth,  I  muft. even  fall  to  my 
Trade,  to  the  Hammer  and  the  Horfe-heels  again;  but  i 
the  wortt  is,  I  am  not  acquainted  with  the  humour  of 
Horfes  in  this  Country ;  whether  they  are  not  coltifli,  g 
much  to  kicking,  or  no,  for  when  I  have  one  Leg  in 
Hand,  if  he  ttiould  up  and  lay  t'other  on  meChops,  I 
gone,  there  lay  I,  there  lay  Hodge. 

Crom.  Hodge^  I  believe  thou  mutt  work  for  us  botfat'f' 

Hodge.  O,  Matter  Thomas^  have  not  I  told  you  of  tf 
have  '  ot  I  many  a  time  and  often  faid,  Tom^  or  M 
Thomas^  learn  to  make  a  Horfe-fliooe»  it  will  be  your 
another  Day ;  this  was  not  regarded.     Hark  you, 
what  do  you  call  the  Fellows  that  robb'd  usi 
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Cr^nfm  The  Bandtiti. 

HUgt.  The  BanJUtti^  do  you  call  them  \  I  know  not  whit 
bey  are  Call'd  here,  but  I  am  fure  we  call  them  plain 
Thieves  in  England.  Oj  Tom^  that  we  were  now  at  Pnt^ 
icj^  at  the  Ale  there. 

Crom.  Content  thee,  Man,  here  ki  up  thefe  two  Bills^ 
kxA  let  us  keep  our  (landing  on  the  Bridge : 
The  Faftiion  of  this  Country  is  fucb, 
If  any  Stranger  be  opprefTed  with  want^ 
To  write  the  manner  of  his  Mifery, 
And  fuch  as  are  difpos^d  to  fuccour  him,' 
VITiU  do  it.  What,  hail  thou  fet  them  up? 

Hodge.  Ay  they're  up«  God  fend  fome  to  read  them, 
Aod  not  only  to  read  them,  but  alfo  to  look  on  us: 
And  not  altogether  look  on  us» 
But  to  relieve  us.  O  cold,  cold,  cold. 

[Onefiands  at  one  end,  and  one  at  toother! 
Enter  Friskibal  the  Merchant^  and  reads  the  Bills. 

Frif.  What's  here?  two  EngUfhmen  robb'd  by  the  Biin* 
detti^ 
One  of  them  feems  to  be  a  Gentleman : 
Tis  pit]^  that  his  Fortune  was  fo  hard. 
To  fall  into  the  defperate  Hands  of  Thieves. 
ni  queftion  him«  of  what  Eftate  he  is. 
fSxsa  (ave  you.  Sir,  are  you  an  EngUfhman  ? 

Crom.  I  am.  Sir,  a  diftrcifed  EngUJhman. 

Frifn  And  what  are  you,  my  Friend. 

Hodge.  Who,  I  Sir,  by  my  troth  I  do  not  know  my  felf, 
what  I  am  now,  but.  Sir,  I  was  a  Smith,  Sir,  a  poor  Far- 
rier of  Putney,  that's  my  Matter,  Sir,  yonder,  I  was  robb'4 
for  his  fake.  Sir. 

Frif.  I  fee  you  have  been  met  by  the  Bandetti^ 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus. 
But  Frisl^ibaly  why  dofl:  thou  queftion  them 
Of  their  Eftate,  and  not  relieve  theirneed? 
Sir,  the  Coin  I  have  about  me  is  not  much:  ;: 

There's  (ixteen  Duckets  for  to  cloath  your  felves. 
There's  fixteen  more  to  buy  your  Diet  with, 
And  there's  (ixteen  to  pay  for  your  Horfe-hire. 
Tis  all  the  Wealth,  you  fee,  my  Purfe  poffeflesi 
But  if  you  pleafe  for  to  enquire  me  out, 
You  /hall  not  want  for  ought  that  I  can  do»  ^1 
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My^Name  is  Friskihal,  a  Florence  Merchant: 
A  l^an  that  always  lov'd  your  Nation. 

Crom.  This  unexpeded  favour  at  your  Hands^ 
Which  @od  doth  know,  if  ever  I  (hall  requite  it^ 
Meceflicy  makes  me  to  take  your  Bounty, 
And  for  your  Gold  can  yield  you  nought  but  thanks; 
Your  Charity  hathhelp'd  me  from  defpair; 
^Your  Name  (hall  ftill  be  in  my  hearty  Prayer. 

Frif.  It  is  not  worth  fuch  thanks,  come  to  my  Houfe^ 
Your  want  (hall  better  be  relieved  than  thus. 

Crom.  I  pray  excufe  me>  this  fhall  well  fufficef 
To  bear  my  charges  to  Bononia, 
Whereas  a  noble  Earl  is  much  diftrefs'd : 
An  Englijljman^  RHJfel  the  Earl  of  Bedford 
Is  by  the  French  King  fold  unto  his  Death,  ^ 
It  may  fall  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good : 
To  fave  his  Life,  I'll  hazard  my  Heart  Blood : 
Therefore,  kind  Sir,  Thanks  for  your  liberal  Gift#  ' 

I  muft  be  gone  to  aid  him,  there's  no  (hift. 

Frif.  I'll  be  no  hinderer  to  fo  good  an  Aft, 
Heav'n  profper  you,  in  that  you  go  about : 
If  Fortune  bring  you  this  way  back  again, 
Pray  let  me  fee  you ;  fo  I  take  my  leave. 
All  good  a  Man  can  wifh,  I  do  bequeath.       \Exh  FrisUi) 

Crom.  All  good  that  God  doth  fend,  light  on  your  Head 
There's  few  fuch  Men  within  our  Climate  bred. 
How  fay  you  now,  Hodge,  is  not  this  good  Fortune? 

Hodge.  How  fay  you.  111  tell  you  what,  Mafter  TUrnn^ 
If  all  Men  be  of  this  Gentleman's  Mind, 
Let's  keep  our  (landings  upon  this  Bridge^ 
We  fhall  get  more  here,  with  begging  in  one  Day,^ 
Than  I  (hall  with  making  Horfefhodes  in  a  whole  Year. 

Crom.  No,  HodgCy  we  muft  be  gone  unto  Bgnonid^ 
There  to  relieve  the  noble  Earl  of  Bedford  .• 
Where  if  I  fall  not  in  my  Policy, 
I  (hall  deceive  their  fubtle  Treachery. 
,    Hodge.  Nay,  1*11  follow  you,  God  blefs  us  from  the  thi 
ving  Bandetfi  again.  [Exem 

Enter  Bedford  and  his  Hofi. 

Bed.  Am  I  betray 'd?  was  Bedford  born  to  die 
By  fuch  bafe  Slaves,  in  fuch  a  Place  as  this? 

Ha 


^ve  I  efcap'd  (b  many  times  in  Frame» 

b  many  Battels  have  I  over-pafs'd, 

find  made  the  French  fiir,  when  they  beard  my  Name : 

find  ana  I  now  betray 'd  unt(!i  my  Death? 

Some  of  their  Hearts  Blood  firft  ihall  pay  for  it. 

H^fi.  They  do  defire,  my  Lord,  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Bed.  The  Traitors  do  delire  to  have  my  Blood, 
Bat  by  my  Birth,  my  Honour,  and  my  Name; 
By  all  my  Hopes,  my  Life  (hall  coft  them  dear. 
Zifen  the  Door*  I'll  venture  out  upon  them. 
And  if  I  muft  die,  then  I'll  die  with  Honour. 

Hefi.  Alas,  my  Lord,  that  is  a  defperate  Courfe, 
They  have  begirt  you,  round  about  the  Houfe : 
3rheir  meaning  is  to  taJce  you  Prifoner, 
And  fo  to  fend  your  Body  unto  FrMnce. 

Bed.  Firft  fhall  the  Ocean  be  as  dry  as  Sand, 
Before  alive  they  fend  me  unto  France: 
m  have  my  Body  firft  bor'd  like  t  Sieve, 
And  die  as  HeSor^  'gainft  the  Udermjdons^ 
£'er  France  ihall  boaft,  Bedford's  their  Prilbner, 
^cncherous  France^  that  'gainft  the  Law  of  Arms, 
Bath  here  betra/d  thy  Enemy  to  Death : 

ut  be  afTur'd,  my  Blood  ihall  be  reveng'd 

pan  the  beft  Lives  that  remain  in  France. 
back,  or  elfe  thou  run*ft  upon  thy  Death. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  I  come  to  tell  your  Honour^ 
t  they  have  hired  a  Neapolitan^ 
o  by  his  Oratory  hath  promised  them, 

ithout  thp  ihedding  of  one  drop  of  Blood, 
Dto  their  Hands  fafe  to  deliver  you, 
^Aod  therefore  craves  none  but  himfelf  may  enter, 
M^  a  poor  Swain  that  attends  on  him.  \Exh  Servants 

•'  Bed.  A  NeapoUtanl  bid  him  come  in, 
>Were  he  as  cunning  in  his  Eloquence, 
\As  Gcero  the  famous  Man  of  Rome^ 
)3b  words  would  be  as  Chaff  againft  the  Wind, 
^eet  tongu'd  Vljjfes^  that  made  jljax  mad. 
Were  he  and  his  Tongue  in  this  Speaker's  Head, 
•Ajive  he  wins  me  not ;  then  'tis  no  Conqueft. 

»  Enter 
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Enter  Cromwell  Ukf  a  NeopoIitaOf  4nd  Hodge  wM  Utki 

Crom.  Sir^  are  you  the  Mafter  of  the  I€oufe$ 

Hojt.  I  am.  Sir, 

Crom.  By  this  fame  Token  you  mud  leave  this  Plac^ 
And  leave  none  but  the  Earl  and  I  together. 
And  this  my  Peafant  here  to  tend  on  us* 

Hoft.  With  all  my  Heart,  God  grant  you  do  feme  goocL 

[Exit  Hoik.  CtomittW  Jbmi  thi  Dm^ 
Bed.  Now,  Sir,  what's  your  Will  with  me? 
Cram.  Intends  your  Honour  not  to  yield  your  felf? 
Bed.  No,  good-man  Goofe,  not  while  my  Sword dothhft}  j 

Is  this  your  Eloquence  for  to  perfwade  meS  \ 

Crom.  My  Lord,  my  Eloquence  is  for  to  fave  youj         j 

lam  not,  as  you  judge,  a  NeopoUtMy  * 

But  Cromwell  your  Servant,  and  an  EngUJbmMm.  \ 

Bed.  How  ?  Cromwell  i  not  my  Farrier's  Son  ?  -  < 

Crom.  The  fame.  Sir,  and  am  come  to  faccour  youJ 
Hodge.  Yes  Faich,  Sir,  and  I  am  //i?^^,  your  poor  Smith; 

Many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  fhooed  your  Dapper  Gray.        \ 
Bed.  And  what  avails  it  me,  that  thou  art  here?  \ 

Crom.  It  may  avail,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  me;  *  ] 

My  Lord,  you  know  the  Men  of  Mantua,  , 

And  thefe  Bononians^  are  at  deadly  ftrife. 

And  they,  my  Lord,  both  love  and  honow  you  i 

Could  you  but  get  out  of  the  Mantua  Port, 

Then  were  you  fafe,  defpight  of  all  their  Force. 
Bed.  Tur,MaD,  thou  talk'ft  of  things  impoffible; 

Doft  thou  not  fee,  that  we  are  round  befet# 

How  then  is't  poffible  we  (hould  efcape? 
Crom.  By  Force  we  cannot,  but  by  Policy; 

Put  on  the  Apparel  here  that  Hodge  doth  wear. 

And  give  him  yours;  the  States  they  know  younot^ 

For,  as  I  think,  they  never  faw  your  Face, 

And  at  a  Watch- word  muft  I  call  them  in. 

And  will  defire,  that  we  two  fafe  may  pafs 

To  Mantua^  where  Til  fay  my  Bufinefs  lyes; 

How  doth  your  Honour  like  of  this  advice?  • 

Bed.  O,  wondrous  good :  But  wilt  thou  venture,  JSTm^S'' 
Hod.  Will  I  ?  O  noble  Lord,  I  do  accord,  in  any  thing  I  can  j 
And  do  agree,  to  fet  thee  free,  do  Fortune  what  ihe  can. 
Bed.  Come  then,  let's  change  our  Apparel  ftrcight.  ^ 
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Crom.  Go^  Hodge,  make  baftfy  left  chey  chance  to  call. 

Hedge.  I  warrant  you  I'll  fit  him  with  a  Sute. 

[Exennf  Earl  and  Hodge* 

Crom.  Heavens  grant  this  Policy  doth  take  Succeis# 
And  that  the  Earl  may  fafely  fcape  away. 
And  yet  it  grieves  me  for  this  firople  Wretch, 
For  fear  they  Aiould  offer  him  violence ; 
But  of  two  £vils  'tis  beft  to  fliun  the  greateft. 
And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  thrall, 
Than  fuch  a  ooble  Earl  as  He  fhould  fall. 
Their  fiubborn  Hearts,  it  may  be  will  relent ; 
Since  he  is  gone,  to  whom  their  hate  is  bent. 
My  Lord,  have  you  difpatch'd  i 

Enter  Bedford  Uks  the  CUwn,  and  Hodge  it^  his  Clcsl^ 

and  his  Hat. 

Bed.  How  doft  thou  like  us,  Cromu/ell^  is  it  well  ? 

Crom.  O,  my  good  Lord,  excellent.     Hodge,  how  doft 
feel  thy  felf  I 

Hodge,  How  do  I  feel  my  felf  {   why,  as  a  Noble  Man 
ihould  do. 
O  how  I  feel  Honour  come  creeping  on. 
My  Nobility  is  wonderful  Melancholy  : 
Is  it  not  moft  Gentleman*like  to  be  Mvhncholy  { 

Qrom.  Yes,  Hodge ;  now  go  fit  down  in  thy  Study, 
And  take  State  upon  thee. 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  let  me  alone  to  take 
State  upon  me :  but  hark,  my  Lord,  do  you  feel  nothing 
bite  about  you  ? 

Bed.  No,  truft  me,  Hodge. 

Hodge.  Ay,  they  know  they  want  their  old  Pafture ;  *ti$ 
a  ftrange  thing  of  this  Vermin,  they  dare  not  ftieddle  with 
Nobility. 

Crom.  Go  take  thy  place,  Hodge,  I  will  call  them  in. 

[Hodge  fits  in  the  Study,  4;f^  Cromwell  calls  in  the  States. 
All  is  done,  enter  and  if  you  pleafe. 

Enter  the  States,  and  Officers  with  Halierts. 

Gov.  What,  have  you  won  him  ?  will  he  yield  himfelf  ? 

Orom.  I  have,  an't  please  you,  and  the  quiet  Earl 
Doth  yield  himfelf  to  be  difpos'd  by  you. 

Gov.  Give  him  the  Mony  that  we  promised  him : 
So  let  him  go,  whither  he  phafe  himfelf^ 

Vol.  VI.  Y  Crom.  ^ 
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Cr§m.  My  BuHnefs,  Sir,  lyes  unto  Mantua  i 
Pleafe  you  to  give  me  fafe  Conduft  thither. 

Gov.  60,  and  condud  him  to  the  Mantua  Port, 
And  fee  him  fafe  dchvcred  prefently. 

\Ex€unt  Cromwell  4mi  Bedford* 
Go  draw  the  Curtains,  let  us  fee  the  Earl : 
O,  he  is  writing,  ftand  apart  a  while. 

Hodge.  Fellow  WMiam^  I  am  not  as  I  have  been ;  I  weoc 
from  you  a  Smith,  I  write  to  you  as  a  Lord  ;  I  am  at  this 
prefent  writing,  among  the  Polonian  Cafigts.  I  do  commeDd 
my  Lordlhip  to  Ralph  and  to  Rogcr^  to  Bridget  and  to  2)^ 
rothji  and  fo  to  all  the  Youth  ox  Putney. 

Gov.  Sure  thefe  are  the  Names  of  EngUJb  Noblemen, 
Some  of  his  fpecial  Friends,  to  whom  ne  writes : 
But  ftay,  he  doth  addrefs  himfelf  to  iing. 

[Here  hejmgs  a  Seni. 
My  Lord,  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  Frolick  and  fo  Blithe ; 
Believe  me,  Noble  Lord,  if  you  knew  all. 
You'd  change  your  merry  Vein  to  fudden  Sorrow. 

Hodge.  I  change  my  very  Vein  {  no»  thou  Bononian^  dq; 
I  am  a  Lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go  ; 
And  do  defie  thee  and  thy  Cafiges  : 
Therefore  (land  off,  and  come  not  near  my  Honour.  v 

Gov.  My  Lord,  this  Jefting  cannot  ferve  your  tutn,  ^ 

Hodge.  Doft  think,  thou  black  Bononian  Beaft,  ^ 

That  1  do  flour,  do  gibe,  or  jeft  ?  I 

No,  no,  thou  Bear-pot,  know  that  I>  \ 

A  Noble  Earl,  a  Lord  par-dy.  f 

Gov,  What  means  this  Trumpet's  found  {  f 

[A  Trumpet  founds.    Enter  d  Meffn^/Mi, 

Cit.  One  come  from  the  States  of  Mantua.  .1: 

Gov.  What,  would    you  with  us,  fpeak  thou  Manoi^ 
Mantua  ? 

Mef.  Men  of  Bononia,  this  my  Meffage  is,  ;^ 

To  let  you  know  the  Noble  Earl  of  Bedford  1 

Is  fafe  within  the  Town  of  Mantua^  '| 

And  wills  you  fend  the  Peafant  that  you  hav^  | 

Who  hath  deceiv*d  your  Expectation  ;  1 

Or  elfe  the  States  of  Mantua  have  vow'df  } 

They  will  recal  the  Truce  that  they  have  oiadff  V^ 

And  not  a  Man  (hall  ftir  from  forth  your  Town,  t 
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That  (hall  return,  unlefi  you  fend  him  back. 
Gov.  O  this  Misfortune,  how  it  mads  my  Heart  ? 

The  Neop^lifMH  hath  buguil'd  us  aU. 

Hence  with  this  Fool,  what  (hall  we  do  with  him. 

The  Barl  being  gone  ?  a  plague  upon  it  all. 
H§dge.  No  ru  aflure  youj  I  am  no  Earl,  but  a  Smithy  Sir» 

One  Hodge^  a  Smith  at  Pmney^  Sir  ; 

One  that  hath  gulled  you,  that  hath  bored  you,  Sir. 
Gov»  Away  with  him,  take  hence  the.Fool  you  came  for* 
H^dge,  Ay,  Sir*  and  I'll  leave  the  greater  Fool  with  you. 
MeJ.  Farewel*  'Bon9ni4ns.  Come,  Friend,  alons  with  me* 
H^dge.  My  Friend*  afore,  my  (.ordihip  will  tollow  thee. 

Gov.  Well,  MMtma^  fince  by  thee  the  Earl  is  loft, 
'Within  few  Days  I  hope  to  fee  thee  croft.  [Extrnt* 

Enter  Chorus. 
'  Chom  Thiis  far  you  fit  hew  CtomvifclVs  F§rtm$c  paffd* 
The  Earl  of  Bedford  l^emg  fafe  in  Mantua> 
Jkfires  CromwelFj  Cempanj  into  France, 
m  mal^  requital  for  his  Court efio : 
Mm  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  Earl  his  Suit^ 
Jind  telU  him  that  thofe  Parts  he  meant  to  fee^ 
He  had  not  jet  fit  footing  on  the  Land^ 
^^Andfo  direSh  tal^s  his  way  to  Spain  ; 
!72v  Earl  to  France,  andfi  they  both  do  fart. 
Mow  let  your  Thoughts  as  Jwift  as  is  the  TPindf 

fame  few  Tears^  that  Cromwell J^wr  iu  Trav^ ; 
now  imagine  him  to  he  im  England, 
fOMt  ttnto  the  Aisfier  of  the  Rolls : 
•e  im  jbort  time  he  there  begaerto  flottrijb, 
Horn  JbaUJh§wyou  what  fewtiars  did  cherifb.      [9xit* 
The  Mmfick,  flays^  they  bring  out  the  Banquet.  Enter  Sir 

Chriftopher  Hales,  Cromwell,  and  two  Servants. 
Hales.  Come,  Sirs,  be  careful  of  your  Matter's  Credit  s 
ind  as  our  Bounty  now  exceeds  the  Figure 
'  coamion  Entertainment,  fo  do  you, 
ith  Looks  as  free  as  is  your  Matter's  Soul, 
rive  formal  Welcome  to  the  thronged  Ttble^ 
'hat  (hall  receive  the  Cardinal's  Followers* 
the  Atteodaoce  of  the  great  Lord  CbaoceUort 
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But  all  my  Care»  Cromwell^  depends  on  thee  i 
Thou  arc  a  Man  difFering  from  vulgar  Form* 
And  by  how  much  thy  Spirit  is  rankc  *bove  thefe. 
In  rules  of  Arts  by  fo  much  it  ihines  brighter  by  travel^ 
Whofe  Obfervance  pleads  his  Merit, 
In  a  moft  learn'd,  yet  unafFefiiing  Spirit. 
Good  Cromwell^  caft  an  Eve  of  fair  Regard 
'Bout  all  my  Houfe*  and  what  this  ruder  Flefliy 
Through  Ignorance,  or  Wine*  do  mifcreate* 
Salve  thou  with  Courtefie  ;  if  Welcome  want. 
Full  Bowls*  and  ample  Banquets  will  feem  fcant. 

Crom.  Sir,  whatfoever  lies  in  me, 
AfTure  you  I  will  (hew  my  utmoft  Duty.        [Exit  Ci 

Haks.  Aboutit  then*  the  Lords  will  ftraight  beheres 
Cromwell^  thou  haft  thofe  parts  would  rather  fute 
The  Service  of  the  State  tnan  of  my  Houfe : 
I  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  Eye* 
That  one  Day  will  prefer  thy  Deiliny. 

Enter  Mejfenger. 
Mef.  Sir,  the  Lords  be  at  hand. 
Hales.  They  are  welcome,    bid   Cromwell  ftraight 
tend  us, 
And  look  you  all  things  be  in  perfeft  readinefs. 
The  Mufick,  Plajs.    Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  Sir  Thou 

Moore  and  Gardiner* 
PToL  Q,  Sir  Chrifiopher^  you  are  too  liberal  .*  Wh 

Banquet  too  f 
HaUu  My  Lords,  if  Words  could  (how  the  ample  ^ 
come,  that  my  free  Heart  affords  you^  I  could  then  beo 
a  Prater :  but  I  now  muft  deal  like  a  feaft  Peliticiam  } 
your  Lordfliip^,  defer  your  Welcome  'till  the  Banquet 
that  it  may  then  falve  our  defeft  of  Fare  : 
Yet  welcome  now,  and  all  that  itend  on  you. 

WoL  Thanks  to  the  kind  Mafter  of  the  Rolls. 
Come  and  (it  down*  fit  down  Sir  Thomas  Moore  : 
'Tis  ftrange,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  differ. 
Their  Dinner  is  our  Banquet,  after  Dinner, 
And  they  are  Men  of  adive  difpofition  : 
This  I  gather*  that  by  their  fparing  Meat, 
Their  Bodies  are  more  fitter  for  the  Wan : 
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if  that  Famine  d^nce  to  pinch  their  Maws^ 
g  us'd  to  faft^  ic  breeds  lets  Pain» 
4es.  Fill  me  fome  Wine;  I'll  anfwer  Cardinal  Wolfij  : 
Lordy  we  EngUjb  Men  are  of  more  freer  Soul% 
I  hunger-ftarv^d,  and  iU-complexion'd  ^4nuir4$  I 
f  that  are  rich  in  Spsin^  fpare  belly  Food» 
leek  their  Bacb  with  an  ItdUm  Hoodf 
Silk  ofSivilf  and  the  pooreft  Snake> 
feeds  on  LemnxMis,  Pilchersi  and  ne'er  heated 
Pallet  with  fweet  Flefli,  will  bear  a  cafe 
t  fat  and  gallant  than  his  ftarved  Face : 
^  the  Inquifition,  and  this  belly-evil, 
in  my  Judgment,  ^iiMi*s  three-headed  Devil. 
'mt.  Indeed  it  is  a  plague  unto  their  Nation, 
>  dagger  after  io  blind  Imitation. 
sA  My  Lords,  with  welcome,  I  prefent  your  Lordfliips 
mn  Health* 

(Mr^  I  love  Health  welli  but  when  as  Healths  do  hriog 
to  the  Head»  and  Bodies  furfeiting  z 
I  ceafe  I  Healths: 

fpill  not  Friend,  for  though  the  drops  be  fmall, 
lave  they  force»  to  force  Men  to  the  W^alL 
L  Sir  Gnr$fi0fherf  is  that  your  Man  { 
9L  And  lilw  your  Grace,  he  is  a  Scholar,  and  a  Linguift, 
that  hath  travelled  many  parts  of  Chriftendom,  my 

(Lord. 
^  My  Friend,  come  nearer,  have  you  been  a  Traveller  2 
siw.  My  Lord,  I  have  added  to  my  Knowledge,  the 
rr»  Sfoin,  Germsmff  and  liMh  ;  (Lrai  C^mftries. 

tho'  fmall  gain  oi  Profit  I  aid  find, 
lid  it  pleafe  my  Eye^  content  my  Mind. 
L  What  do  you  thii^  of  the  feveral  States, 
Princes  Courts  as  you  have  travelled  t, 
7m.  My  Lord,  no  Court  with  England  fliay  compare^ 
ler  for  State,  nor  Civil  (Government : 
dwells  in  France^  in  ItiUy,  and  Spaint 
the  poor  Peafant,  to  the  Prince's  Train ; 
rmanjj  and  Holland^  Riot  ferves, 
he  that  moft  can  drink,  moft  he  deferves.* 
nd  I  praife  not :  For  I  here  was  born, 
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But  that  (he  laugheth  the  others  unto  fcorn. 

JToL  My  Lord,  there  dwells  within  that  Spirit, 
More  than  can  be  difcern'd  by  outward  Eye  ; 
Sir  Chrifl-BpheTj  will  you  part  with  your  Man  i 

Hales.  I  have  fought  to  proffer  him  to  your  Lordlhipi 
And  now  I  fee  he  hath  preferr'd  himfelf  { 

TToU  What  is  thy  Name  i 

Crom.  CromwelU  my  Lord.  ^  ^our  Caufei 

}/VoL  Then,  Qrowwellj  here  we  make  thee  Sollicicor  rf 
And  neareft  next  our  felf ; 
CarMftcTj  give  you  kind  welcome  to  the  Man» 

[Gardiner  emh^ncts  hm. 

Moor.  My  Lord,  you  are  a  royal  Winner, 
Hath  got  a  Man»  befides  your  bounteous  Dinner.  • 

Well,  Knight,  pray  we  come  no  more  :  • 

If  we  come  often,  thou  may'ft  fhut  thy  Door. 

TPoL  Sir  Chrifiofherj  had  ft  thou  given  me  , 

Half  thy  Lands»  thou  couldeft  not  have  pleafed  me 
So  much  as  with  this  Man  of  thine, 
My  infant  Thoughts  do  fpell  :  x 

Shortly  his  Fortune  (hail  be  lifted  higher. 
True  Induftry  doth  kindle  Honour's  Fire, 
And  fo,  kind  Mafter  of  the  RoUf,  farewel. 

Hales.  Cronrwell,  farewell. 

Crom.  Cromwell  takes  his  leave  of  you. 
That  ne'er  will  leave  to  love,  and  honour  you. 

[Exetmt.     The  Mufid^lajs  as  they  p  hU 
Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Now  Cromwell'i  highefi  Fortunes  do  begin. 
Wolfey  that  hv'd  him,  as  he  did  his  Life  e 
Committed  all  his  Treafure  to  his  Hands, 
Wolfey  is  dead^  and  uardiner  his  Man 
Is  now  created  Bijhop  of  Winchefter  : 
Pardon  if  we  omit  all  Wolfey'/  Life, 
Becaufe  our  Play  depends  on  Cromwell'i  Deaths 
Now  Jit  and  fee  his  highefi  State  of  all ; 
His  height  of  rifing  and  hisfudden  fall : 
Pardon  the  Errors  are  already  paft. 
And  live  in  hope  the  befi  doth  come  at  lafi  i 
My  hope  upon  your  Favour  doth  depend, 
Jind  look,  to  have  your  liking  e'er  the  end.  QExi 

Em 
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Enter  Gardiner  Bijbop  of  Wiochefter^  the  Dttkes  cf  Norfolk 

amd  ir/ Suffolk,  Sir  Thomas  Moor,  Sir  Chriftopher  Hales, 

and  Cromwell* 

Ner.  Matter  GrcmweU,  fince  Cardinal  Wolfefs  Death, 
E£s  Majefty  is  given  tounderftand, 
rhere's  certain  Bills  and  Writings  in  your  Hand, 
Jhax  much  concern  the  State  of  England ; 
My  Lord  of  Wtnchefier^  is  it  not  fo  ? 

G^^  My  Lord  ofNorfall^j  we  two  were  whilome  Fellows, 
And  Mafter  Cromwell^  though  our  Mailer's  love. 
Did  bind  us,  while  his  love  was  to  the  King, 
Ft  is  no  boot  now  to  deny  thofe  things* 
(Vhich  may  be  prejudici^  to  the  State : 
flLnd  though  that  God  bath  rais'd  my  Fortune  higher, 
rhan  any  way  I  looked  for,  or  deferv'd, 
ITet  my  Life,  no  longer  with  me  dwell, 
rhan  I  prove  true  unto  my  Sovereign. 

Sttf.  What  fay  you,  Mafter  CronmeUi  have  you  thofe 
iVritings,  ay,  or  no? 

Crem.  Here  are  the  Writings,  and  upon  my  Knees, 
I  give  theni  up  unto  the  worthy  Dukes, 
OtSMjfilkjf  and  of  Narfilk  i  he  was  my  Matter, 
find  each  vertuous  Part 

rhat  liv'd  in  him,  I  tendered  with  my  Heart, 
But  what  his  Head  complotted  'gainft  the  State, 
My  Country*js  love  commands  me  that  to  hate* 
His  fudden  Death  I  grieve  for,  not  his  Fall, 
Becaufe  he  fought  to  work  my  Countries  thrall« 

Smf.  CromwMy  the  King  (hail  hear  of  this  thy  Duty ; 
Whom  I  affure  my  felff  will  well  reward  thee ; 
My  Lord,  let's  go  unto  his  Majefty, 
And  fhow  thofe  Writings  wl^fch  heldngs  to  (ee« 

/    \ExeHnt  Norfolk  and  Suffbljk. 
Enter  Bedford  hafiily. 

Bed.  How  now,  whofe  this,  Crcmwell  t 
8y  my  Soul,  welcome  to  England  : 
rhou  once  didft  fave  my  Life,  didft  thou  not,  Grenwell  \ 

Crem.  If  I  did  fo,  *tis  greater  Glory 
'or  me  that  you  remember  Xr, 
rhan  for  my  felf  vainly  to  report  it. 

Bed.  Well,  QremwfU^  now  is  ttetime, 

Y  4 
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I  flull  commeod  thee  to  my  Sovereign : 

Cheer  up  thy  lelf,  for  I  will  raife  thy  Statet 

A  Ritjfii  yec  was  never  found  ingrate.  [Exh, 

hsL  O  how  uncertain  is  the  Wheel  of  Scace^ 
Who  lately  greater  than  the  Cardinalf 
For  Fear,  and  Love;  and  now  who  lower  lies? 
Gay  Honours  are  but  Fortune's  flatteries^ 
And  whom  this  Day  Pride  and  Promotion  fwells* 
,To  Morrow  Envy  and  Ambition  quells. 

Moor.  Who  fees  the  Cob- web  intangle  the  poor  Flyt 
May  boldly  fty  the  Wretch's  Death  is  nigh. 

Card.  I  know  his  State,  and  proud  Ambitiont 
Were  too  too  violent  to  iaft  over-long. 

HaL  Who  foars  too  near  the  Sun,  with  golden  Wings> 
Meltjs  them,  to  ruin  bis  own  Fortune  brings* 

£f$tor  the  Dtd^e  of  Suffolk. 

Suf  Crtfwu;^//,  kneel  down  in  King /fimr^'s  Name, 
Arife,  Sir  Thomas  Cromwell^  thus  b^ins  thy  Fame* 

Enter  the  Dukg  of  Norfolk. 

Nor.  Cromwelly  the  Majefty  of  EngUndj 
For  the  good  liking  he  conceives  of  thee, 
Makes  thee  Mafter  of  the  Jewel«houfe, 
Chief  Secretary  to  himfelt,  and  withal,  \^ 

Creates  thee  one  of  his  Highnefs*s  Privy-Council. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Bedford* 

Bed.  Where  is  Sir  Thomoi  Qronwelli  is  he  Knighted! 

Smf.  He  is,  my  Lord. 

Bed*  Then,  tQ  add  Honour  to  his  Name* 
The  King  creates  him  Lord  Keeper  of  his  Piivy-Sealy 
And  Matter  of  the  Rolls ; 
Which  you.  Sir  Chrifiopher,  do  now  enjoy: 
The  King  dctennines  higher  place  for  you.  (rert 

Grom.  My  Lords,  thefe  Honours  are  too  high  for  nyDfr 

Moor.  O  content  thee,  Man,  who  would  not  chufe  it{ 
Yet  thou  art  wife,  in  feeming  to  refufe  it. 

Gard.  Here's  Honours,  Titles  and  Promotions; 
I  fear  this  climbing  will  have  a  fudden  fall. 

Nor.  Then  come,  my  Lords,  let*s  altogether  bring 
This  new-made  Counfellor  to  Ett^ldtteTs  King* 

lExumt  M  Im  Gardioec 
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Gdrd.  But  Gardiner  means  his  Glory  (If  all  be  dim'd  i 

kail  CrQmweU  live  a  greater  Man  than  I  { 

[y  Envy  with  his  Honour  now  is  bred, 

hope  to  (horten  Cromwell  by  the  Head.  [_ExiK 

Enter  Frisbibal  very  feiorm 
Frifi  O  FrisMal,  what  (hall  become  of  thee  / 
'here  (halt  thou  go,  or  which  way  (hale  thou  turn  i 
ntune,  that  turns  her  too  unconflant  Wheelt 
ith  turn'd  thy  Wealth  and  Riches  in  the  Sea ; 
11  parts  abroad  where-ever  I  have  been, 
r«w  weary  of  me,  and  denies  me  Succour ; 
y  Debtors  they,  that  (hould  relieve  my  want, 
>rfwear  my  Mony,  fay  they  owe  me  none  : 
hey  know  my  State  too  mean  to  bear  out  Law  ; 
nd  here  in  L§ndony  where  I  oft  have  been, 
Dd  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  Man, 
ad  now  oooft  Wretched  here,  de(pis'd  my  felf ; 
I  vain  it  is  more  of  their  Hearts  to  try  ; 
;  patient  therefore,  lay  thee  down  and  die. 

\He  Ues  d^vmm 
Enter  Geodman  Seely*  and  his  Wife  Joan. 
Seelj.  Come  Joan^  come,  let's  fee  what  he  will  do  for  us 
>w  i  I  wis  we  have  done  for  him,  when  many  a  time  and 
ten  he  might  have  gone  a  hungry  to  Bed. 
Wife.  Alas  Man,  now  he  is  made  a  Lord,  he'll  never  look 
pon:us  ;  he'll  fulfil  the  old  Proverb,  Set  Beggars  a  H§rfe^ 
icl^and  the/U  ride :  a>  well  a  day  for  my  Cow  ;  fuch  as  he 
Ith  made  us  come  behind  hand,  we  had  never  pawn'd  our 
ow  elfe  to  pay  our  Rent. 

Seely.  Well  Jean^  he'll  come  this  way  ;  and  by  God*s 
ickers  Fll  tell  him  roundly  of  it,  and  if  he  were  ten  Lords; 
(hall  know  that  I  had  not  my  Cheefe  and  my  Bacon  for 
chiog. 

Wife.  Do  you  remember  Husband,  how  he  would  mouch 
»on  my  Cheefe-Cakes,  he  hath  forgot  this  now,  but  now 
s*ll  remember  him. 

Seely.  Ay»  we  fhall  have  now  three  flaps  with  a  Fox 
lil :  But  i'faith  Pll  gibber  a  Joint*  but  I'll  tell  him  his  own  ; 
y,  who  comes  here  ?  O,  fiand  up,  here  he  comes,  fiand 
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^nter  Hodge  very  fine^  with  a  Ttjhftaff^y  Cromwell  with  th 

Mace  carried  before  him  ;  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Sui 

folk}  and  Atendants. 

Hodge.  G>me,  away  with  thefe  Beggars  here^ 
^ife  up.  Sirrah ;  come  out,  good  People ; 
|Lun  before  there  ho. 

[Friskibal  rifeth^  attdfiands  afar  4 

Seelj.  Kyy  we  are  kick'd  away  now,  we  come  for  ou 
own ;  the  time  hath  been,  he  would  a  look'd  more  friendh 
upon  us :  And  you,  Hffdgey  we  know  you  well  enough  i  the 
yoii  are  fo  fine. 

Crom.  Come  hither.  Sirrah  ;  Stay,  what  Men  are  theTe 
IMy  honeft  Hoft  of  Hounjlcrw^  and  his  Wife ; 
I  owe  thee  Mony,  Father,  do  I  not  ? 

Seelj.  Ay,  by  the  Body  of  me,  dojft  tbou  i  would  tbo 
jxrouldeft  pay  me,  good  four  Pound  it  is,  I  haye  a  the  Pof 
at  home. 

Crom.  I  know  'tis  true  f  Sirrah,  give  him  ten  Angel^ 
And  look  your  Wife  and  you  do  fcay  to  Dinner ; 
And  while  you  live,.!  freely  give  to  you. 
Four  pound  a  Year,  for  the  four  Pound  I  ought  you« 

Seelj.  Art  not  chang'd,  art  old  Tom  ftill  { 
Now  God  blefs  thee,  good  Lord  Tom : 
Home  Joan^  home;  Til  dine  with  my  Lord  Tpm  to  D'y» 
And  thou  (halt  come  next  Week. 
Fetch  my  Cow;  home  Joan,  home. 

Wtfe.  Now  God  blefs  thee,  my  good  Lord  Tom ; 
1*11  ietch  my  Cow  prefently. 

Enter  Gi^rdiner. 

Crom.  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  Stranger,  cell  him  I  defive  hii 
^y  to  Dinner :  I  muft  fpeak  with  him. 

G4rd.  My  Lord  of  Norfolk^  fee  you  this  fame  Bubbli 
That  fame  puff  ;  but  mark  the  end,  my  Lord,  mark  tl 
end. 

Nor.  I  promife  you,  I  like  not  fomething  he  hath  don 
But  let  that  pafs ;  the  King  doth  love  him  well. 

Crom.  Good  morrow  to  my  Lord  of  Vttnchofter : 
I  know  you  bear  me  hard  about  the  Abbey  Lands. 

Gar.  Have  I  not  reafon,  when  Religion  is  wiong'd  ? 
You  had  no  colour  for  what  you  have  done* 
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Orom.  Yes,  the  abolifliing  of  Antichrift, 
And  of  his  Popiib  order  for  our  Realm  : 
I  am  no  Enemy  to  Religion^ 
But  what  is  done,  it  is  for  EngUm£%  good  : 
What  did  they  ferve  for,  but  to  feed  a  fort 
Of  lazy  Abbots,  and  of  full-fed  Fryers? 
They  neither  plow,  nor  fow,  and  yet  they  reap 
The  Fat  of  all  the  Land,  and  fuck  the  Poor  : 
Lookwhat  was  theirs,  is  in  King  Henrfs  Hands^ 
His  Wealth  before  lay  in  the  Abbey  Lands. 

Gar.  Indeed  thefe  things  you  havealledg'd,  my  Lord, 
When^  God  doth  know,  the  Infant  yet  unborn. 
Will  curfe  the  time,  the  Abbies  were  pull'd  down ; 
I  pray  now  where  is  Hofpitality  ? 
Where  now  may  poor  diftreflcd  People  go, 
hk  to  relieve  their  Need,  or  reft  their  Bones, 
When  weary  Travel  doth  opprefs  their  Limbs  ? 
And  where  religious  Men  (hould  take  them  in. 
Shall  now  be  kept  back  by  a  Maftive  Dog! 
And  thoufand  thoufand  — — 

Nor.  O  my  Lord,  no  more  :  things  paft  redrefs, 
[Tis  bootlefs  to  complain. 

Crom.  What,  (hall  we  to  the  Convocation-houfe  ? 

Nor.  We'll  follow  you,  my  Lord,  pray  lead  the  way. 
Effter  old  Cromwell*  like  a  Farmer. 

Pld  Grom.  How  ?  one  Cromwell 
Made  Lord  Keeper  (ince  I  left  Putney j 
And  dwelt  in  Torkjhire  ?  I  never  heard  better  News ; 
ni  fee  that  Gromwelk  'or  it  (hall  go  hard. 
;     Crom.  My  aged  Father  I  State  fet  aHde  : 
I  Father,  on  my  Knee  I  crave  your  Blefling  : 
One  of  my  Servants  go  and  have  him  in. 
At  better  Leifure  will  we  talk  with  him. 

OldCrom.  Now  if  I  dye  how  happy  weretheday. 
To  fee  this  Comfort  rains  forth  (howers  of  Joy. 

\^Exi$  old  CromwelL 

Nor.  This  Duty  in  him  (hows  a  kind  of  Grace. 

Crom.  Go  on  before,  for  time  draws^on  ap;ace, 

\Exetint  all  b$u  Friskibal 

Frif^  I  wonder  what  this  Lord  would  have  with  me, 
BSi  Man  fo  ftriftly  gave  me  charge  to  ftay : 
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I  never  did  offend  him  to  my  I^nowledge: 
Well,  good  or  hkA^  I  mean  to  bide  it  all^ 
Worfe  than  I  am,  now  never  can  befal. 

Enter  Banifter  and  his  Wife. 

Ban.  Come,  Wife*  I  take  it  be  almoft  Dinner  time, 
For  Mr.  Newton^  and  Mr.  Crosby  fent  to  me 
Laft  Night*  they  would  come  Dine  with  me. 
And  take  their  Bond  in  :  I  pray  thee  hie  thee  home, 
And  fee  that  all  things  be  in  readinefs. 

Mrs.  Ban.  They  ftiall  be  welcome,  Husband,  I'llgo befoff, 
But  is  not  that  Man  Mafter  Friskibali 

[she  rmns  and  emhraces  bm 

Ban.  O  Heavens!  it  is  kind  Mafter  iriii^'^^: 
Say,  Sir,  what  hap  hath  brought  you  to  this  ptfs  { 

Frif  The  fame  that  brought  you  to  your  Mifery« 

Ban.  Why  would  you  not  acquaint  me  with  your  Ihte? 
Is  Banifter  your  poor  Friend  forgot  ? 
.Whofe  Goods,  whofe  Love,  whofe  Life  and  all  is  yours^ 

Frif  I  thought  your  ufage  would  be  as  the  reft^ 
That  had  more  kindnefs  at  my  Hands  than  you. 
Yet  look'd  afcance  when  as  they  faw  me  poor. , 

Mrs.  Ban.  If  Banifter  would  bear  fo  bafe  a  Hearty 
I  never  would  look  my  Husband  in  the  Face^ 
But  hate  him  as  I  would  a  Cockatrice; 

Ban.  And  well  thou  mighteft,  (hould  Bawifter  deal  fe. 
Since  that  I  faw  you,  Sir,  my  fiate  is  mended  :  * 
And  for  the  thoufand  Pound  I  owe  to  you, 
I  have  it  ready  for  you,  Sir,  at  home: 
And  tho*  I  grieve  your  Fortune  is  fo  badj 
Yet  that  my  hap's  to  help  you  makes  me  glad : 
And  now,  Sin  will  it  pleafe  you  walk  with  me. 

Frif.  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  Lord  Chancellor^ 
Hath  here  commanded  me  to  wait  on  him» 
For  what  I  know  nor,  pray  God  it  be  for  good. 

Ban.  Never  make  doubt  of  that,  I'll  warrant  you^ 
He  is  as  kind  a  noble  Gentleman, 
As  ever  did  poffefs  the  place  he  hath. 

Mrs.Ban.  Sir,  my  Bi other  is  his  Steward,  if  you  pleafi^ 
Well  go  along  and  bear  you  Company  ; 
I  know  we  fliall  not  wart  for  welcome  there, 

Frif.  Withall  my  Heart;  but  what's  become  of  Bag^e!  ' 

Ban. 
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Bofti  He  is  faang'd  for  buying  Jewels  of  the  King's* 
<  fVi/T  A  juft  Reward  for  one  fo  Impious* 
The  time  draws  oo»  Sir,  will  yoii  go  along  { 

Ban.  I'll  follow  you»  kind  Mafter  Friskibal.         [Exiunt. 

Enter  two  Merchants. 

I  Mcr.  Now»  Mafter  Cresbj^  I  fee  you  have  a  care 
To  keep  youir  Word,  in  payment  of  your  Mony* 

a  Mtr.  By  my  Faith  I  have  reafon  upon  a  Bondj. 
Three  thouland  Pound  is  too  much  to  forfeit, 
Ytt  I  doubt  not  Mafter  Banifier. 

I  Mer.  By  my  Faith  your  Sum  is  more  than  mine  9 
Aod  yet  I  am  not  much  behind  you  too» 
Confidering  that  to  Day  I  ^  paid,  at  Court. 

i  Men  Mals>  and  well  remembred : 
What's  the  reafoo  the  Lord  Cromwelfs  Men 
Wear  fuch  long  Skirts  upon  their  Coats  S 
They  reach  down  to  their  very  Hams. 

I  Aier.  I  will  refolve  you,  Sir,  and  thus  it  is ; 
The  Biihop  of  Winchefier^  that  loves  not  Oromweti^ 
As  great  Men  are  envied  as  well  as  lefs,  — 

A  while  ago  there  was  a  jar  between  them. 
And  it  was  brought  to  my  Lord  CromweWs  £ar^ 
That  Bilhop  Gardiner  would  fit  on  his  Skirtf, 
Upon  which  Word  he  made  his  Men  long  blue  Coats^ 
And  in  the  Cdurt  wore  one  of  them  himfelf : 
And  meeting  with  the  Bifiiop,  quoth  he,  my  Lordi 
Here's  Skirts  enough  now  for  your  Grace  to  fit  on : 
Which  vexed  the  Biftiop  to  the  very  Heart ; 
This  is  the  reafon  why  they  wear  long  Coats. 

I  Mer.  'Tis  always  feen,  und  mark  it  for  a  Kule^ 
That  one  great  Man  will  envy  ftill  another; 
But  'tis  a  thing  that  noti;in^  concerns  me  : 
What,  ftiall  we  now  to  Mafter  Banifler\  i 

I  Mer.  Ay,  come,  we'll  pay  him  royally  for  our  Dinner. 

\Exe»nt. 
Enter  the  VJherj  and  theShewer^  Uhe  Meat  goes  over  the  Stage. 

Vjb.  Uncover  there.  Gentlemen. 
Inter  Cromwell,  Bedford,  Su£Folk^  old  Cromwell,  Friskibal, 

Goodman  Seely,  and  Attendants.  < 

Crom.  My  noble  Lords  of  Suffolk,  and  Bedford^  ^ 

rotar  Honours  welcome  to  poor  Cromw$W%  Houfe: 

Wher 
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Where  is  my  Father  ?  nay,  be  covered.  Father, 

Although  that  Duty  to  thefe  Noblemen  doth  challenge . 

Yet  1*11  make  bold  with  them. 

Your  Head  doth  bear  the  Calender  of  Care: 

What  ?  Cromwell  cover'd,  and  his  Father  bare  { 

It  muft  not  be.     Now^  Sir,  to  you  ; 

Is  not  your  Name  Friskfhalj  and  a  FlorentiHe? 

FriJ.  My  Name  was  Friskibal^  'till  cruel  Fate 
Did  rob  me  of  my  Name,  and  of  my  State. 

Crom.  What  Fortune  brought  you  to  this  Country  do 

Frif.  All  other  Parts  hath  left  me  fuccparlefi^ 
Save  only  this,  becaufe  of  Debts  I  have 
I  hope  to  gain,  for  to  relieve  my  want. 

Crom.  Did  you  not  once  upon  your  iF&rrMf^Bridge> 
Help  a  diftrefled  Man«  robb'd  by  the  BMuUiih 
His  Name  was  Cvmwell  S 

Frif,  I  never  made  my  Brain 
A  Calender  of  any  good  I  did, 
I  always  lov'd  this  Nation  with  my  Heart* 

Crom.  I  am  that  Cromwell  that  you  there  reliev*d. 
Sixteen  Duckets  you  gave  me  for  to  doath  me» 
Sixteen  to  bear  my  Charges  by  the  way. 
And  fixteen  more  I  had  for  my  Horfe-hire, 
There  be  thofe  feveral  Sums  juftly  returned  : 
Yet  it  Tnjuftice  were,  that  (Irving  at  my  need^ 
For  to  repay  them  without  Intereft  : 
Therefore  receive  of  me  thefe  four  feveral  Bags; 
In  each  of  them  there  is  four  hundred  Mark, 
And  bring  to  me  the  Names  of  all  your  Debtors^ 
And  if  they  will  not  fee  you  paid,  I  will. 
O  God  forbid,  that  I  (hould  fee  him  fall. 
That  helpt  me  in  my  greateft  need  of  all. 
Here  (lands  my  Father  that  fiift  gave  me  Life* 
Alas,  what  Duty  is  too  much  for.  him  { 
This  Man  in  time  of  need  did  fave  my  Life, 
And  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 
By  this  old  Man  I  oftentimes  was  fed, 
.  £lfe  might  I  have  gone  fupperlefs  to  Bed« 
Such  kindnefs  have  I  had  of  thefe  three  Men, 
That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  agen* 
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fow  in  to  Dinner^  for  we  ftay  too  lohg^ 
od  to  good  Stomachs  is  no  greater  wrong.  [Exe$mtm 

Enter  Gardiner  in  his  Stmdj^  dnd  his  Jldam^ 

Gard.  Sirrah,  where  be  thofe  Men  I  caus'd  to  ftay  i 

Scr.  They  do  attend  your  Pleafure,  Sir,  within. 

Gurd.  Bid  them  come  hither,  and  ftay  you  witbpul, 
3r  by  thofe  Men  the  Fox  of  this  fame  Landy 
hat  makes  a  Goofe  of  better  than  himfelf^ 
[uft  worried  be  untahis  lateft  home, 
\t  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent, 
s  for  the  Dukes  of  Suffolk,  ^nd  of  Norfolk^ 
riiom  I  have  fent  for  to  come  fpeak  with  me  t 
iowfoever  outwardly  they  (hadow  it, 
et  in  their  Hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not* 
sfor  the  Earl  of  Bedford^  he  is  but  one, 
nd  dares  not  gain-fay  what  we  do  fct  down.  * 

Enter  the  two  fPitneJfes. 
ow^  my  Friends,  you  know  I  fav'd  your  Lives, 
/hen  by  the  Law  you  haddeferved  Death; 
nd  then  you  promised  me  upon  your  Oaths, 
o  venture  both  your  Lives  to  do  me  good. 

Both  Wit.  Wc  fwore  no  tbore  than  that  we  will  perfonnj* 

Oard.  I  take  your  Words,  and  that  which  you  mnft  do^ 
&  fervice  for  your  God,  and  for  your  King ; 
o  root  a  Rebel  from  this  flourifhing  Land, 
>Qe  that's  an  Enemy  unto  the  Church : 
Ind  therefore  muft  you  take  your  folemn  Oaths, 
That  you  heard  Cromwell^  the  Lord  Chancellor* 
)id  wifti  a  Dagger  at  King  Henry's  Heart : 
Fear  not  to  fwear  it,  for  I  heard  him  fpeak  it; 
rherefore  we'll  fliield  you  from  enfuing  HarmsJ 

2  fFit.  If  you  will  warrant  us  the  Deed  is  good, 
iVe*ll  undertake  it. 

Gard.  Kneel  down,  and  J  will  here  abfolte  you  both{ 
This  Crucifix  I  lay  upon  your  Heads, 
iod  fprinkle  Holy-water  on  your  Brows : 
Phe  Deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do, 
knd  by  it  -ftiall  you  purchafe  Urace  from  Heav'n. 

I  rTit.  Now  Sir  we'll  undertake  it,  by  our  Souls. 

X  Wit.  For  Cromwell  never  loved  none  of  opr  btu 

Gsrd^ 
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Card.  I  know  he  doth  nor,  and  for  both  of  you, 

I  will  prefer  you  to  fome  place  of  worth. 

Now  get  you  in,  until  I  call  for  you. 

For  prefently  the  Dakts  mean  to  be  here»         [^Exium  Wiu 

Cromwell,  (it  faft>  thy  time's  not  long  to  reign  ; 

The  Abbies  that  were  pulFd  down  by  thy  means» 

Is  now  a  mean  for  me  to  pull  thee  down: 

Thy  Pride  alfo  thy  own  Head  lights  uponi 

For  thou  art  he  hath  chang'd  Religion  e 

But  now  no  more,  for  here  the  Dukes  are  come. 

Enter  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  the  Earl  §f  Bedford* 
Suf.  Good  Even  to  my  Lord  Bilhop. 
Nor.  How  fares  my  Lord  i  what,  are  you  all  alone  I 
Gard»  No,  not  alone,  my  Lords,  my  mind  is  troubid : 

I  know  your  Honours  mufe  wherefore  I  fent. 

Arid  in  fuch  hafte :  What,  came  you  from  the  King?  (hiOi 
Nor.  We  did,  and  left  none  but  Lord  Cromwtll  with 
Gard.  O  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we  live  in  i 

There's  Thomas  Wolfej^  he's  already  gone, 

And  Thomas  Moor^  he  followed  after  him : 

Another  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain. 

That  is  far  worfe  than  either  of  thofe  twain ; 

And  if  with  fpeed,  my  Lords,  we  net  purfue  it, 

I  fear  the  King  and  all  the  Land  will  rue  it. 

Bed.  Another  Thomas  i  pray  God  it  be  not  CrownuelL 
Card.  My  Lord  of  Bedford^  it  is  that  Traitor  CrorniifelU' 
Bed.  Is  Cromwell  falfe  ?  my  Heart  will  never  think  it 
Suf.  My  Lord  of  Winchefler^  what  likelihood. 

Or  proof  have  you  of  this  his  Treachery. 
Card.  My  Lord«  too  much,  call  in  the  Men  withint 

Enter  the  Witnejfes. 

Thefe  Men,  my  Lord,  upon  their  Oaths  affirm. 

That  they  did  hear  Lord  Cromwell  in  his  Garden, 

Wiihed  a  Dagger  flicking  at  the  Heart 

Of  our  King  Henry  \  What  is  this  but  Treafon? 
Bed.  If  it  be  fo,  my  Heart  doth  bleed  with  Sorrow^ 
Suf  How  fay  you,  Friends;  what,  did  you  bear  theft 

Words  ? 

I  Wit.  We  did,  an*t  like  your  Grace. 

Nm 
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Nor.  In  what  Place  was  Lord  Cromwell  when  he.fpake 
hem  ? 

2  ff^if.  In  his  Garden;  where  we  did  attend  a  Suit^ 
Vhich  we  had  waited  for  two  years  and  more. 

Sufi  How  longis't  fince  you  heard  him  fpeak  thefe  Wdrds{ 

2  ffin  Some  half  a  Year  fince. 

Bed.  How  chance  that  you  concealed  it  all  this  tiine? 

1  ^/.  f^is  Greatnefs  made  iis  fear;  that  was  the  caufe. 
Card.  Ay,  ay,  his  Greatnefs,  that's  the  caufe  indeed ; 

Ind  to  make  his  Treafon  Here  more  manifeft, 

it  calls  his  Servants  to  him  round  about* 

Fells  them  of  Wol/ifs  Life,  and  of  his  Fall, 

Says  that  himfelf  hath  many  Enemies, 

had  gives  tp  fome  of  them  a  Park,  or  Manor, 

Toothers  Leafes,  Lands  to  ottier  fome  : 

What  need  he  do  this  in  bis  prime  of  Life, 

An  if  he  were  not  fearful  of  his  Death? 
&$fi  My  Lord,  thefe  likelihoods  are  very  greif* 
Bid.  Pardon  me.  Lords,  for  I  muft  needs  depart  i 

Their  Proofs  are  great,  but  greater  is  my  Heart. 

[£Af/V  BedforcJ; 
Nor.  Myt^riends^  take  heed  of  that  which  you  ha ve  faid  ^ 

Your  Souk  muft  anfwer  what  your  Tongues  report: 

Tlierefore  take  heed,  be  wary  what  you  do. 

2  Wh.  My  Lord,  we  fpeak  no  more  but  truth. 
Nor.  Let  them  depart,  my  Lord  of  TPinchefier ; 

let  thefe  Men  be  clofe  kept  until  the  Day  of  Trial. 
.  Gmrd.  They  fhall,  my  Lord ;  ho,  take  in  thefe  two  Men: 
'  [^ExeuntWitnefes. 

%Lord$^  if  Cromwell  hsiVt  a  publi^k  Trial, 
lliat  which  we  do,  is  void^  by  his  denial ; 
Vou  know  the  King  will  credit  none  t>ut  him. 

Nor.  'Tis  true,  he  rules  tfce  King  ev'n  as  fee  pleafcs; 

Suf.  H9W  (hall  we  do  for  to  attach  him  then  ^ 

Gard.  Marry,  my  Lords,  thus. 
By  an  AA  he  made  himfelf> 
With  an  intent  to  intrap  fome  of  bur  Lives, 
And  this  it  is:  If  any  Counfellor  .    . 

""5  conyi&ed  of  High  Treafon, 

e  iiiail  be  executed  without  a  publick  Trial4 

Vo  L.  vr,      "  Z  thU  ^ 
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This  A&,  my  Lords,  he  caus'd  the  King  to  makeJ 

Snf.  A  did  indeed,  and  I  remember  it. 
And  now  it  i%  like  to  fall  upon  himfelf. 

Nor.  Let  us  not  (lack  it,  'cis  for  Englancts  good^ 
We  muft  be  wary,  elfe  he'll  go  beyond  us. 

Card.  Well  hath  your  Grace  faid,  my  Lord  of  Norf\ 
Therefore  let  us  prefently  to  Lambeth^ 
Thither  comes  Cromwell,  from  the  Court  to  Nighty 
Let  us  arreft  him»  fend  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  in  the  Morning  cut  off  the  Traitor's  Head. 

Nor.  Come  then  about  it,  let  us  guard  the  Town^^ 
This  is  the  Day  that  Cromwell  muft  go  down. 

Gard.  Along  my  Lords,  well,  Cromwell  is  half  dead, 
He  fhak'd  my  Heart,  but  I  will  (have  his  Head.     [Exe^ 

Enter  Bedford  yi/f»/. 
Bed.  My  Soul  is  like  a  Water  troubled,. 
And  Gardiner  is  the  Man  that  makes  it  fo ; 
O  Cromwell^  I  do  fear  thy  End  is  near: 
Yet  I'll  prevent  their  Malice  if  I  can. 
And  in  good  time^  fee  where  the  Man  doth  comet 
Who  little  knows  how  near's  his  Dav  of  Doom. 
Enter  Cromwell  with  his  Train^  Beaford  makes  as  thongh 

wohU  fpeak^t6  him  :  He  goes  on. 
Crom.  You're  well  cncountred,  my  good  Lord  of  Bedfe 
Pray  pardon  me,  I  am  fent  for  to  the  King, 
And  do  not  know  the  Bufinefs  yet  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well,  for  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 

[Exit  with  the  Tr4 
Bed.  You  muft ;  well,  what  remedy  ? 
I  fear  too  foon  you  muft  be  gone  indeed. 
The  King  hath  BuHnefs,  but  little  doft  thou  know. 
Who's  buHe  for  thy  Life ;  thou  think'ft  not  (b. 
EKter  Cromwell  and  the  Train  again. 
Crom.  The  fecond  time  well  met  my  Lord  of  B^dfird 
I  am  very  forry  that  my  hafte  is  fuch. 
Lord  Marquefs  Dorfet  being  fick  to  Death, 
I  muft  receive  of  him  the  Privy-Seal. 
At  Lambeth^  foon  my  Lord,  we'll  talk  our  fill. 

[Exit  with  th  TfMi 

Bi 
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BcM  How  fmooth  and  eafie  is  the  way  to  Death. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger^ 
A£ef.  My  Lord,  the  Dukes  of  NbrfrU^  and  of  Sftfill^ 
Accompanied  with  the  Bifhop  of  Winchefier^ 
lotreats  you  to  come  prefently  to  Lamtethi 
On  earned  matters  that  concerns  the  State. 

Bed.  To  Lamieth,  fo:  ®o  fetch  me  Pen  and  Ink> 
I  and  Lord  Cromwell  there  (hall  talk  enough : 
-Ay,  and  our  .laft»  I  fear»  and  if  he  come. 

[He  writes  a  Letttrl 
(Hftre.  take  this  Letter^  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Crethwell^ 

him  read  it,  fay  it  concern  him  near, 
^way,  be  gone,  make  all  the  hafte  you  can, 

Lmmteth  do  1  gp,  awofulMan.  L^xiti 

EniiBT  Cromwell  And  his  Train. 
Cr$m.  Is  the  Barge  reachr?  I  will  ftraight  to  Lamieth^ 
id  if  this  one  Day*s  Bunnefs,  once  were  paft^ 
take  my  eafe  to  Morrow  after  trouble, 
now  my  Friend,  woold'ft  thou  fpeak  with  me? 
\The  Avenger  brings  the  Letter t  he  puts  it  ih  his  Peckfti 
Mef.  Sir,  here  s  a  Letter  from  my  Lord  of  Bedford^ 
Qrim.  O  good  my  Friend,  commend  me  to  thy  Lord, 

take  thofe  Angels,  drink  them  for  thy  pains. 
Mejl  He  doth  defire  your  Grace  to  read  it, 

line  he  (ays  it  doth  concern  you  near. 
Orwm.  Bid  him  aflure  himfelf  of  that,  farewel« 
MottoWf  tell  him,  he  (hall  hear  from  me, 
OD  before  there,  and  a  way.  to  Lambeth.  [ExeHnti 

imtr  Winchefter,  Sutfolk*  Norfoiki  Bedford*  Serjeant 

at  Arms^  the  Herald,  and  Halberts. 
Gard.  Halberts  (land  clofe  unto  the  Water^fide^ 
t  at  Arms,  be  bold  in  your  Office, 
deliter  your  Proclamation. 
JSSfr.  This  is  to  give  notice  to  all  the  King's  SubjeAs,* 
late  Lord  Crifmwellj  Lord  Chancellor  oiEn^nd^ 
r  General  over  the  fi^ealm, 
to  hold  and  efteem  as  a  Traitor, 

the  Crown  and  Dignity  of  England^ 
(ave  the  iSking« 
lir,  Amen^ 
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Bed.  Amcr,  and  root  thee  from  ihc  Land* 
For  whilft  thou  liveft  Truth  cannot  ftand. 

Nor.  Make  a  lane  there,  the  Traitor  is  at  hand^ 
Keep  back  CromwelCs  Men : 
Drown  them  if  they  come  on.     Serjeant,  your  OflGicc 

Efjur  Cromwell,  they  make  a  lane  with  their HaUftr 

Crom.  What  means  my  Lord  of  Norfoll^hy  thefeV 
Sirs»  come  along. 

Gard.  Kill  them,  if  they  come  on, 

Ser.  Lord  Cromwell^  in  King  Henrys  Name, 
I  do  arreft  your  Honour  of  High  Treafon. 

Crom.  Serjeant, me  of  Treafon? 

[Cromwelfi  Men  offer  to 

Suf.  Kill  them,  if  they  draw  a  Sword. 

Crom.  Hold,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love^raea^  dra^ 
Who  dares  accufe  Cromwell  of  Treafon  now  ?        ^^i 

Gard.  This  is  no  Place  to  reckon  up  your  CrimCj 
Your  Dove-like  Looks  were  view'd  with  Serpents  Ey 

Crom.  With  Serpents  Eyes  indeed,  by  thine  they  w 
But,  Gardiner^  do  thy  worft,  I  fear  tHee  not. 
My  Faith  compafd  with  thine*  as  much  (hall  pdfs. 
As  doth  the  Diamond  excell  the  Glafs. 
Attached  of  Treafon,  no  Accufers  byt 
Indeed  what  Tongue  dares  fpeak  fo  ioul  a  lie! 

Nor.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  matters  are  too  well  kno 
And  is  it  time  the  Kmg  had  note  thereof. 

Crom.  The  King,  let  me  go  to  him  Face  to  Face» 
No  better  Trial  I  defirc  than  that. 
Let  him  but  fay,  that  CromwelFs  Faith  was  feigfi'd^ 
Then  let  my  Honour,  and  my  Name  be  {lain*d ; 
If  e'er  my  Heart  againft  the  King  was  fet, 
O  let  my  Soul  in  Judgment  anfwer  it: 
Then  if  my  Faith  s  confirmed  with  his  Reason, 
'Gain  (I  whom  hath  Crcmwellthen  committed  Treafon  i 

Suf.  My  Lord,  your  Matter  (hall  be  tricdt 
Mean  time  with  patience  content  your  felf. 

Crom.  Perforce  I  muft  with  Patience  be  content: 
O  dear  Friend  Bedford^  doft  thou  ftand  fo  near  { 
Cromwell  rejoyccth,  one  Friend  Iheds  a  Tear: 
And  whither  is't?  which  way  muft  OronwM  now  % 
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^d:  My  Lord,  you  muft  unto  the  Tov^er  i 

want,  take  him  to  your  Charge, 

m»  Well,  where  you  pJeafe,  yet  before  I  part, 

le  confer  a  little  with  my  Men. 

^d»  As  you  go  by  Water  fo  you  (hall. 

w.  I  have  fome  Butinefs  prefent  to  impart.  ^ 

r.  You  may  not  ftay.  Lieutenant,  take  your  Charge. 

m.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  you  fecond  Gardmer*%  Text. 

\lk^  farewel,  thy  turn  will  be  the  next. 

[Exit  Cromwell  and  the  Lieutenant, 
'd.  Mis  guilty  Conlcience  makes  him  rave,  my  Lord, 
r.  Ay,  let  him  talk,  his  time  is  ihort  enough. 
rd.  My  Lord  of  Bedford,  come,  you  weep  for  him, 
would  not  (hed  a  Tear  for  you. 
L  It  grieves  me  for  to  fee  his  fudden  Fall, 
^d.  Such  Succefs  with  I  unto  Traitors  all*       [^Exennt. 

Enter  two  Citiz,ens» 
lit.  Why  ?  can  this  News  be  true?  is't  poflible? 
^eat  Lord  CrontwellzTTeRcd  upon  High Treafon, 
dly  will  believe  it  can  be  fo. 
it.  It  is  too  true,  Sir,  would  it  were  othcrwife, 
ition  I  fpent  half  the  Wealth  I  have  j 
at  Lambeth,  faw  him  there  arretted, 
afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 
it.  What  was't  for  Treafon  that  he  was  committed  ? 
St.  Kind  Noble  Gentleman  ;  I  may  rue  the  time; 
iat  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  by  him, 
if  he  die,  then  all  my  State  is  gone* 
S^.  It  may  be  hoped  that  he  (hall  not  dye, 
ife  the  King  did  favour  him  fo  much. 
'/>•  OSir,  you  are  deceiv'd  in  thinking  fo: 
3race  and  Favour  he  had  with  the  King, 

caused  him  have  fo  many  Enemies: 
at  in  Court  fecure  will  keep  himfelf, 

not  be  Great,  for  then  he  is  envied  at« 
Shrub  is  &fe,  when  as  the  Cedar  (hakes, 
^here  the  King  doth  love  above  compare, 
ithers  they  as  much  more  envied  are. 
lit.  'Tis  pity  that  this  Noblemaa  (hould  fa!U 
lid  fo  many  charitable  Deeds. 

Z  5  a  Cr>.  ^ 
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X  Cit.  Tis  true,  and  yet  you  fee  in  each  eftatcj  ; 
There's  none  fo  good,  but  feme  one  doth  him  hate. 
And  they  before  would  fmile  him  in  the  Face, 
Will  be  the  foremoft  to  do  him  diigrace  : 
What,  will  you  go  along  unto  the  Court  ? 

I  Cit.  I  care  not  if  I  do,  and  hear  the  Ncwsi 
How  Men  will  judge  what  (hall  become  of  him* 

zCit.  Some  Men  will  fpeak  hardly,  fome  will  fpeak  in  I 

Go  you  to  the  Court.    I'll  go  into  the  City, 
.There  I  am  fure  to  hear  more  News  than  you. 

I  C/>.  Why  then  foon  will  we  meet  again.  [£*< 

Enter  Cromwell  in  thf  Tower. 

Grom,  Now,  Cromwell^  haft  thou  time  to  meditate, 
And  think  upon  thy  ftate»  and  of  the  time: 
Thy  Honours  came  unfought,  ay,  and  unlook'dfor; 
They  Fall  as  fudden,  and  unlook'd  for  too: 
What  Glory  was  in  EngUni  that  had  I  not  ? 
Who  in  this  Land  command^^d  more  than  CrwrwtUi 
Except  the  King,  who  greater  than  my  felf  ? 
But  now  I  fee  what  after  Ages  ihall. 
The  greater  Men,  more  fudden  is  their  Fall. 
And  now  I  do  remember,  the  Earl  of  Bedford 
Was  very  defirous  for  to  fpeak  to  me : 
And  afterward  fent  unco  me  a  Letter, 
The  which  I  think  I  have  ftill  in  my  Pocket,^ 
Now  may  I  read  ir,  for  I  no^  have  leifure, 
And  this  I  take  it  is.  [He  reads  the  Iti 

Mj  Lord^  come  not  this  Nigh  to  Lambetby 
For  ifjou  do^  jow  State  is  overthrown. 
And  much  I  doubt  'jour  Life^  stnd  if  jou  como  : 
Then  if  JOH  love  jourfelf  ftaj  where  you  are. 

0  God,  had  I  but  read  this  Letter, 

Then  had  I  been  free  from  the  Lion*$  Paw  :  ^ 
Deferring  this  to  read  until  to  Morrow, 

1  fpurn'd  at  Joy,  and  did  embrace  my  Sorrow.^ 

Emr  the  Lieutenant  of  theHoy^ttt  andOff^ersl 
^Jow,  Matter  Lieutenant,  whcnN  this  Day  of  Death? 
^ilae^.  Alas,  my  Lord,  would  I  might  never  fee  it  r 
**"(?  ^re  the  Dukes  of  Snf«lfe  3ii\d  oi  ISJoTftlV^ 
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ncheftif,  Bedford^  MdSir Richard Ratclif, 
ith  others,  but  why  they  come  I  know  not. 
Crom.  No  matter  wherefore,  Cromwell  is  prep;ur'd, 
»r  Gar  diner  has  my  Lifeaod  State  infnar'd  : 
d  them  come  in,  or  you  ihall  do  them  wrong, 
r  here  fiands  he,  whom  feme  think  lives  too  lon^, 
larning  kills  Learning*  and,  inftead  of  Ink 
>  dip  his  Pen,  Qr§mweir$  Heart-blood  doth  drink. 

Enter  all  the  Nobles. 
Nor.  Good  Morrow,  OrowwoU^  what,  alone fo  £id  { 
Crom^  One  good  among  y ou^  none  of  you  are  bad : 
tr  my  part,  it  beft  fits  me  be  alone, 
dnefs  with  me,  not  I  with  any  one. 
hat,  is  the  King  acquainted  with  my  caufe  i 
Nor.  We  have:»  and  he  hath  anfwered  us,  my  Lord. 
Crom.  How  fhall  I  come  to  fpeak  withhim my  felf  % 
Gard.  The  King  is  fo  advertifed  of  your  @ilt, 
!  will  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  prefence. 
Crom.  No  way  admit  me,  am  I  fofoon  forgot? 
id  he  but  yefterday  embrace  my  Neck,  • 

id  faid  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  bimfelf, 
id  are  his  Princely  Ears  fo  much  bewitched 
'ith  fcandalous  Ignominy,  and  (land'rous  Speeches^j 
btnow  he  doth  deny  to  look  oo  me  ? 
'ell,  my  Lord  of  Wmchefierj  no  doubt  but  you 
re  much  in  favour  with  his  Ma jefty, 
^ill  you  bear  a  Letter  from  me  to  his  Grace  ? 
Gdrd.  Pardon  me,  Til  bear  no  Traitor's  Letterf* 
Cr§m.  Ha,  will  you  do  this  kindnefs  then? 
ell  him  by  Word  of  Mouth  what  I  ihall  fay  to  you, 
Gard.  That  will  L 

G^onh  But  on  your  Honour  will  you  ? 
Gard.  Ay,  on  my  Honour. 
Crom.  Bear  witncfs.  Lords. 
ell  him,  when  he  hath  known  you, 
fld  try'd  your  Faith  but  half  fo  much  as  mine^ 
e'U  find  you  to  be  the  falfefl:  hearted  Man 
England :  Pray  tell  him  this* 
Bed.  Be  patient,  good  my  Lord,  in  thefe  Extremities.^ 
Crom.  My  kind  and  honourable  Lord  of  Bedfixtd^ 
now  your  Honour  ilwsiys  lov*d  me  v^cW, 


"^kV 
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But,  pardon  me,  this  ftill  (hall  be  my  Theme, 
Gardiner  s  the  caufe  makes  Crdnpwell  lb  extream  ; 
Sir  Ralfh  Sadler^  pray  a  Word  with  you ; 
You  were  my  Man,  and  all  that  you  poflefs 
Came  by  my  means,  to  requite  all  this. 
Will  you  t^e  this  Letter  here  of  me. 
And  give  it  with  your  own  Hands  to  the  King. 

Sad.  I  kifs  your  Hand,  and  never  will  I  reft» 
E'er  to  the  King  this  be  delivered.  [Exh  Sadl( 

Crom.  Why  yet  Cromwell  hath  one  Friend  in  ftorc.  • 

Gard^  But  all  the  hafte  he  makes  (hall  beb^t  vain; 
Here's  a  difcharge  for  your  Prifoner^ 
To  fee  him  executed  prefently : 
My  Lord,  you  hear  the  tenor  of  your  Life.' 

Crom.  I  do  embrace  it,  welcome  my  laft  date^ 
And  of  this  gliftering  World  I  take  laft  leave» 
And,  Noble  Lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you : 
As  willingly  I  go  to  meet  with  Death, 
As  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  Breath ; 
FromTriafon  is  my  Heart  as  white  as  Snow9 
My  Death  only  procured  by  my  Foe : 
I  pray  commend  me  to  my  Sovereign  King^ 
And  tell  him  in  what  fort  his  Cromwell  dy'd. 
To  lofe  his  Head  before  his  Caule  was  try'd  5 
But  let  his  G^ace,  when  he  (ball  hear  my  Name^ 
Say  only  this,  Gardiner  procured  the  fame. 

Enter  joung  Cromwell. 

Lien.  Here  is  your  Son  come  to  take  his  leave. 

Crom.  To  take  his  leave  ?  Come  hither.  Hurry  CrpmweU 
Mark,  Boy,  the  laft  Words  that  I  (peak  to  thee; 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her  ; 
Gape  not  for  State,  yet  lofe  no  fpark  of  Honour; 
Ambition,  hke  the  Plague,  fee  thou  efchew  it  5 
I  die  for  Treafon,  Boy,  and  never  knew  it; 
Yet  let  thy  Faith  as  fpotlefs  be  as  mine. 
And  CromwelH  Virtues  in  thy  Face  (hall  (hine  •• 
Come,  go  along  and  fee  me  leave  my  Breathy 
And  ril  leave  thee  upon  the  fl  )or  of^  Death. 

Son.  O  Father,  I  fliall  die  to  fee  that  Wound, 
your  Bipod  being  fpilc  will  makemy  Heart  to  found* 
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Crom.  How,  Bey,  not  look  upon  the  Axe  ? 
4ow  fiiall  I  do  then  to  have  my  Head  ftrobk  ofF^ 
[^ome  on,  my  Child,  and  fee  the  end  of  all, 
^nd  after  (ay,  that  Gardiner  was  my  Fall. 

Gard.  My  Lord  you  fpeak  it  of  an  envious  Heart, 
[  hstve  done  no  more  than  Law  and  Equity. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  Lord  of  Wincheftarj  forbear ; 
[t  vould  better  feemed  you  to  been  abfent. 
Than  with  your  Words  difturb  a  dying  Man. 

Cr9m»  Who  me,  my  Lord?  no:  he  difturbs  not  me. 
My  Mind  he  ftirs  nott  tho'  his  mighty  Shock 
Hith  brought  more  Peers  Heads  down  to  the  Block. 
Parewe),  my  Boy,  all  Cromwell  can  bequeath^ 
Hy  hearty  Bleflirg,  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Hang.  I  am  your  Death's  Man,  pray  my  Lord  forgive  fne^ 

Crom.  Ev'n  with  my  Soul,  whyManthouartmy  Doftor,  ' 
%nd  bring'ft  me  precious  PhyHck  for  my  Soul; 
My  Lord  of  Bedford^  I  defire  of  you, 
Before  my  Peath  a  corporal  embrace. 

[Bedford  cotjf^  to  him%,  Cromwell  embraces  him» 
Parewel,  great  Hord,  my  Love  I  do  commend : 
Mv  Heart  to  you>  my  Soul  to  Heaven  |  fend; 
Ehis  is  my  Joy,  that  e'er  my  Body  fleet, 
"irGur  honoured  Arms  is  my  true  Winding,  (h  eet ; 
Parewel,  d^zr  Bedfordy  my  Peace  is  m^de  rn  Heav'n ; 
Thus  falls  great  Cromij^ell  a  poor  £11  in  length. 
To  rife  to  unmeafur'd  height,  wing*d  with  new  (Irength. 
The  Lands  of  Worms,  which  dying  Men  difcovcr. 
My  Soul  is  (hrin'd  with  Heaven's  Ccleftial  cover. 

[^Exeunt  Cromvftll  and  the  Officers,  and  other u 

Bed.  Well,  farewel  Cromwelly  the  trueft  Friend 
That  ever  Bedford  fliall  poffefs  again. 
Well,  Lords,  I  fear  when  this  Man  is  dead, 
You'll  wifli  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  Head. 

Enter  one  with  CromwelPi  Head. 

Offi.  Here  is  the  Head  of  the  deceafed  CronrwelU 
Bed.  Pray  ^lee  go  hence,  and  be^r  his  Head  away, 
Jnto  his  Body,  inter  thena  both  in  Clay. 

ErAcx 


}  1 1  o        the  Life  and  Death,  Sec.  | 

'  Eittir  Sir  Rtlph  Sadler. 

Sad.  How  nov  my  Lords,  what  is  Lord  O-tmjUell  itti] 
Bid.  Lord  Cromwell^s  Body  now  doth  vanti  Head. 
&id.  O  God.  a  little  fpeed  had  lav'd  his  Life* 

Here  is  a  kind  Reprieve  come  from  the  King, 

|To  bring  htm  ftraight  unto  his  Majefty.  ^ 

Smf,  Ay.  ay.  Sit  Ralph,  R  eprieves  come  now  too  lateH 
Gdrd.  My  Confcience  now  tells  me  this  Deed  was  ill  ;- 

Would  Chrift  that  Cromwell  were  alive  again. 

jV*r.  Come  let  us  to  the  King,  whom  well  X  boow. 

Will  grieve  for  QrmmeU,  that  his  Death  was  fo. 

{ExtHmt  9mm. 
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rHE  douhtful  Tttle,  Gentlemen,  frefixt 
Upon  the  Argument  nve  ba've  in  Hand, 
iy  breed  fufpence,  ^md  lurongfully  difturh 
'  peaceful  §i^et  of  your  fetled  Thoughts  : 
flop  nvhich  Scruple,  let  this  brief  ft^e, 
's  no  pamper  d  Glutton  *we  prefent, 
r  aged  Counfellor  to  youthful  Sin  ; 
f  one,  vohofe  Virtue  fione  above  the  refi, 
valiant  Martyr,  and  a  virtuous  Peer, 
nvhofe  true  Faith  and  Loyalty  exprejl 
to  his  Sovereign,  and  his  Country  s  iveal : 
ftrive  to  pay  that  Tribute  of  our  Love 
r  Favours  Merit  j  let  fair  Truth  be  grac'd^ 
ce  forgd  Invention  former  Time  defacd. 


Dramatis 


J  

Dramatis  Perfonas. 

Kl  NtxHcncy  the  Fifth. 
Sir  John  Oldcaftle,  L«r^Cobha«. 
Harpool,  Servant  to  the  Ztff^/Cdbham. 
L§rd  Herbert,  with  Gough  his  Man^ 
Lord  Powis,  with  Owen,  and  Davy,  his  Men. 
The  Mayor  of  Hetefordi  and  Sheriff  of  Httt^tiA 

(hire,  with  Bayliffs  and  Servants. 
Two  Judges  of  AJJize. 

The  Bifhop  of  Rochefter,  and  Clun  his  Sunmer. 
Sir  John  the  Tarfon  of  Wrotbam,  and  Doll  bis 

Concubine. 
The  ^uke  of  SufFoIk- 
The  Earl  of  Huntingcon. 
The  Earl  of  Cambridge. 
Lord  Scroop. 
Lood  Grey. 

Chartres  the  French  Agent. 
Sir  Roger  Afton. 

Sir  Richard  Lee. 

_f 

Majler  Bourn,  -j 

^^^^r  Bererley,  C  Rebels. 

Murlcy  the  Brewer  of  Dunftablc,  j 

Mafier  Butler,  Gentleman  of  the  Trivy-Cbamift^ 

Lady  Cobham. 

Lady  Powis. 

Cromer,  Sheriff  of  Kent. 

Lord  Warden  of  the  Cinque-Ports. 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 

The  May  or  ^  Conftabley  and  Goater  of  St.  Albans* 

A  Kcntifli  Con  ft  able  and  an  Ale -man. 

Soldiers  and  old  Men  begging. 

Dick  and  Tom,  Servants  to  Murley^ 

An  Irilhman. 
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ACT  I    SCENE  I. 

nter  Sheriffs  Lord  Herbert,  Lord  Powi^  Owen» 
Bmliffi  Gougb,  ondDdNy. 

SHERIFF. 
Y  Lords  I  charge  ye  in  his  Highoefs  Name* 
to  keep  the  Peace,  you  and  your  Follow- 
ers. 

Her.  Good  Matter  Sheriff,  look  unto  jour 
felf. 
Pow.  Do  fo,  for  we  have  other  Bufinefs, 
\_Proffcr  to  fight  ag*in. 
..'.  Will  ye  difturb  the  Judges,  and  the  Amze  I 
Hejt  the  King's  Proclamation,  ye  were  beft. 
fm.  Hold  then,  let's  hear  it. 
ftr.  But  be  brief,  ye  were  beft, 
Bid/.  O  yes. 
-D«7.  Coflbne,  make  fliorter  O,  or  IhaWmM  -josit'^Wi. 


.&»;  Oyes. 


Owt«' 
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Owen.  What,  has  her  nothing  to  fay,  btit  O  yes  ^ 

Bail.  O  if  es. 

lyavj:  O  n?y,  py  cofs  plut,  down  with  her,  down  with 
her.   A  PowiSi  a  Poms. 

Goftgh.  A  Herhkrty  a  Herbert^  and  down  with  Pffwis. 

\Helter  sksker  again, 

Sher.  Hold  in  the  King's  5lame,'  hold, 

Owen.  Down  with  a  Kanaves  Name,  down.      "^ 

[In  this  fight  the  Bailiff  is  k^oclCd  dowhp  and  the  Shtffl 

and  the  other  rnn  awajm 

Her.  PowiSy  I  think  thy  Welfh  and  thou  da  fonart; 

Pow.  Herbert,  I  think  my  Sword  came  near  thy  Hcirti 

Her.  Thy  Hearths  befl  Blood  (hall  pay  the  lofsof  mine. 

GoHgh.  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert. 

D^y.  A  PowiSy  a  Powis. 

As  thej  are  fighting.  Enter  the  Major  of  Hereford,  his 
Officers  and  Townfmen  with  Clubs. 

May.  My  Lords,  as  you  are  Liegemen^to  the  Crown, 
True  Noblemen,  and  Subjeds  to  the  King, 
Attend  his  Highnefs  Proclamation. 
Commanded  by  the  Judges  of  Affize, 
For  keeping  Peace  at  this  Affcmbly. 

Her.  Good  Matter  Mayor  of  Her  if  or d^  be  brief, 

Maj.  Serjeant,  without  the  Ceremonies  of  O  yes. 
Pronounce  aloud  the  Proclamation. 

Ser.  The  King's  Tuft  ices,  perceiving  what  Publick  MiT*; 
chief  may   enfue  tnis  private  Quarrel ;  in  his  MajefM" 
Name,  do  ftraitly  charge  and  command  all  Perfons, 
what  Degree  foever,  to  depart  this .  City  of  Hiroford^ 
cept  fuch  as  are  bound  to  give  attendance  at  this  Affi 
and  that  no  Man  prefume  to  wear  any  Weapon,  efpe( ' 
Welfli.Hooks,-  Foreft  Bills. 

Owen.  Haw  ?  No  pill  nor  Wells  hoog  ?  ha  ? 

May,  Peace>  and  hear  the  Proclamation.  '      , 

Ser.  And  that  the  Lord  Powis  do  prefendy  difperfe  inl] 
dircharge  his  Retinue,  and  depart  the  City  in  the  Kiog'H 
Peace,  he  and  his  Followers,  on  pain  of  Imprifonment. 

Davy.  Haw?  pud  her  Lord  Powis  in  Pnibn  \  KPi 
a  Powis.    CoGbon,  her  will  live  and  tye  with  her  Lord 

Cough.  A  Herbert,  a  Herbert. 
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is  fight  the  Lord  Herbert  is  wounded^  andfalU  to  the 
"outulf  the  Major  and  his  Compat^  cry  for  dubs  :  Fowls 
ns  anvoj^  Gough  and  Herbert'^  FaStion  are  bufie  about 
n.  Enter  the  two  Judges^  the  Sheriff  and  his  Bailiffs 
ire  them.  See. 

7^4Si»  Whereas  the  Lord  tierbert  ?  ts  he  hurt  or  (lain  ? 

er.  He's  here,  my  Lord. 

Jttdge.  How  fares  his  Lordftiip,  Friends? 

wh.  Mortally  wounded^  fpeechlefs^  he  cannot  \iv^4 

ptdge.  CotaVey  him  hence^   let  not  his  Wounds  take 

Air, 
get  him  dreft  with  Expedition, 

\Exit  L.  Herbert  and  Gough. 
cr  Mayor  of  Hereford^  Matter  Sheriff  o'th*  Shiic^ 
mit  Lord  P^is  to  fafe  Cuffody, 
nfwer  the  difiurbance  of  the  Peace, 
Herberis  Pm\  and  his  high  contempt 
5^  and  you  the  fling's  Commilfiohers, 
t  be  done  with  Care  and  Diligence. 
er.  Pleafe  it  your  Lordihip,  my  Lord  Powis  \i  gone 
11  recovery. 

^mdge.  Yet  let  fearch  be  made, 
pprehend  his  Followers  that  are  lefr^ 
r.  There  are  fome  of  them:  Sirs^  lay  hold  of  thep^ 
'fen.  Of  us  ?   and  why  ?  what  has  ^er  done,  I  pray 

nf.  Difarm  them,  Bailiffs^ 

^j.  Officers  affift. 

"vj.  Hear  you,  Lord  Shudge,  li^hat  reflTon  for  this? 

fen.  Coflbon,  pe  ^ufe  for  fighting  for  our  Lord? 

ftsdge.  K^fzy  with  them. 

vj.  Harg  you,  my  Lord. 

*en.  GoHgh  my  Lord  Herbert*^  Man's  a  (hitten  Kanave. 

VJ.  Ice  live  and  tye  in  good  Quarrel. 

^en.  Fray  you  do  fliuftice,  let  awl  be  Prifon. 

VJ.  Prifon,  no, 

Shudge,  I  wool  give  you  Pale,  good  Surety* 

)L.  Vr.  .  ,  A  a  ^'5Hiyl. 
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But,  pardon  me,  this  ftill  (hall  be  my  Theme^ 
Gardiner's  the  caufe  makes  Cromwell  lb  extream  ; 
Sir  Ralfh  Sadler^  pray  a  Word  with  you ; 
You  were  my  Man,  and  all  that  you  poflefs 
Came  by  my  means,  to  requite  all  this. 
Will  you  take  this  Letter  here  of  me, 
And  give  it  with  your  own  Hands  to  the  King. 

Sad.  I  kifs  your  Hand*  and  never  will  I  reft# 
E'er  to  the  King  this  be  dehvercd.  {Exh  Sad 

Grom.  Why  yet  GromweU  hath  one  Friend  in  ftorc*  • 

Gard^  But  all  the  hafte  he  makes  (hall  beb|it  vain ; 
Here's  a  difcharge  for  your  Prifoner, 
To  fee  him  executed  prefently : 
My  Lord,  you  hear  the  tenor  of  your  Life.' 

Crom.  I  do  embrace  it,  welcome  my  laft  dat^ 
And  of  this  gliftering  World  I  take  lau  leave» 
And,  Noble  Lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you : 
As  willingly  I  go  to  meet  with  Death, 
As  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  Breath ; 
FromTrsafon  is  my  Heart  as  white  as  Snow, 
My  Death  only  procured  by  my  Foe : 
I  pray  commend  me  to  my  Sovereign  King^ 
And  tell  him  in  what  fort  his  Cromwell  dy'd. 
To  lofe  his  Head  before  his  Caule  was  try'd ; 
But  let  his  Gj[ace,  when  he  (hall  hear  my  Nainq| 
Say  only  this,  Gardiner  procured  the  fame. 

Enter  young  Cromwell. 

Liefi.  Here  is  your  Son  come  to  take  his  leave. 

Crom.  To  take  his  leave  ?  Come  hither,  Hdrry  Cr$m7ifeli 
Mark,  Boy,  the  laft  Words  that  I  (peak  to  thee; 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her  ; 
Gape  not  for  State,  yet  lofe  no  fpark  of  Honour; 
Ambidon,  like  the  Plague,  fee  thouefchew  it; 
I  die  for  Treafon,  Boy,  and  never  knew  it ; 
Yet  let  thy  Faith  as  fpotlefs  be  as  mine. 
And  Cromwell's  Virtues  in  thy  Face  (hall  (hine  •• 
Come,  go  along  and  fee  me  leave  my  Breathy 
And  ril  leave  thee  upon  the  fl  xor  of  Death. 

Son.  O  Father,  I  (hall  die  to  fee  that  Wound, 
Your  Bipod  being  fpilt  will  makemy  Heart  to  found* 
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Grof9f.  How,  Bey,  not  look  upon  the  Axe  ? 
-low  fliall  I  do  then  to  have  my  Head  ftrobk  ofF^ 
Tome  on,  my  Child,  and  fee  the  end  of  all, 
Ind  after  iay,  that  Gardiner  was  my  Fall. 

Gard.  My  Lord  you  fpeak  it  of  an  envious  Heart, 
:  have  done  no  more  (han  Law  and  Equity. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  Lord  of  Wincheft^^  forbear ; 
t  would  better  feemed  you  to  been  abfcnr. 
Than  with  your  Words  difturb  s  dying  Man. 

Cr0m.  Who  me,  my  Lord?  no:  he  difturbs  not  me, 
My  Mind  he  ftirs  not»  tho*  his  mighty  Shock 
riith  brought  more  Peers  Heads  down  to  the  Block, 
"arewel,  my  Boy,  all  Cromwell  can  bequeath, 
•iy  hearty  Bleflirg,  fo  I  take  my  have. 

HdHg.  I  am  your  Death's  Man,  pray  my  Lord  forgive  fne^ 

Grpm.  Ev'n  with  my  $ouI>  whyManthouartmy  Do(5lor,  * 
Ind  bring'ft  me  precious  Phyfick  for  my  Souls 
My  Lord  of  Bedford^  I  defire  of  you, 
before  my  Peath  a  corporal  embrace. 

[Bedford  cotp^  to  bipf%  Cromwell  eml^races  l/im» 
*arewe},  great  Hord,  my  Love  I  do  commend : 
iy  Heart  to  you>  my  Soul  to  Heaven  I  fend; 
jhis  is  my  Joy,  that  e'er  my  Body  fleet. 
Tour  honoured  Arms  is  my  true  Winding,  (heet ; 
'irewely  AtztBedfordj  my  Peace  is  m^de  m  Heav*n ; 
rhus  falls  great  Cronnj^ell  a  poor  £11  in  length, 
To  rife  to  unmeafur'd  height,  wing'd  with  new  ftrength. 
rhe  Lands  of  Worms,  which  dying  Men  difcover. 
My  Soul  is  ihrin'd  with  Heaven's  Celeftial  cover. 

[^Exeunt  Cromwell  and  the  Officers^  dnd  otheru 

Bed.  Well,  farewel  Cromwell^  the  trueft  Friend 
That  ever  Bedford  (hall  poflfefs  again, 
Well,  Lords,  i  fear  when  this  Man  is  dead, 
Wll  wifh  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  Head. 

Enter  one  with  CromwellV  Hedd. 

Off.  Here  is  the  Head  of  the  deceafed  Cromwell. 
itd.  Pray  (hee  go  hence,  and  bear  his  Head  away, 
Unto  his  Body,  inter  them  both  in  Clay. 
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Roch,  They  give  themfelves  the  Names  of  Protcftantsi 
And  meet  in  Fields  and  folitary  Groves. 

S.  John.  Was  ever  heard,  my  Lord,  the  like  'till now? 
That  Thieves  and  Rebels,  'sbloud  Hereticks* 
Plain  Hereticks,  ill  ftand  to't  to  their  Teeth* 
Should  have,  to  colour  their  vile  Pradices, 
A  Title  of  fuch  worth,  as  Proteftant! 

Enter  one  with  n  Letter. 
Suf.  O  but  you  muft  not  fwear,  it  ill  becomes 
One  of  your  Coat,  to  rap  out  bloody  Oaths. 

Roch.  Pardon  htm,  good  my  Lord,  it  is  his  Zeal* 
An  honeft  Country  Prelate,  who  laments 
To  fee  fuch  foul  diforder  in  the  Church. 

S.  John.  There's  one  they  call  him  Sir  JohnOldcsfili. 
He  has  not  his  Name  for  nought :  For  like  a  Caftle 
Doth  he  encompafs  them  within  his  Walls, 
But  'till  that  Caftle  be  fubverted  quite. 
We  ne'er  (hall  be  at  quiet  in  the  Realm. 

Roch.  This  is  our  Suit,  my  Lord,  that  he  be  ca*en 
And  brought  in  queftion  for  his  Herefie: 
Befide,  two  Letters  brought  me  out  of  Wales^ 
Wherein  my  Lord  of  Hertford  writes  to  me. 
What  tumult  and  fedition  was  begun. 
About  the  Lord  Cobham^  at  the  Sizes  there. 
For  they  had  much  ado  to  calm  the  Rage, 
And  that  the  valiant  Herbert  is  there  flain. 

Suf.  A  Fire  that  muft  be  quench'd.  Well  (ay  no  nxv^ 
The  King  anon  goes  to  the  Council  Chamber, 
There  to  debate  of  Matters  touching  France^ 
As  he  doth  pafs  by,  FIl  inform  his  Grace 
Concerning  your  Petition.    Mafter  Bmlir^ 
If  I  forget,  do  you  remember  me. 
But.  I  will  my  Lord. 
Roch.  Not  as  a  Recompence, 
But  as  a  Token  of  our  Love  to  you,      [Offers  him  4  Pifrfi 
By  me,  my  Lords,  the  Clergy  doth  prefenc 
This  Purfe,  and  in  it  full  a  thoufand  Angels, 
Praying  your  Lordfliip  to  accept  their  Gift. 

Snf.  I  thank  them,  my  Lord  Biihop,for  their  love,^ 
But  will  not  take  their  Mony>  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  it  to  this  Gentleman,  you  may. 
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R0cb.  Sir*  then  we  crave  your  furtherance  herein. 

Bmt.  The  beft  I  can,  my  Lord  of  Rochejter. 

R^ch.  Nay,  pray  take  it,  truft  me  you  (hall. 

S.  John.  Were  ye  all  three  upon  JVhii  Market  Heath, 
bu  ihould  not  need  ftrain  curt^/ie  who  fliould  ha'r> 
r  yohn  would  quickly  rid  ye  of  that  care. 

Smf.  The  King  is  coming :  Fear  ye  not,  my  Lord, 
he  very  firft  thing  I  will  break  with  him 
lall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  the  King,  and  J^rl  of  Huntington  in  talk* 

King.  My  Lord  of  Smfolkj 
Its  it  not  faid  the  Clergy  did  refufe 
o  lend  us  Mony  toward  our  Wars  in  France  ? 

Smf.  It  was  my  Lord,  but  very  wrongfully. 

liw.  I  know  it  was :  For  Hnntington  here  tells  me 
fhey  have  been  very  bountiful  of  late. 

Simf.  And  ftill  they  vowj  my  gracious  Lord,  to  be  fb, 
ioping  your  Majefty  will  think  on  them 
As  of  your  loving  Subjedsy  and  fupprefs 
All  fuch  malicious  Erors  as  begin 
To  fpot  their  callings  and  difturb  the  Church. 

Kiing.  God  elfe  forbid :  why,  Suffolky 
[sdiere  any  new  Rupture  to  difquiet  them  ? 

Snf.  No  new,  my  Lord,  the  old  is  great  enough,^ 
And  fo  increafing,  as  if  not  cut  down, 
IViU  breed  a  fcandal  to  your  Royal  State, 
lUid  fet  your  Kingdom  quickly  in  an  uproar. 
The  Kentijb  Knight,  Lord  Cobham^  in  dcfpight 
3f  any  Law,  or  fpiritual  Difcipline, 
Maintains  this  upftart  new  Religion  flill, 
\nd  divers  great  Ademblies  by  his  means 
Ind  private  Quarrels  are  commenced  abroad, 
As  by  this  Letter  more  at  large,  my  Liege,  is  made  apparent. 

King.  We  do  find  it  here. 
There  was  in  Wales  a  certain  Fray  of  late 
between  two  Noblemen.    But  what  of  this? 
'ollows  it  ftraight  Lord  Cobham  muft  be  he 
)id  caufe  the  fame?  I  dare  be  fworn,  good  Knighty 
It  never  dream'd  of  any  fuch  contention. 

Roch.  But  in  his  Name  the  quarrel  did  be^vn^ 
wbour  the  Opinioa  which  he  held,  my  L\e^^» 

A  a  $  ^'''' 
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King.  What  if  he  did?  was  either  he  in  place 
To  take  part  with  them?  or  abett  them  in  it? 
If  brabiing  Fellows,  whofe  enkindled  Blood 
Seeths  in  their  fiery  Veins^  will  needs  go  fight. 
Making  their  Quarrels  of  fome  words  that  paft 
Either  of  you,  or  you,  amongft  their  Cups, 
Is  the  Fault  yours?  or  are  they  guilty  of  it? 

Suf.  With  pardon  of  your  Highnefs»  my  dread  Lord, 
Such  little  fparks  negleded,  may  in  time 
Grow  to  a  mighty  Flame.   But  that's  not  all. 
He  doth  beflde  maintain  a  ftrangt  Religion, 
And  will  not  be  compelled  to  come  to  Mafs. 

RocL  We  do  befeech  you  therefore,  gracious  Prince, 
Without  Offence  unto  your  Majefly, 
We  may  be  bold  to  ufe  Authority. 

King.  As  how  ? 

Roch.  To  fummon  him  unto  the  Arches, 
Where  fuch  Offences  have  their  Punifhment. 

King.  To  anfwer  perfonally,  is  that  your  meaning? 

Roch.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

King.  How  if  he  appeal  ? 

Roch.  My  Lord,  he  cannot  in  fuch  a  cafe  as  this. 

Stif.  Not  where  Religion  is  the  Plea,  my  Lord. 

King.  I  cook  it  always,  chat  our  felf  flood  on*c 
As  a  fufEcient  Refuge :  Unto  whom 
Not  any  but  might  lawfully  Appeal. 
But  we'll  not  argue  now  upon  that  point* 
For  Sir  John  OUcafiUy  whom  you  accufe. 
Let  me  intreat  you  Co  difpence  a  while 
With  your  high  Title  of  Preheminence.  [Infirm 

Report  did  never  yet  condemn  him  (o^ 
But  he  hath  always  been  reputed  Loyal: 
And  in  my  Knowledge  I  can  fay  thus  much, 
That  he  is  virtuous,  wife,  and  honourable. 
If  any  way  his  Confcience  be  feduc'd 
To  waver  in  his  Faith,  Til  fend  for  him. 
And  fchool  him  privately :  If  that  ferve  nor. 
Then  afterward  you  may  proceed  againft  him. 
Butlety  be  you  the  Meffenger  for  us. 
And  will  him  prefently  repair  to  Court.  [Exnm 
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S.John.  How  now  my  Lord?  why  ftand  you  difcontent  ? 
lofooth,  mechinks,  the  King  hath  well  decreed. 

Rochm  Ay,  ay.  Sir  John^  if  he  would  keep  his  Word : 
Sut  I  perceive  he  favours  him  fo  much 
ils  this  will  be  to  fmiU  Effeft,  I  fear. 

S.John.  Why  then  1*11  tell  you  what  you're  befl  to  do: 
If  you  fufpefi;  the  King  will  be  but  cold 
In  reprehending  him,  fend  you  a  Procefs  too 
To  ferve  upon  him>  fo  ye  may  be  fure 
To  make  him  anfwer'r,  howfoever  it  fall. 

RKh.  And  well  remembred*  I  will  have  it  fo, 
A  Snmner  (hall  be  fent  about  it  ftraight.  L^^^^* 

S.  John.  Yea>  do  fo.    In  the  mean  fpace  this  remains 
Bor  kind  Sir  John  of  Wrothamy  honeft  Jaci^. 
Methinks  the  Purfe  of  ®old  the  Bi(hop  gave 
Made  a  good  ihew,  it  had  a  tempting  Look: 
Kefhrew  me,  but  my  Fingers  ends  do  itch 
To  be  upon  thofe  golden  Ruddocks.  Well  'tis  thus; 
I  am  not  as  the  World  doth  take  me  for : 
[fever  Wolf  were  cloathed  in  Sheep's  Coat> 
Then  I  am  he;  old  huddle  and  twang  'ifaith: 
h  Prieft  in  ihew>  but,  in  plain  Terms,  a  Thief: 
ITet  let  me  tell  you  too>  an  honefl;  Thief; 
One  that  will  take  it  where  it  may  be  fparM, 
Ind  fpend  it  freely  in  good  Fellowfhip, 
[  have  as  many  Shapes  as  Proteus  had. 
That  ftill  when  any  Villany  is  done>  . 
There  may  no Ae  fufpeft  it  was  Sir  John. 
kfides,  to  comfort  me,  (for  what's  this  Life, 
except  the  crabbed  Bitternefs  thereof 
Be  fweetned  now  and  then  with  Letchery?) 
!  have  my  Doll^  my  Concubine  as  'twere. 
To  froIicK  with,  a  lufty  bouncing  Girl. 
3at  whilft  I  loiter  here,  the  Gold  may  fcape, 
lod  that  mud  not  be  fo :  It  is  mine  own. 
Therefore  I'll  meet  him  on  his  way  to  Court, 
Lnd  ftirive  him  of  it,  there  will  be  the  fport.  [Exif. 

Enter  four  poor  People^  feme  Soldiers^  fome  old  Men. 
I.  God  help,  God  help,  there's  Law  for  punilhing, 
ut  there's  no  Law  for  our  Neceffity : 

A  a  4  ^\vtxv 
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There  be  more  Stocks  to  fet  poor  Soldiers  in. 
Than  there  be  Houfes  to  relieve  them  at. 

Old  Man.  Ay,  Houfc-keeping  decays  in  every  place; 
Even  as  SuPcter  writ,  ftill  worfe  and  worfc. 

2.  Matter  Mayor  o£  Rochefier  has  given  command,  Ih 
none  fliall  go  abroad  out  of  the  Pariih,  and  has  fet  dowo  n 
Order  forfoothy  what  every  poor  Hou(holder  muft  give  fa 
our  reh'ef ;  where  there  be  fome  feiTed^  I  may  fay  to  yon, 
had  almoft  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

1 .  It  is  a  hard  World  the  while. 

Old  Man.  If  a  poor  Man  ask  at  Door  for  God's  lake,  thej 
ask  him  for  a  Licence  or  a  Certificate  from  a  Juflice. 

2.  Faith  we  have  none^  but  what  we  bear  upon  our  «B(V 
dies,  our  maim'd  Limbs,  God  help  us. 

4*  And  yet  as  lame  as  I  am,  V\\  with  the  King  intoFrmii 
if  I  can  but  crawl  a  Ship-board,  I  had  rather  be  flaifl  ip 
France^  than  ftarve  in  England. 

Old  Man.  Ha,  were  I  but  as  lufty  as  I  w^s^tSbr€wJfmJ 
Battel,  I  would  not  do  as  I  do;  but  we  are  now  come*  to 
the  good  Lord  Gotham's  Houfe,  the  beft  Man  to  the  Poor 
in  all  Kent. 
4*  God  blefs  him,  there  be  but  few  fuch. 

Enter  Cobham  >inth  Harpool. 
Cob.  Thou  peevifli  froward  Man,  what  wouldft  fkfi 

have  2 
Har.  This  Pride,  this  Pride^  brings  all  to  beggary, 
I  ferv'd  your  Father,  and  your  Grand&ther, 
Shew  me  fuch  two  Men  now :  No,  no. 
Your  Back5,  your  Backs ;  the  Devil  and  Pride 
Has  cut  the  Throat  of  all  good  Houfe-keeping, 
They  were  the  bett  Yeomens  Matters  that 
Ever  were  in  England. 

Cob.  Yea,  except  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthy  Knaves 
And  tturdy  Rogu€s  ttill  feeding  at  my  6ate» 
There  is  no  Hofpitality  with  thee. 

Har.  They  may  fit  at  the  Gate  well  enough,  but  theDc; 
vil  of  any  thing  you  give  them,  except  they'll  eat  StoneSt 

Cob.  *Tis  long  then  of  fuch  hungry  Knaves  as  you: 
Yea,  Sir,  here's  your  Retinue,  your  Guetts  be  come. 
They  know  their  Hours,  I  warrant  you. 

OU 
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Old  Mm.  God  blefs  your  Honour,  God  Tave;  the  good 
Lord  Cobham^  and  all  his  Houfe. 

S0U.  Good  your  Honour,    beftow  your   bleiTed  Alms 
Upon  poor  Men* 

Cob.  N0W9  Sir,  here  be  your  alms  Knights : 
Now  are  you  as  fafe  as  the  Emperor. 

Hdr.  My  alms  Knights  ?  Nay,  they're  yours  t 
It  is  a  (hame  for  you,  and  I'll  ftand  to't, 
Your  fooUHi  Alms  maintains  more  Vagabonds  ^ 

Than  all  the  Noblemen  in  Kent  befide. 
Out  you  Rogues,  you  Knaves,  work  for  you  LivingSt 
Alas,  poor  Men,  they  may  beg  their  Hearts  out, 
There's  no  more  Charity  among  Men 
Than  amongft  fo  many  Maftive  Dogs. 
*  What  make  you  here,  you  needy  Knaves  ? 
Awayt.  away,  you  Villains. 

2  SoU.  I  befeech  you*  Sir,  be  good. 

Cok  Nay*  nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough*  I  think  that 
all  the  Beggars  in  this  Land  are  thy  Acquaintance  :  go  be- 
fiow  your  Alms,  none  will  controul  you.  Sir. 

iftir.  What  fliould  I  give  them  ?  you  are  grown  fo  Beg- 
garly* that  you  can  fcarce  give  a  bit  of  Bread  at  your  Door : 
you  talk  of  your  Religion  fo  long,  that  you  have  banifh'd 
Charity  from  you  :  a  Man  may  make  a  Flax-(hop  in  your 
Kitching  Chimnies,  for  any  Fire  there  is  flirring. 

Cob.  It  thou  wilt  give  them  nothings  fend  them  hence  : 
Let  them  not  ftand  here  ftarving  in  the  Cold. 

H^r.  Who*  I  drive  them  hence?  If  I  drive  poor  Men 
from  the  Door,  Til  be  hanged :  I  know  not  what  I  may  come 
to  my  felf :  Cod  help  ye  poor  Knaves,  ye  fee  the  World. 
Well,  you  had  a  Mother :  O  God  be  with  thee  good  Lady, 
thy  Soul's  at  reft  :  (he  gave  more  in  Shirts  and  Smocks  to 
poor  Children*  than  you  fpcnd  in  your  Houfe,  and  yet  you 
live  a  Beggar  too. 

Cob.  Ev'n  the  worft  deed  that  ever  my  Mother  did. 
Was  in  relieving  fuch  a  Fool  as  thou. 

Hot.  Ay*  I  am  a  Fool  ftill :  with  all  your  Wit  you'll  die  a 
Beggar,  go  too. 

Cob^  Go,  you  old  Fool,  give  the  poor  People  fomethirg : 
Go  in  poor  Men  into  the  inner  Court,  and  t^^^  CvxcVv  KVcxv^'^^ 
there  is  to  be  bad f 
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Sold.  God  blefs  your  Honour. 

Hiir.  Hang  you  Rogues,  hang  you,  there's  nothinjg  b 
Mifery  amongft  you,  you  fear  no  Law,  you.  [£* 

Oldm.  God  blefs  you  good  Mafter  Ralph,  God  favc  yoi 
Life,  you  are  good  to  the  Poor  dill. 

Enter  the  Lord  Powis  dijguifed. 

Cob.  What  Fellow's  yonder  comes  along  the  Grove? 
Few  PafTengers  there  be  that  know  this  way  ; 
Methinks  he  flops  as  though  he  (laid  for  me. 
And  meant  to  (hroud  himfcif  among  the  Bulhes, 
I  know  the  Clergy  hates  me  to  the  Death, 
And  my  Religion  gets  me  many  Foes : 
And  this  may  be  fome  dcfperate  Rogue 
Suborn'd  to  work  me  Mifchief :  as  pleafeth  God. 
If  he  come  toward  me,  fure  TJl  ftay  bis  coming. 
Be  he  butone  Man,whdtfoe'cr  he  be.     [Lord^o^'iscomes^n 
I  have  been  well  acquainted  with  that  Face* 

Pow.  Well  met,  my  Honourable  Lord  and  Friend. 

Coh.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,  whatever  you  be; 
But  of  this  fudden,  Sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 

Pow.  I  am  one  that  wiflieih  well  unto  your  Honour, 
My  Name  is  Powis,  an  old  Friend  of  yours. 

Cob.  My  Honourable  Lord,  and  worthy  Friend, 
What  makes  your  Lordlhip  thus  alone  in  Kent} 
And  thus  difguifed  in  this  ftrange  Attire  ? 

Pow.  My  Lord,  an  uncxpcfted  accident  ^ 

Hath  at  this  time  enforced  me  to  thefe  Parts, 
And  thus  it  hapt.     Not  ytt  full  five  Days  fince. 
Now  at  the  laft  Affizs  at  Hereford^ 
It  chanc'd  that  the  Lord  Herbert  and  my  fell^ 
*Mongft  other  things  difcourfing  at  the  Table, 
To  fall  in  Speech  about  fome  certain  Points 
Of  Wickliff\  Djiftrine  'gainft  the  Papacy, 
And  the  Religion  Catholick  maintained 
'"  Through  the  m^ft  part  of  Eurofe  at  this  day. 
This  wilful  tefly  Lord  ftuck  not  to  fay. 
That  Wickliff'^zs  a  Knave,  a  Schifmatick, 
His  Doftrine  devilifli  and  Heretical : 
And  whatfoever  he  was  maintained  the  fame. 
Was  Traitor  both  to  God,  and  to  his  Country. 
Being  moved  at  his  petem^ior^  S^ttcVx 
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Id  him,  (bme  maincain'd  thofe  Opinions, 
[7,  and  truer  Subjtfts  than  Lord  Herbert  was : 
1  he  replying  in  comparifons* 

ir  Name  was  urg'd,  my  Lord,  againft  this  challenge, 
be  a  perfeft  favourer  of  the  Truth. 
i  to  be  ihort,  from  words  we  ftll  to  blows, 
j:  Servants,  and  our  Tenants  taking  parts. 
lOy  on  both  fides  hurt :  and  for  an  Hour 
le  broil  by  no  means  could  be  pacific d, 
itil  the  Judges  riHng  from  the  liench» 
src  in  their  Perfons  forc'd  to  part  the  fray, 
Cokm  I  hope  no  Man  was  violently  (lain. 
Pow^  Faith  none  I  truft,  but  the  Lord  Herbert\  felf, 
ho  is  in  truth  fo  dangeroufly  hurt, 
it  is  doubted  iie  can  hardly  fcape. 
Cob.  I  am  forry,  my  good  Lord,  of  thefe  ill  News. 
Turuf.  This  is  the  caufe  that  drives  me  into  Ktnt^ 
^  (hroud  my  felf  with  you  fo  good  a  Friend, 
Itil  I  hear  how  things  do  fpeed  at  home. 
job.  Your  Lordihip  is  mofl  welcome  unto  C!?^/?^!^  •* 
It  I  am  very  forry,  my  good  Lord, 
^  Name  was  brought  in  queftion  in  this  matter^ 
uifidering  I  have  many  Enemies 
lat  threaten  Malice,  and  do  lie  in  wait 
\  take  the  vantage  of  the  fmaliefl  thing. 
It  you  are  welcome,  and  repofe  your  Lordihip, 
id  keep  your  felf  here  fecret  in  my  Houfe, 
Dtil  we  hear  how  the  Lord  Herbert  fpceds. 

Enter  Harpool. 
ire  comes  my  Man :  Sircah,  what  News  ? 
ftir.  Yonder 's  one  Mr.  Bntler  of  the  Privy  Chamber,  is 
Jit  unto  you  from  the  King. 

fvw.  Pray  God  the  Lord  Herbert  be  not  dead,  and  the 
Ing  hearing  whither  I  am  gone,  hath  fent  for  me. 
Cob.  Comfort  your  felf,  my  Lord,  I  warrant  you. 
Hot.  Fellow,  what  ails  thee  ?   do'fl  thou  quake  ?    do'ft 
'oufliake?  do'fl  thou  tremble  ?  ha? 
Cob.  Peace,  you  old  Fool :  Sirrah,  convey  this  Gentleman 
^he  back  way,  and  bring  the  other  into  the  walk. 
ffar.  Come,  Sir,  you're  welcome,  if  you  lovt  m^  \-w4.* 
-Pew.  Gnmcrcy,  gentle  Friend,  \ExtHti*^* 
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Cob.  I  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be  long 
Before  I  heard  of  fomething  from  the  King, 
About  this  matter. 

Enter  Harpool,  with  Mdfier  Butler. 

Har.  Sir,  yonder  my  Lord  walks,  you  fee  him ; 
ni  have  your  Men  into  the  Sellar  the  while. 

Gb.  Welcome,  good  Mafter  Butler. 

But.  Thanks,  my  good  Lord:  his  Majefty  doth  commeod 
his  Love  unto  your  Lord  (hip,  and  wills  you  to  repair  unto 
the  Court. 

Cob.  God  blefs  his  Highnefs,  and  confound  his  Enemiesy 
I  hope  his  Majefty  is  well? 

But.  In  good  Health,  my  Lord. 

Cob.  God  long  continue  it :  methinks  you  look  as  thougli 
you  were  not  well,  what  ails  ye>  Sir  ? 

But.  Faith  I  have  had  a  fooliih  odd  mifchtnce,  that  ai»> 
gcrs  me :  coming  over  Shoot er^-HiUj  there  came  one  to  me 
like  a  Sailor,  and  askt  me  Mony ;  and  whilft  I  ftaid  my  Horfe 
to  draw  my  Purfe,  he  takes  th'  advantage  of  a  little  Bank 
and  leaps  behind  me,  whips  my  Purfe  away,  and  with  afud- 
den  jerk,  I  know  not  how,  threw  me  at  leaft  three  Yards  out 
of  my  Saddle ;  I  never  was  fo  robb'd  in  all  my  Life. 

Cob.  I  am  very  forry.  Sir,  for  your  mifchance ;  wc  will 
fend  our  Warrant  forth,  to  ftay  fuch  fufpicious  Perfons  4 
ihall  be  found,  then  Mr.  Butler  we'll  attend  you. 

But.  I  humbly  thank  your  Lordfhip,  I  will  attend  you. 

Enter  the  Sumner. 

Sum.  I  have  the  Law  to  warrant  what  I  do,  and  thon^ 
the  Lord  Cobham  be  a  Nobleman,  that  difpenfes  not  widil 
Law,  I  dare  ferve  a  Procefs  were  he  five  Noblemen,  though  i 
we  Sumner s  make  fometimes  a  mad  flip  in  a  corner  with  a| 
pretty  Wench,  a  Sumner  muft  not  go  always  by  feeing:  t.l 
Man  may  be  content  to  hide  his  Eyes  where  he  may  feel  his^ 
Profit.  Wei],  this  is  Lord  Cobhan^s  Houfe,  if  I  cannot  i 
fpeak  with  him,  I'll  clap  my  Citation  upon's  Door,  fo  mji 
Lord  of  Rochefier  bad  me ;  but  methinks  here  comes  one  of| 
his  Men.  i 

Har.  Welcome  Good-fellow,  welcome,  who  woaId*ft  ihoai 
fpeak  with  ? 

Sftf^,  With  my  Lord  Cobham  I  woufd  fpeak,  if  thou  be! 
one  of  his  Men, 
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Hdr.  Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  Men»  but  thou  cinti  not  fpeak 
irith  my  Lord. 

Smm.  May  I  fend  to  him  then  ? 

Har.  rU  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  Errand. 

Sum.  I  will  not  tell  my  Errand  to  thee. 

Har.  Then  keep  it  to  thy  felf,  and  walk  like  a  Knave  as 
Jiou  cam'ft 

Smnm  I  tell  thee«  my  Lord  keeps  no  Knaves^  Sirrah. 

Har.  Then  thou  ferveft  him  not>  I  believe.  What  Lord 
s  thy  Mafter  i 

Sttm.  My  Lord  of  Rochefier. 

Hari  In  good  time:  and  what  would'ft  thou  have  with 
my  Lord  Cobham  ? 

Smm.  I  come  by  vertue  of  a  Procefs^  to  cite  him  to  ap- 
lear  before  my  Lord  in  the  Court  at  Rochefier. 

Har.  ajide.  Well,  God  grant  me  Patience,  I  could  eac 
jiis  Counger.  My  Lord  is  not  at  homf,  therefore  it  were 
{ood,  Sumnery  you  carried  your  Procefs  back. 

Stim.  Why*  if  he  will  not  be  fpoken  withal,  then  will  I 
cave  it  here,  and  fee  that  he  take  Knowledge  of  it. 

Har.  'Zounds  you  Slave,  do  you  fet  up  your  Bills  here : 
$0  tooy  take  it  down  again.  Doft  thou  know  what  thou 
loft?  Dofl  thoa  know  on  whom  thou  ferveft  a  Procefs? 

Sam.  Yes>  marry  do  I,  on  Sir  yohn  Oldcafile^  Lord 
Mbam. 

Har.  I  am  glad  thou  knowcft  him  yet :  and  Sirrah,  doft 
lot  know  that  the  Lord  Cobham  is  a  brave  Lord,  that  keeps 
Bood  Beef  and  Beer  in  his  Houfe*  and  every  Day  feeds  a 
Dundred  poor  People  at's  Gate,  and  keeps  a  hundred  tall 
Fellows? 

SMm.  What's  that  to  my  Procefs  ? 

Har.  Marry  this.  Sir,  is  this  Procefs  Parchment? 

Sum.  Yes  marry  is  ir. 

Har.  And  this  Seal  Wax  ? 

Sum.  It  is  fo. 

Har.  If  this  be  Parchment,  and  this  VVix,  eat  you  this 
Parchment  and  this  Wax,  or  I  will  make  Parchment  of  your 
Skin,  and  beat  your  Brains  into  Wax.  Sirrah,  SHmncr^  di- 
})itch»  devour.  Sirrah,  devour. 

Sum,  I  am  my  Lord  of  Rochefief%  Sumner^  I  came  to  do 

Dy  Office^  and  thou  (halt  anf\^'er  it. 

Hat 
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Har.  Sirral^^  no  railing;  but  betake  your  felf  to  your 
Teeth,  thou  Ihalt  eat  no  worfe  than  thou  bring'ft  with  the^ 
thou  bring'ft  it  for  my  Lord,  and  wilt  thou  bring  hiyLord 
worfe  than  thou  wilt  eat  thy  felf? 

Sum.  Sir,  I  brought  it  not  my  Lord  to  cat. 

Har.  O,  do  you  Sir  me  now;  all's  one  for  that,  PB 
make  you  eat  ir,  for  bringing  it. 

Sum.  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Har.  Can  you  not?  *sbIood  Pll  beat  you  till  vou  havci 
Stomach.  [Bents  him 

Sum.  O  hold,  hold,  good  Mr.  Servingman,  I  will  eat  iL 

Hur.  Be  champing,  be  chawing,  Sir,  or  I'll  chaw  yoU| 
you  Ropue,  the  oureft  of  the  Hony. 

Sum.  Tough  Wax  is  the  pureft  Hony. 

Har.  O  Lord,  Sir,  oh,  oh. 
Feed,  feed,  *tis  wholfome.  Rogue,  wholfome. 
Cannot  yoiT,  like  an  honed  Sumner^  walk  with  the  Devil 
your  Brother,  to  fetch  in  your  Bailiff's  Rents;  but  yoil 
muft  come  to  a  Noble  Man's  Houfe  with  Procefs?  If  thy 
Seal  were  as  broad  as  the  Lead  that  covers  Rochefier  Churdb 
thou  (hould'ft  eat  it. 

Sum.  O,  I  am  almoft  choak'd,  I  am  almoft  choak'd. 

Har.  Who's  within  there?  will  you  (hame  my  Lord,  is 
there  no  Beer  in  the  Houfe?  Butler,  I  fay. 

Euter  Butter. 

But.  Here,  here. 

Har.  Give  him  Beer.  [He  drmkf  I 

There  :  tough  old  Sheepskins,  bare  dry  Meat.  I 

Sum.  O,  Sir,  let  me  go  no  further,  FU  eat  my  word. 

Har.  Yea  marry,  Sir,  I  mean  ye  Ihall  eat  naore  than  yoitf 
own  word,  for  I'll  make  you  eat  all  the  words  in  theProcefii 
Why  you  Drab-monger,  cannot  theSecrets  of  all  the\ycnclics 
in  a  Shire  ferve  your  turn,  but  you  muft  come  hither  with  a  j 
Citation  with  a  Pox?  Dl  cite  you.  I 

A  Cup  of  Sack  for  the  Sumner.  j 

But.  Here,  Sir,  here.  { 

Har.  Here,  Slave,  I  drink  to  thee,  ' 

Sum.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Har.  Now  if  thou  find'ft  thy  Stomach  well,  becaufethott  : 
fhalt  fee  my  Lord  keeps  Meat  in's  Houfe,  if  thou  wilt  go  in  \ 
thou  Jdialt  have  a  pigce  of  Beef  to  thy  Bceak-faft*  ' 
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Snm.  No,  I  am  very  well,  good  Matter  Servingman,  I 
hank  you,  very  well.  Sir. 

Har.  I  am  glad  on'c,  then  be  walking  tovr^rds  Rochefier  to 
ceep  your  Stomach  warm.  And  SHmner^  if  I  do  know  you 
Jifturb  a  good  Wench  within  this  Diocefs,  if  Ido  not  make 
:hee  eat  her  Petticoat,  if  there  were  four  Yards  of  Kentifh 
Cloth  in't,  I  am  a  Villain. 
Sfim.  God  be  w'yc,  Mafter  Servingman.  [Exit. 

Hdr.  FarewcU  Sumner. 

Enter  Conftable. 

Con.  Save  you,  Mafter  Harpool. 

Hot.  Welcome  Conftable,  welcome  Conftable,  what 
News  with  thee  ? 

Con.  An't  pleafe  you*  M^Rcr  Harpool^  I  am  to  make  Hue 
and  Cry  for  a  Fellow  with  one  Eye,  that  has  rob'd  two 
Clothiers,  and  am  to  crave  your  hindrance  to  fearch  all  fu* 
fpeded  Places;  and  they  fay  there  was  a  Woman  in  the 
Company. 

Har.  Haft  thou  been  at  the  Ale-houfe  ?  haft  thou  fought 
there? 

C0n.  I  durft  not  fearch  in  my  Lord  Cobham*s  Liberty,  cx»- 
cept  I  had  fome  of  his  Servants  for  my  Warrant. 

Har.  An  honeft  Conftable,  call  forth  him  that  keep  the 
Ale-houfe  there. 

Con.  Ho,  who's  within  there  ? 

AU-man,  Who  calls  there?  Oh,  is't  you,  Mr.  Conftable^ 
Md  Mr.  Harpool  f  you're  welcome  with  all  my  Heart,  what 
make  you  here  fo  early  this  Morning? 

Har.  Sirrah,  what  Strangers  do  you  lodge  ?  there  is  a 
Robbery  done  this  Morning,  and  we  are  to  fearch  for  all 
fufpeAed  Perfons. 

jile^man.  Gods-bores,  I  am  forry  for't.  Ffaith,  Sir,  I 
lodge  no  body,  but  a  good  honeft  Prieft,  call'd  Sir  John  a 
Wrotham^  and  a  handfome  Woman  that  is  his  Nccce,  that  he 
fays  he  has  fome  Suit  in  Law  for,  and  as  they  go  up  and  down 
to  London^  fometimes  they  lie  at  my  Houfe. 

Har.  What,  is  flie  here  in  thy  Houfe  now? 

AUmm.  She  is.  Sir :  I  promife  you.  Sir,  he  is  a  quiet 
Man,  and  becaufe  he  will  not  trouble  too  many  Rooms,  he 
makes  the  Woman  lie  every  Night  at  his  Bed%  lB^^t% 

Har.  Uri/7/?  her  forth,  Conftable,  bt\Tig\vw\otx!cv>Vd^^^^ 
ier.  Jet's  f€€  her.  ^^^ 
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Alt^man.  Dorothy^  you  muft  come  down  to  Matter  Con- 
ftable. 

Doll*  A-non  forfooth.  [She  tmcrs, 

Har.  Welcome,  fweet  Lafs,  welcome. 

D9IU  I  thank  you^.  good  Sir»  and  Mafter  Conftable  alfo. 

Har.  A  plump  Girl  by  the  Mafs,  a  plump  Girl;  ha, 
V^l,  ha.  Wile  thou  fotfake  the  Prieft,  and  go  withmci 
Doll? 

Con.  Ah!  well  faid,  Mafter  Harp$ok  you  are  a  merry  old 
Man  i'faith ;  you  will  never  be  old  now  by  the  Mack,  1 
pretty  Wench  indeed. 

Har.  Ye  old  mad  merry  Conftable,  art  thou  advis'd  of 
that  ?  Ha,  well  faid  DoUj  fill  fome  Ale  here. 

Doll  dfide.  Ob,  if  Iwift  this  old  Prieft  would  not  ftickto 
me,  by  Jove  I  would  ingle  this  old  Serving-man* 

Har.  O  you  old  mad  Colt,  i'faith  I'll  ferk  you :  fill  all 
the  Pots  in  the  Houfe  there. 

Con.  Oh !  well  faid,  Mafter  Harpoolj  you  are  a  Heart  of 
Oak  when  alFs  done. 

Har.  Ha  Doll^  thou  haft  a  fweet  pair  of  Lips  by  tbe 
Mafs. 

Doll.  Truly  you  arc  amoft  fweet  old  Man,  as  ever  Ifaw^ 
by  my  Trotb,  you  have  a  Face  able  to  make  any  Wooun  ini 
Love  with  you. 

Har.  Fill,  fweet  Doll,  III  drink  to  thee. 

Doll.  I  pledge  you.  Sir,  and  thank  you  therefore,  and  U 
pray  you  let  it  come.  J 

Har.  {/mbracing  her"]  Dollj  canft  thou  love  me2  a  nud 
merry  Lafs,  would  to  God  I  had  never  feen  thee, 

Doll.  1  warrant  you,  you  will  not  out  of  my  Thoughtl 
this  Twelvemonth,  truly  you  are  as  full  |of  Favour,  as  aof 
Man  may  be.  Ah  thefe  fweet  (Sray  Locks,  by  my  Trati 
they  are  moft  lovely. 

Con.   Cuds  bores,   Mafter  Harpoolj  I'll  have  one  Bnftl 

too.  i 

Har.  No  licking  for  you,  Conftable,  hand  o£F,  hand  ofijj 

Con.  Berlady  I  love  Kifting  as  well  as  you.  i 

Doll.  Oh,  you  are  an  odd  Boy,  you  have  a  wanton  Eye 

of  your  own :   ah  you  fweet  Sugar-lipt  wanton,  you  will 

win  as  many  Womens  Hearts  as  come  in  your  Company. 

"  '  ■".     Enm 
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Enter  Prieft. 

Priejt.  DoBf  come  hither, 

Hdr.  Priefti  fhe  (hall  nor. 

DolL  ril  come  anon,  fweec  Love. 

Priefi'.  Hand  ofF,  old  Fornicator. 

Hot.  Vicar,  Til  fit  here  in  fpight  of  thee,  is  this  ftufF  for 
t  Prieft  to  carry  up  and  down  with  him? 

PrUjt.  Sirrah,  doft  thou  not  know  that  a  good  Fellow  Par- 
fon  may  have  a  Chappel  of  £afe,  where  his  Pariih  Church 
is  fir  offi 

Har.  You  Whorfon  ftorfd  Vicar. 

Priefi.  You  old  ftale  Ruffin,  you  Lion  of  Cot/oL 

Hut.  'Zounds,  Vicar,  Til  geld  you.  \Pliti  upon  him. 

Cm.  Keep  the  King's  Peace. 

Doll.  Murder,  murder,  murder  ! 

AU-man.  Hold,  as  you  are  Men,  hold ;  for  God's  fake  be 
quiet :  put  up  your  Weapons,  you  draw  not  in  my  Houfe« 

Hot,  You  Whorfon  Bawdy  Prieft. 

Pr'ie^.  You  old  Mutton-monger. 

Con.  Hold,  Sir  John^  hold. 

T>M.  I  pray  thee,  fweet  Heart,  be  quiet,  I  was  but  fitting 
to  drink  a  Pot  of  Ale  with  him,  even  as  kind  a  Man  as  ever 
I  met  with. 

Har.  Thou  art  a  Thief,  I  warrant  thee. 

Pricfi^.  Then  I  am  but  as  thou  haft  been  in  thy  Days, 
let's  not  be  alham'dof  our  Trade*  the  King  has  been  a  Thief 
lumfelf. 

J>oll.  Come,  be  quiet,  haft  thou  fped? 

Priefl.  I  have.  Wench,  here  be  Crowns  i'faitfa. 

Doll.  Come,  let's  be  all  Friends  then. 

Cm.  Well  faid,  Miftrefs  Dorothj. 

Har.  Thou  art  the  maddeft  Prieft  that  ever  I  met  with. 

Priefi.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  thou  art  as  good  a  Fellow : 
I  am  a  Singer,  a  Drinker,  a  Bencher,  aWencher;  I  can  fay  a 
Mafi»  and  kifs  a  Lafs :  Faith,   I  have  a  Parfonage,   and  be* 
caufe  I  would  not  be  at  too  much  Charges,  this  Wench 
laireth  me  for  a  Sexton. 
Hot.  Well  faid,  mad  Prieft*  we'll  in  and  be  Friends. 

"^  \ExcHnt. 
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Enur  Sir  Roger  Afton,  Mafier  Bourn,    Mafter  Beverley^ 
and  William  Murley  the  Brewer  o/DunlUblc. 
AB.  Now  Mafter  Mnrlej,  I  ani  well  affur'd 
You  know  our  Errand,  and  do  like  the  Caufe, 
Being  a  Man  aflFeded  as  we  are. 

Mur.  Marry  God  dild  ye  dainty  my  dear  :  No  Ma- 
fter, good  Sir  Roger  yiSton^  Mafter  Bonrnj  and  Mafter 
Beverlejy  Gentlemen  and  Jufticcs  of  the  Peace,  no  Mafteff 
J,  but  plain  WtUiam  Mmlej  the  Brewer  of  Dun^Me^  your 
honeft  Neighbour  and  your  Friend,  if  ye  be  Men  ot  my 
Profeffion- 

Bev.  Profcffed  Friends  to  TTtcklijf;  Foes  to  Rome. 
Aiftr.  Hold  by  me.  Lad,  lean    upon  that  Staff,  good 
Mafter  Beverley^  all  of  a  Houfe,  fay  your  Mind,  fay  youf 
Mind. 

jiH.  You  know  our  Faftion  now  is  grown  fo  great 
Throughout  the  Realm,  that  it  begins  to  fmoak 
Into  the  Clergies  Byes,  and  the  King's  Ears  ; 
High  time  it  is  that  we  were  drawn  to  heady 
Our  General  and  Officers  appointed. 
And  Wars  ye  wot,  will  ask  great  ftore  of  Coin, 
Abie  to  ftrength  our  adion  with  your  Purfe, 
You  are  Elefted  for  a  Colonel 
Over  a  Regiment  of  fifteen  Bands. 

Afnr.  Fue,  paltry>  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bifr 
more  or  lefs  upon  occafion.  Lord  have  Mercy  upon  uij 
what  a  World  is  this !  Sir  Roger  ASlofh  I  am  bur  a  Dmfti^ 
ble  Man,  a  plain  Brewer,  ye  know  :  Will  lufty  Cavclierinf 
Captains  (Gentlemen)  come  at  my  calling,  go  at  my  bid 
ding?  dainty  my  Dear,  they'll  do  a  Dog  of  Wax,  a  HotI 
of  Cheefe,  a  Prick  and  a  Pudding ;  no,  no,  ye  muftappota 
fome  Lord  or  Knight  at  leaft,  to  that  place. 

Bot^.  Why,  Mafter  Mnrlej^  you  fliall  be  a  Knight: 
Were  you  not  in  Eleftion  to  be  Sheriff? 
Have  ye  not  pafs'd  all  Offices  but  that  ? 
Have  ye  not  Wealth  to  make  your  Wife  a  Lady? 
I  warrant  you,  my  Lord,  our  General 
Bcftows  that  Honour  on  you,  at  firft  fight. 

Ainr.  Marry  God  dild  ye  dainty  my  Dear : 
But  tell  me,  who  (hall  be  our  General, 
^here's  the  Lord  Cobham,  Sir  JohnOldcafiUy 


Sir  John  OldcaftJe.  5 1 3  j 

That  noble  Alms-giver,  Houfe-kceper,  virtuous, 
Religious  Gentleman  i  Come  to  me  there.  Boys, 
Come  to  me  there. 
A^.  Why,  who  but  he  fhall  be  our  General  ? 
Mur.  And  (hall  he  Knight  me,  and  make  me  Colonel  { 
jiS.  My  word  for  that*  Sir  William  MurUj  Knight. 
Mur.   Fellow,  Sir  Roger  ASon  Knight,    all    Fellows  I 
mean  in  Arms»  how  ftrong  are  we  ?  how  many  Partners  i 
Our  Enemies  befide  the  King  are  mighty,  be  it  more  or  lefs 
upon  occafion,  reckon  our  Force. 

ji£t.  There  arc  of  iis,  our  Friends,  and  Followers, 
Three  thoufand  and  three  hundred  at  the  leaft: 
Of  Northern  Lads  four  thoufand,  befide  Horfe; 
From  JCph/  there  comes  with  Sir  John  OldcafiU 
Seven  thoufand:  then  (torn London  iffue  out, 
OfMaftcrs,  Servants,  Strangers,  Prentices. 
Forty  odd  thoufand  into  Picket  Field, 
Where  we  appoint  our  fpecial  Randevouz. 

Aimr.  Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  our,  to  and  fro.  Lord 
have  Mercy  upon  us,  what  a  World  is  this!  Where's  that 
Hckfit  Field,  Sir  Roger  ? 
-rfff.  Behind  St,  Gila's  in  the  Field,  near  Holbonrn. 
Mmr.  NcwgAtt^  up  Holbourn^  St.  Giltf%  in  the  Field,  and 
to  Tjbwrn^  an  old  fay.     For  the  Day,  for  the  Day? 

AH.  On  Fridaj  next,  the  Fourteenth  day  of  January. 
^  Mur.,  Tilly  vally,  truft  me  never  if  I  have  any  liking  of 
^t  Day*     Fue,  paltry,  paltry,  Friday^  quoth  a,  difmal  day, 
XUdermaS'daj  this  Year  was  Friday. 
»   Bevm  Nay  Mafter  Mnrlej^  if  you  obfervc  fuch  days, 

STe  make  fome  queftion  of  your  Conflancy, 
U  bays  are  alike  to  Men  refolv'd  in  Right. 
Mur.  '  Say  Amen,  and  fay  no  more,  but  fay  and  hold 
Mafler  Beverley  :  Friday  next,  and  Fick^t  Field,  and  William 
Mmrley  and  his  merry  Men  (hall  be  all  one  :  I  have  half  a 
core  Jades  that  draw  my  Beer  Carts,  and  every  Jade  ftiall 
lear  a  Knave,  and  every  Knave  ihall  wear  a  Jack,  and  eve- 
y  fack  (hall  have  a  Scull,  and  every  Scull  ftiall  fliew  a  Spear, 
nd  every  Spear  (hall  kill  a  Foe  atFickct  Field,  at  fici^r  Field  : 
fohn  and  Tom,  Dicl^  and  Hodge^  Ralph  and  Rohin^  William 
nd.  George^  and  all  my  Knaves  (hall  fight  like  Men,  at 
'itkft  Field,  on  Friday  next. 

B  b  .2,  "BowTTi. 


Bourn.  What  Sum  of  Mony  mean  you  to  disburfe? 
Mur.   It  may  be  modeftly,  decently,  and  foberly, 
handfomely,  I  may  bring  five  hundred  Pound. 

A^*  Five  hundred,  Man  ?  five  thoufand's  not  enougl 
A  hundred  thoufand  will  not  pay  our  Men 
Two  Months  together ;  either  come  prepared 
Like  a  brave  Knight,  and  Martial  Colonel, 
In  glittering  Gold,  and  gallant  Furniture, 
Bringing  in  Coin,  a  Cart-load  at  leaft. 
And  all  your  Followers  mounted  on  good  Horfe, 
Or  never  come  difgraceful  to  us  all. 

Bev.  Perchance  you  may  be  chofen  Treafurer, 
Ten  thoufand  Pound's  the  leaft  that  you  can  bring. 

Mur.  Paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro:  upoi 
cafion  I  have  ten  thoufand  Pound  to  fpend,  and  ten 
And  rather  than  the  Bifhop  fhall  have  his  will  of  me  fo 
Confcience,  it  fhall  all  go.  Flame  and  Flax,  Flax  and F 
It  was  got  with  Water  and  Malr,  and  it  (hall  fly  with 
and  Gun-powder.  Sir  Rogerj  a  Cart-load  of  Mony  *til 
Axletree  crack;  my  felf  and  my  Men  in  Ticket  Field  or 
day  next :  remember  my  Knight-hood  and  my  Place:  tl 
my  Hand,  Til  be  there.  [ 

A£l.  See  what  Ambition  may  pcrfwade  Men  to. 
In  hope  of  Honour  he  will  fpend  himfelf. 

Bonrn.  I  never  thought  a  Brewer  half  fo  rich. 

Bev.  Was  never  Bankrupt  Brewer  yet  but  one, 
With  ufing  too  much  Malr,  too  little  Water. 

ASt.  ThatXno  fault  in  Brewers  now  adays: 
Come,  away  about  our  Bufinefs.  [£^ 

Enter  Kingy  DhI^  of  Suffolk,  Mafier  Butler,  Oidc 

Kneeling  to  the  King. 

King,  *Tis  not  enough.  Lord  Cobham^  to  fubmit* 
You  muft  forfake  your  grofs  Opinion: 
The  Bifhops  find  ihemfelves  much  injured. 
And  though  for  fome  good  Service  you  have  done^ 
We  for  our  part  are  pleas'd  to  pardon  you, 
Yet  they  will  not  fo  foon  be  fatisfy'd. 

Cob.  My  gracious  Lord,  unto  your  Majcfty, 
Next  unto  my  God,  I  owe  my  Life ; 
And  what  is  mine,  either  by  Nature's  gift. 
Or  Fortune's  bounty,  all  is  at  your  Service^ 
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But  for  Obedience  to  the  Pope  of  Rome, 

I  owe  him  none;  nor  ihall  his  Aiaveling  Priefts 

That  are  in  England,  alter  my  belief. 

If  out  of  Holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 

That  I  am  in  an  Error,  I  will  yield. 

And  gladly  take  Inftruftion  at  their  Hands : 

lut  otherwife,  I  do  befeech  your  Grace* 

lily  Confcienc«  may  not  be  incroach'd  upon. 

King.  We  would  be  loth  to  prefsour  Subjeds  BodieSj 
Aluch  lefs  their  Souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part 
Of  him  that  is  the  Ruler  of  us  all: 
Yet  let  me  Counfel  you,  that  might  command ; 
3)o  not  prefume  to  tempt  them  with  ill  wprd$, 
3for  fuffer  any  meetings  to  be  had 
^ithin  your  Houfe,  but  to  the  uttermofl 
J)ifperfe  the  Flocks  of  this  ne\|r  gathering  Sed. 

C§b.  My  Liege,  if  any  Breath  that  dares  come  forth) 
And  fay,  my  Life  in  any  of  thefe  Points 
]>eferv6s  th'  attainder  of  ignoble  Thoughts : 
Here  fhmd  I,  craving  no  rcmorfe  at  all, 
But  even  the  utmoft  Rigour  may  be  ihown. 

King.  Let  it  fuffice,  we  know  your  Loyalty, 
What  have  you  there  ? 

Cob.  A  Deed  of  Clemency, 
TTour  Highnefs  Pardon  for  Lord  fowls  L-ife, 
^hich  I  did  beg,  and  you,  my  Noble  Lord, 
Of  gracious  Favour  did  vouchfafe  to  grants 

Xmt^*  But  yet  it  is  not  figned  with  our  Hand. 

Cob.  Not  yet,  my  Liege, 

^ingm  The  Fad  you  fay  was  done 

bt  of  propenfed  malice,  but  by  chance. 

Cob.  Upon  mine  Honour  fo,  no  othcrwife.  \Writei. 

King.  There  is  his  Pardon,  bid  him  make  amends, 
SAnd  cleanfe  his  Soul  to  God  for  his  offence* 
yhat  we  remit,  is  but  the  Body's  fcourge. 
EHow  now,  Lord  Bifhop  \ 
;  Enter  Bifhof  of  Rochefter. 

I   Roch.  Juftice,  dread  Soveraign, 
lis  thou  art  King,  fo  grant  I  may  have  Juftice. 
I  King.  What  mearsthis  Exclamation?  let  usktvciV* 
L  Ji>rS.  Ah^  my  good  Lord,  the  State's  abus*d> 

B  b  5  *^* 
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And  our  Decrees  moft  fhamefully  prophan'd. 

King.  How  ?  Or  by  whom  ? 

Roch.  Even  by  this  Heretick, 
This  Jew,  this  Traitor  to  your  Majefty. 

Cob.  Prelate,  thou  lyeft,  even  in  thy  greafie  Maw,,^ 
Or  whofoever  twits  me  with  the  Name 
Of  either  Traitor,  or  of  Heretick. 

King.  Forbear,  I  fay:  andBilhop,  IhewtheCaufq; 
From  whence  this  late  abufe  hath  been  deriv'd. 

Roch.  Thus,  mighty  King :  by  general  confent 
A  Meflfenger  was  fent  to  cite  this  Lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  Confiftory : 
And  coming  to  his  Houfc,  a  Ruffian  Slave, 
One  of  his  daily  Followers,  met  the  Man, 
Who  knowing  him  to  be  a  Parator 
AfTauIts  him  firft,  and  after  in  contempt 
Of  us,  and  our  proceedings,  makes  him 'eat 
The  written  Procefs,  Parchment,  Seal  and  all :   ^ 
Whereby  this  Matter  neither  was  brought  forthj^ 
Nor  we  but  fcorn'd  for  our  Authority. 

King.  When  was  this  done  ? 

Roch.  At  fix  a  Clock  this  Morning. 

King.  And  when  came  you  to  Court? 

Cob.  Latt  Night,  my  Liege. 

King.  By  this  it  feems  he  is  not  guilty  of  it,       "^ 
And  you  have  done  him  wrong  t'accufe  him  fo. 

Roch.  But  it  was  done,  my  Lord,  by  his  appointment^ 
Or  elfe  his  Man  durft  not  have  been  fo  bold. 

King.  Or  elfe  you  durft  be  bold  to  interrupt 
And  fill  our  Ears  with  frivdous  Complaints*-- 
Is  this  the  Duty  you  do  bear  to  us  f 
Was't  not  fufficient  we  did  pafs  our  word 
To  fend  for  him,  but  you  mifdoubting  it. 
Or  which  is  worfe,  intending  to  foreftal 
Our  Regal  Power,  muft  likewife  fummou  him  I 
This  favours  of  Ambition,  not  of  Zeal, 
And  rather  proves  you  malice  his  Eftate, 
Than  any  way  that  he  offeiids  the  Law. 
Go  too,  we  like  it  not:  and  he  your  Officer 
Had  his  defert  for  being  Infolent^ 


Sir  John  Oldcaftle.  5 1 3  3> 

Enter  Lvrd  Huntington, 
hat  was  imploy'd  fo  much  amifs  herein. 
)  Cobham  when  you  pleafe,  you  may  depart. 
Col^.  I  humbly  bid  farewel  unto  my  Liege*  [ExH. 

King.  Farewel;  what's  the  News  by  Hnntingtonf 
Hun.  Sir  Roger  A^on^  and  aCreWj  my  Lord, 
f  bold  Seditious  Rebels^  are  in  Arms, 
tending  Reformation  of  Religion. 
nd  with  their  Army  they  intend  to  pitch 
Fick^et  Field,  unlefs  they  be  repuls'd. 
King.  So  near  our  Prefence  ?  Dare  they  be  fo  bold  ? 
nd  will  proud  War  and  eager  thirft  of  Blood, 
^hom  we  had  thought  to  entertain  far  ofF^ 
efs  forth  upon  us  in  our  Native  Bounds? 
uft  we  be  forc'd  to  hanfel  our  iharp  Blades 
England  here,  which  we  prepar'd  for  France  i 
^ell,  a  Gods  Name  be  it.    What's  their  Number,  fay, 
r  who's  the  chief  Commander  of  this  Row? 
Hun.  Their  Number  is  not  known  as  yet,  my  Lord, 
It  *tis  reported.  Sir  John  OUcafile 
the  chief  Man,  on  whom  they  do  depend* 
King.  How?  the  hor A  Cobham  f 
tiun.^  Yes,  my  gracious  Lord. 
Roch.  I  could  have  told  your  Majefty  as  much 
•fore  he  went,  but  that  I  faw  your  Grace 
^as  too  much  blinded  by  his  Flattery. 
Suf.  Send  Poft,  my  Lord,  to  fetch  him  back  againj 
B«r.  Traitor  unto  his  Country,  how  he  fmooth*d 
W  feem'd  as  Innocent  as  Truth  it  felf  ? 
^ing.  I  cannot  think  it  yet  he  would  be  falfe: 
Iflt  if  he  be,  no  matter,  let  him  go, 
VU  meet  both  him  and  them  unto  their  woe# 
Roch.  This  falls  out  w^U,  and  at  the  lafl:  I  hope 
a  fee  this  Heretick  die  in  a  Rope.  [Exenntl 

Enter  Earl  of  Cambridge,  Lord  Scroop,  Gray,    and 

Chartres  the  French  JWS^r. 
Scroop.  Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Cambridge^  make  Rehearfal 
«r  you  do  ftand  Intituled  to  the  Crown, 
e  deeper  (hall  we  print  it  in  our  Minds, 
1  every  Man  the  better  be  refolv'd, 
ta  be  perceives  his  Quarrel  to  be  jufti  _ 

Bb  4      ^  ^^^ 
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Cam.  Then  thus.  Lord  Scroof^  Sir  Thomas  Graj\ 
And  you,  Monfieur  deChartres^  Agent  for  theFreticb» 
This  Lioncly  Duke  of  Clarence^  (as  I  faid) 
Third  Son  of  Edward  (EngUnd^s  King^  the  Third, 
Had  I  flue,  Philip  his  lole  Daughter  and  Heir; 
Which  Philip  afterward  was  given  in  Marriage 
To  Edmund  Mortimer  the  Earl  of  March^ 
And  by  him  had  a  Son  call'd  Roger  Mortimer  i 
Which  Roger  likewife  had  of  his  Dtfcent, 
Eamundy  Roger ^  Ann  and  Elianor^ 
Two  Daug  ters  and  two  Sons,  but  of  thofe,  three 
Dy'd  without  Ifl'ue:  Ann,  that  did  Survive, 
And  now  was  kit  her  Father's  only  Heir, 
By  fortune  was  to  marry,  being  too 
By  niy  Grandfather  of  King  Edward's  Line : 
So  of  bis  Sir-name,  I  am  call'd  you  know. 
Richard  Plantaginetj  my  Father  was, 
Edward  i\it  Duke  of  Tork^  and  Son  and  Heir,^ 
To  Edmund  Langley^  Edward  the  Third's  firft  Son. 

Scroop »  So  that  it  feems  your  Claim  comes  by  your  Wii 
As  lawful  Heir  to  Roger  Mortimer^ 
The  Son  of  Edmund^  which  did  marry  Philip 
Daughter  and  Heir  to  LionelY>xikt  oi Clarence. 

Cam.  True,  for  this  Harry,  and  his  Father  both, 
Harry  the  firft,  as  plainly  doth  appear. 
Are  falfe  Intruders,  and  Ufurp  the  Crown, 
For  when  Young  Richard  was  at  Pomfret  flain. 
In  him  the  Title  of  Prince  Edward  dy'd. 
That  was  the  Eldeft  of  King  Edward*s  Sons: 
Wtlliam  of  Hatfield^  and  their  fecond  Brother, 
Death  in  his  Nonage  had  before  bereft : 
So  that  my  Wife  deriv'd  from  Lionel^ 
Third  Son  unto  King  Edward^  ought  proceed 
And  take  Poffeflion  of  the  Diadem 
Before  this  Harrjj  or  his  Father  King, 
Who  fetch  their  Title  but  from  Lancafier^ 
Forth  of  that  Royal  Line,     And  being  thus 
What  reafon  is't,  but  ftie  rtiould  have  her  Right  ? 

Scroop.  I  am  refolv'd,  our  Enterprize  is  juft. 

Gray.  Harry  0[[^\\  D»e,  orelferefign  his  Crown, 
k    Char.  Perform  but  ths^t,  a.nd  CkaxUt  the  King  of' From 
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all  aid  you  Lords,  not  only  with  his  Men, 
It  fend  you  Mony  to  maintain  your  Wars : 
yre  hundfred  thoufand  Crowns  he  bad  me  proffer^ 
'  you  can  flop  but  Harrys  Voyage  for  Franccm 
Scroop.  We  never  had  a  fitter  time  than  now, 
be  Realm  in  fuch  divifion  as  it  is. 

Cam.  Befides  you  mud  perfwade  you,  there  is  due 

engeance  for  Richants  Murther*  which  although 

:  be  deferred,  yet  will  it  fall  at  laft, 

md  now  as  likely  as  another  time. 

in  hath  had  many  Years  to  ripen  in, 

Lnd  now  the  Harveft  cannot  be  far  ofiT, 

therein  the  Weeds  of  Ufurpation 

Lrc  to  be  crop'd,  and  caft  into  the  Fire.' 

Scroop.  No  more.  Earl  Cambridge^  here  I  plight  my  Faith, 
?o  fet  up  thee  and  thy  renowned  Wife. 

Gray.  Gray  will  perform  the  fame,  as  he  is  Knight. 

Qiar.  And  to  affift  ye,  as  I  faid  before, 
Ihnrtres  doth  'gage  the  Honour  of  his  King. 

Scroop.  We  lack  but  now  Lord  Cobham^s  Fellowfliip, 
l^nd  then  our  Plot  were  abfolute  indeed.    *     ^ 

Cam.  Doubt  not  of  him,  my  Lord ;  his  Life's  purfu'd 
By  the  incenfed  Clergy,  and  of  late 
Brought  in  difpleafure  with  the  King,  affures 
He  may  be  quickly  won  unto  our  Fadion. 
Who  hath  the  Articles  were  drawn  at  large 
Of  our  whole  purpofe? 

Gray.  That  have  I,  my  Lord. 

Cam.  We  ftiould  not  now  be  far  off  from  his  Houfe, 
Our  ferious  Conference  hath  beguil'd  the  way: 
See  where  his  Caftle  flands,  give  me  the  writing. 
When  we  are  come  unto  the  Speech  of  him, 
Becaufe  we  will  not  (land  to  make  recount 
Of  that  which  hath  been  faid,  here  he  fhall  read 
Our  Minds  at  large,  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 

Enter  Lord  Cobham. 

Scroop.  A  ready  way;  here  comes  the  Man  himfelf 
footed  and  fpurr'd,  it  feems  he  hath  been  riding. 

Cam.  Well  met.  Lord  Cobham, 

Cob.  My  Lord  of  Cambridge  f 
Tour  Honour  is  moft  welcome  into  Kenty 
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And  all  the  reft  of  this  fair  Company. 
I  am  new  come  from  London^  gentle  Lords ; 
But  will  ye  not  take  Cowling  for  your  Hoft, 
And  fee  what  entertainment  it  affords? 

Cam.  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your  Guefts: 
But  now  this  lucky  Meeting  fh^W  fuf&ce 
To  end  our  Bufinefs^  and  defer  that  kindnefs. 

Cob.  Bu(inefs>  my  Lord?  what  Bulinefs ihould 
Let  you  to  be  merry?  we  have  no  delicates; 
Yet  this  I'll  promife  you,  a  piece  of  Venifon, 
A  Cup  of  Wine,  and  fo  forth.  Hunters  fare : 
And  if  you  pleafe,  we'll  ftrike  the  Stag  our  felves 
Shall  fill  our  Dilhes  with  his  well-fed  Flelh. 

Scroop.  That  is  indeed  the  thing  we  all  defire. 

Coh.  My  Lords,  and  you  (hall  have  your  choice  with  a 

Cam.  Nay,  but  the  Stag  which  we  defire  to  Rrike^ 
Lives  not  in  CowUng:  If  you  will  confent. 
And  go  with  us^  we'll  bring  you  to  a  Foreft, 
.  Where  runs  a  lufty  Herd;  among  the  which 
There  is  a  Stag  fuperipr  to  the  rell ; 
A  (lately  Beaft,  that  when  his  Fellows  run 
He  leads  the  Race,  and  beats  the  fullen  Earth, 
As  though  he  fcorn'd  it  with  his  trampling  Hoofr,' 
Aloft  he  bears  his  Head,  and  with  bis  Bread 
Like  a  huge  Bulwark  counter-checks  the  Wind : 
And  when  he  ftandeth  dill,  he  ftretcheth  forth 
His  proud  ambitious  Neck,  as  if  he  meant 
To  wound  the  Firmament  with  forked  Horns*' 

C$h.  *Tis  pity  fuch  a  goodly  Beaft  fliould  die* 

Cam.  Not  fo,  Sir  John^  for  he  is  TyrannouSi 
And  gores  the  other  Deer,  and  will  not  keep 
Within  the  limits  are  appointed  him* 
^  Of  late  he's  broke  into  a  feveraf, 

Which  doth  belong  to  me,  and  there  he  fpoils 
Both  Corn  and  Pafture,  two  of  his  wild  Race 
Alike  for  ftealth,  and  covetous  incroaching. 
Already  are  removed ;  if  he  were  dead, 
I  fliould  not  only  be  fecure  from  hurt. 
But  with  his  Body  make  a  Royal  Feaft. 

Scroof.  How  fay  you  then^  will  you  fir  ft  hunt  with  u 
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UoB.  Faith>  Lords*  I  like  the  Paftime,  Where's  the  place? 
Cam.  Perufe  this  writing,  it  will  ihew  you  all* 
id  what  occafion  we  have  for  the  fport,  [flif  reads^ 

Cob.  Call  ye  this  Hunting,  my  Lords?  Is  this  the  Stag 
m  fain  would  chafe,  Harrj  our  dread  King  ? 
we  may  make  a  Banquet  for  the  Devil  ? 
id  in  the  ftead  of  whoHome  Meat,  prepare 
Difli  of  Ppifon  to  confound  our  felves. 
Cam.  Why  (b.  Lord  Gbham  t  See  you  not  our  claim? 
id  how  imperioufly  he  holds  the  Crown  ? 
Scroops  Befides,  you  know  your  felf  is  in  difgrace* 
eld  as  a  Recreant,  and  purfu'd  to  Death, 
his'  wiU  defend  you  from  your  Enemies, 
id  ftablifli  your  Religion  through  the  Land. 
Cot.  Notorious  Treafon  {  yet  I  will  conceal  [^jifiJ^i 

y  fecret  Thoughts  to  found  the  Depth  of  it. 
y  Lord  of  Cambridge^  I  do  fee  youf  claim, 
od  what  good  may  redound  unto  the  Land, 
^  profecutingof  this  enterprife. 
ut  where  are  Men?  where's  pow'r  and  furniture 
o  order  fuch  an  A<5):ion  ?  we  are  weak, 
arry^  you  know's  a  mighty  Potentate. 
Cam.  Tut,  we  are  ftrong  enough ;  you  are  beloved, 
nd  many  will  be  glad  to  follow  you, 
Tc  are  the  like,  and  fome  will  follow  us  t 
ay,  there  is  hope  from  Franct :  Here's  an  AmbafTadoi; 
hac  promifetfa  both  Men  and  Mony  too. 
he  Commons  likewife,  as  we  hear,  pretend 
.  fudden  Tumult,  we  will  join  with  them. 

Cob^  Some  likelihood,  I  muft  confefs,  to  fpeed : 
»ut  how  (hall  I  believe  this  in  plain  truth? 
'ou  are,  my  Lords^  fuch  Men  as  live  in  Court, 
Lnd  have  been  highly  favoured  of  the  King, 
Ifpecially  Lord  Scrcop^  whom  oftentimes 
h  maketh  choice  of  for  his  Bed-fellow. 
\x\d  you.  Lord  Gra^y  are  of  his  Privy-Council : 
%  not  this  a  train  laid  to  intrap  my  Life  ? 

Cam^  Then  perifli  may  my  Soul;  what^  think  you  fol 

Scroop.  We'll  fwear  to  you. 


Qt**!^ 
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Grdj.  Or  take  the  Sacrament* 
Cob.  Nay  you  are  Noblemen,  and  I  imagine^ 
As  you  are  honourable  by  Birth,  and  Blood, 
So  you  will  be  in  Heart,  in  Thought,  in  Word. 
I  crave  no  other  Teftimony  but  this : 
That  you  would  all  fubfcribe,  and  fet  your  Hands 
Unto  this  writing  which  you  Rave  to  me. 
Cam.  With  all  our  Hearts :  Who  hath  any  Pen  and  Ink? 
Scroop.  My  Pocket  fhould  have  one;  O,  here  it  is. 
Cam..  Give  it  me,  Lord  Scroop.    There  is  my  Name. 
Scroop.  And  there  is  my  Name. 
Cray.   And  mine. 

Coif.  Sir,   let  me  crave  that  you  would  likewife  write 
your  Name  with  theirs,  for  Confirmation  of  your  Matter^ 
words,  the  King  of  France. 
Char.  That  will  I,  noble  Lord. 
Cot.  So,  now  this  Adion  is  well  knit  together. 
And  I  am  for  you ;  whereas  our  Meeiiing,  Lords  ? ' 
Cam.  Here,  if  you  pleafe,  the  tenth  of  July  next. 
Coif.  In  Kent?  agreed.    Now  let  us  in  to  Supper,. 
I  hope  your  Honours  will  not  away  to  Night. 
Cam.  Yes  prefently,  for  I  have  tar  to  ride. 
About  folliciting  of  other  Friends.  * 

Scroop.  And  we  would  not  be  abfent  from  the  Courti 
Left  thereby  grow  fufpicion  in  the  King, 
Coif.  Yet  tafte  a  Cup  of  Wine  before  ye  go. 
Cam.  Not  now,  my  Lord,  we  thank  you;  fo  farewell 

[^Exeum  all  hmt  Cobhanu 
Coif.  Farewel,  my  noble  Lords.     My  noble  Lords  ? 
My  noble  Villains,  bafe  Confpirators, 
How  can  they  look  his  Hi{^hnefs  in  the  Face, 
Whom  they  fo  dofcly  ftudy  to  betray? 
But  rU  not  fleep  until  I  make  it  known, 
T4iis  Head  fhall  not  be  burthen'd  with  fuch  Thoughts, 
Nor  in  this  Heart  will  I  conceal  a  Deed 
Of  fuch  impiety  againft  my  King*  |»^ 

Madam,  how  now  ? 
Enter  Lddj  Cohhzm,  Lord  Powis,  Lady  PowisiM^HarpooL 

L.  Cob.  You're  welcome  home,  my  Lord : 
Why  fccm  ye  fo  unquiet  in  your  Looks  ? 

What  I 


■: 


■f— 1-    ^     - 

Sir  John  Oldcaftle.  3145 

hat  hath  befall'n  you  that  difturbs  your  Mind  ? 
L.?ffw.  Bad  News  I  am  afraid  touching  my  Husband. 

C^b.  Madam^  not  I0;  there  is  your  Husband's  Pardon; 
ong  may  ye  live>  each  joy  unto  the  other* 

L.  Paw.  So  great  a  Kindnefs^  as.  I  know  not  how  to  reply, 
y  Senfe  is  quite  confounded. 

Coh.  Let  that  alone ;  and.  Madam,  ftay  me  not, 
or  I  muft  back  unto  the  Court  again, 
/ith  all  the  fpeed  I  can :  Harpool^  my  Horfe. 

L.Coh.  Sofoon  my  Lordi  what  will  you  ride  all  Night? 

Qt.  All  Night  or  Day,  it  muft  be  fo  fweet  Wife; 
Jrge  me  not  why,  or  what  my  Bufinefs  is, 
lut  get  you  in :  Lord  Powis^  bear  with  me. 
uxb  Madam,  think  your  welcome  ne'er  the  worfe^ 
ly  Houfe  is  at  your  Vk.     Hdrpook  away. 

Har.  Shall  I  attend  your  Lordfliip  to  the  Court? 

Cob.  Yea  Sir,  your  Gelding,  mount  you  prefently.  [Exitl 

L.  Cob.  I  prithee  Harpool  look  unto  thy  Lord, 
do  not  like  this  fudden  pofting  back. 

Pow.  Some  earneft  Bufigefs  is  a-foot  belike* 
^hate'er  it  be,  pray  God  be  his  good  Guide. 

L.  Pow.  jimeuj  that  hath  fo  highly  us  befted. 

L.  Cob.  Come,  Madam,  and  my  Lord,  well  hope  the  beft* 
ou  (hall  not  into  WaUs  'till  he  return. 

Pow.  Though  great  Occafion  be  we  fhould  depart, 
et.  Madam,  will  we  ftay  to  be  refolv'd 
^f  this  unlook'd  for  doubtful  Accident.  \ExeHHU 

Eptier  Murley  4W  his  Men^  prepard  in  fime  filthy  Order 

for  War. 

Mur.  Come  my  Hearts  of  flint,  modeftly,  decently* 
berlyj  and  handfomly;  no  Man  afore  his  Leader:  Fol- 
w  your  Matter,  your  Captain,  your  Knight  that  (hall ' 
\  for  the  honour  of  Meal-men,  Millers,  and  Malt-men, 
>un  is  the  Moufe:  Bkk^  and  Tom  for  the  credit  of  Bun^ 
tblcj  ding  down  the  Enemy  to  Morrow.  Ye  (hall  not 
)me  into  the  Field  like  Beggars.  Where  be  Leonard  and 
nwrence  my  two  Loaders?  Lord  have  mercy  upon  uf?, 
hat  a  World  is  this  ?  I  would  give  a  couple  of  Shillings 
»r  a  dozen  of  good  Feathers  for  ye,  and  forty  Pence  for  as 
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many  Scarfs  to  fet  you  out  withal.  Froft  and  Snow,  a  Mai 
has  no  Heart  to  fight  'till  he  be  brave, 

Dick.  Mafter,  we  are  no  Babes,  our  Town  Foot- Balk 
can  bear  witnefs ;  this  little  'parrel  we  have  (hall  oflF,  and 
we'll  fight  naked  before  we  run  away. 

Tom.  Nay,  I'm  of  Lawrence  mind  for  that,  for  hf  means 
to  leave  his  Life  behind  him,  he  and  Lconstd^  your  two 
Loaders  are  making  their  Wills  becaufe  they  have  WivcJj 
now  we  Batchelors  bid  our  Friends  fcramble  for 
our  Goods  if  we  die :   But  Mafter,  pray  let  me  ride  upoQ 

Mun  Meal  and  Salf,  Wheat  and  Malt,  Fire  and  Tov,' 
Froft  and  Snow,  why  Tom  thou  (halt.  Let  me  fee,  here 
are  you,  Jfllliam  and  George  are  with  my  Cart,  and  Rckm 
and  Hodge  holding  my  own  two  Horfes;  proper  Men,  hand- 
fome  Men,  tall  Men,"  true  Men. 

Dick*  But  Mafter,  Mafter,  methinks  you  are  mad 
to  hazard  your  own  Perfon,  and  a  Cart-Load  of  Mony 
too. 

Tom.  Yea,  and  Mafter  there's  a  worfe  imatter  in't;  if  it 
be  as  I  heard  fay,  we  go  fight  againft  all  the  learned  Biihop% 
that  ihould  give  us  their  bleffing,  and  if  they  Curfe  us,  we 
ihall  fpeed  ne'er  the  better. 

Dick*  Nay  Birlady,  fome  fay  the  King  takes  their  paitfi 
and  Mifter  dare  you  fight  againft  the  King? 

Mur.  Fie  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro  upon  ofr 
cafion,  if  the  King  be  fo  unwife  to  come  therCf  we'll  figbt 
with  him  too. 

Tom.  What  if  ye  fliould  kill  the  King  ? 

Adnr^  Then  we'll  make  another. 

Dick.  Is  that  all?  do  ye  not  fpeak  Trcafon ? 

Jidur.  If  we  do,  who  dare  trip  us?  We  coflie  to  figfclj 
for  our  Confcience,  and  for  Honour;  little  know  you  wht; 
is  in  my  Bofom,   look  here  mad  Knaves,    a  pair  of  gilt 

Spurs. 

Tom.  A  pair  of  Golden  Spurs?  Why  do  you  not  p* 
them  on  your  Heels?  Your  Bofom's  no  place  for  Spurs. 

Mnr.  Be'c  more  or  lefs  upon  occafion.  Lord  have  mercy 
upon  us,    Tom  thou'rt  a  Fool,   and  thou  fpeaVft  Trcafon 
to  Knight-hood:  Dare  any  wear  Gold  or  Silver  Spurs, 'till 
he  be  a  Knight?   No,    I  ftiall  be  Knightqd  to  morrow,] 

and' 
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nd  then  they  fliill  on:  Sirs,  was  it  ever  read  in  the 
3hurch-book  of  DunfiabUj  that  ever  Malt-man  was  made 
Knight? 

Tom.  No,  but  you  are  more :  You  are  Meal-man,  Malt-' 
man,  Miller,  Corn-mafter,  and  all. 

Dick.  Yea,  and  half  t  Brewer  coo,  and  the  Devil  and  all 
br  Wealth :  You  bring  more  Mony  with  you  than  all  the 
reft. 

Mmr.  The  mote's  my  Honour,  I  (hall  be  a  Knight  to 
morrow.  Let  me  'fpofe  my  Men,  Tom  upon  Cut^  DiVi^ up- 
on Hobj  Hodge  upon  Ball^  Ralph  upon  Sorrel^  and  Rohin  up-^ 
on  the  Fore-horfe* 

Enter  Adon,  Bourn  and  Beverley. 

Tom.  Stand,  who  comes  there  ? 

AS.  All  Friends,  ?ood  Fellow. 

Mur.  Friends  and  Fellows  indeed.  Sir  Roger. 

AH.  .Why,  thus  you  (hew  your  felf  a  Gentleman^ 
To  keep  your  Day^  and  come  fo  well  prepared. 
Tour  Cart  ftands  yonder  guarded  by  your  Men, 
Who  cell  me  it  is  loaden  well  with  Coin, 
Vhat  Sum  is  there  ? 

:.  Mur.  Ten  thoufand  Pound,   Sir  Roger ^    and  modeftly^ 
decently,  foberly,  and  handfomely,  fee  what  I  have  here 
^gainft  I  be  Knighted. 
^  jta.  Gilt  Spurs?  'Tiswell. 
^  Adter.  Where's  our  Army,  Sir? 

AS.  Difperft  in  fundry  Villages  about ; 
Some  here  with  us  in  High-gate^  fome  at  Finchlej» 
^otnam^  Enfield^  Edmnnton^  Newington^ 
J^ington^  Hogfdone,  Pancredge,  Kenfington^ 
Some  nearer,  Thames^  Ratclif,  Blac^wall,  and  Bffw  .* 
^t  our  chief  Strength  muft  be  the  Londoners^ 
f^hich,  e'er  the  Sun  to  morrow  (hine, 
L^ill  be  near  fifty  thoufand  in  the  Field* 

Mur.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  Dear,  but  upon 
tQjEcafion,  Sir  Roger  ASon,  doth  not  the  King  know  ot  it, 
i^ind  gather  his  Power  againd  us  ? 

AB^  No,  he's  fecure  at  Ehham. 
:     Mur.  What  do  the  Clergy  ? 
\  AS.  Fear  extreamly,  yet  prepare  no  forced 
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Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bully  my  boykin,  we  (hall 
carry  the  World  afore  us,  I  vow,  by  my  worlhip,  when  I 
am  knighted,  we*Il  take  the  King  napping,  if  he  fland  on 
their  part. 

AS.  This  Night  we  few  in  High-gate  will  repofe. 
With  the  firft  Cock  we'll  rife  and  arm  our  felves. 
To  be  in  Ticket  field  by  break  of  Day, 
And  there  expeft  our  General. 

Mtir.  Six  John  OldcafiUy  what  if  he  comes  not? 

Bottrn.  Yet  our  Aftion  ftands, 
Sir  Rogtr  AEton  may  fupply  his  place. 

Aiur.  True,  Mr.  Bonrn,  but  who  fhall  make  me  Knight{ 

Bev.  He  that  hath  powV  to  be  our  General.  y 

AH.  Talk  not  of  triflts,  come  let  us  away,  j 

Our  Fritnds  of  London  long  'till  it  be  Day.  {Exeunt^] 

Enter  Prieft  and  Doll.  ^  j 

I>0lL  By  my  troth,  thou  art  as  jealous  a  Man  as  lives.    /< 

Prieft.  Canft  thou  blame  me,  Dolly  thou  art  my  Landr,^, 
my  Goods,  my  Jewels,  my  Wealth,  my  Purfe,  none  walk' 
within  forty  Miles  of  London^   but  a  plies  thee  as  truly,  as 
the  Parifh  does  the  poor  Man's  Box.  H 

Doll.  I  am  as  true  to  thee,  as  the  Intone  is  in  the  VfJUr 
and  thou  know'fl  well  enough,  I  was  in  as  good  doin^ 
when  I  came  to  thee>  as  any  Wench  need  to  be;  and  there>i 
fore  thou  haft  tryed  me  that  thou  haft;  and  I  will  not  bcj 
kept  as  I  ha  bin,  that  I  will  nor. 

Prieft.  Dolly  if  this  blade  hold,  there's  not  a  Pedler  wal  .. 
with  a  pack>  but  thou  (halt  as  boldly  chufe  of  his  Warestj 
as  with  thy  ready  Mony  in  a  Merchant's  Shop,  we'll  bavi 
as  good  Silver  as  the  King  Coins  any. 

Doll.  Whit,  is  all  the  Gold  fpent  you  took  the  laft  Da] 
from  the  Courtier  ? 

Prieft.  *Tis  gone  jD(?//,  'tis  flown;  merrily  come,  merrij^ 
gone;  he  comes  a  Horfe-back  that  muft  pay  for  all;  well  ^ 
have  as  good  Meat  as  Mony  can  get,   and  as  good  6owns 
as  can  be  brought  for  Gold,  be  merry  Wench,  the  Mak- 
man  comes  on  Monday.  d 

Doll.  You  might  have  left  me  at  Gotham,  until  you  bad 
been  better  provided  for. 
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Triifi.  No»  fwc^  DoU^  no,  I.  like  not  that*  yon  old 
R^uffian  is  not  fot  the  Pried ;  I  do  not  like  a  new  Clerk 
hould  come  in  the  old  Belfrey. 

D0IL  Thou  art  a  mad  Prieft  i'faith» 

friefi.  Come  Doll^  I'll  fee  thee  fafe  at  fome  Ale-houfe 
lere  at  Ornj,  and  the  next  Sheep  that  comes  (hall  leaye  be* 
lind  his  Fleece.      .    ,  [£ximt^ 

Enter  the  King^  Suffolk,  and  Butler. 

I^gf  in  great  hafie.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk^  poft  away  for  liffi 
ind  let  our  Forces  of  fuch  Horfe  and  Foot, 
ks  can  be  .gathered  up  by  any  means, 
iiake  fpee^  Randevouz  in  Trntle-fields. 
t  muft  be  done  this  Evening,  my  Lord, 
rhis  Night  the  Rebels  mean  to  draw  to  Head 
^tzx  IJlmgtMf  which  if  your  fpeed  prevent  not, 
[f  once  they  (hottld  unite  their  feveral  Forces, 
Their  Power  is  almoft  thought  invincible, 
Hway*  my  Lord,  I  will  be  with  you  foon« 

St^.  I  go,  my  Soveraign,  with  all  happy  fpeed.     [£a»>. 

KiMg.  Make  hafte,  my  Lord  of  SufoU^  as  you  love  us* 
far/ltri  poft  you  to  London  with  all  fpeed  : 
uommand  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  on  their  Allegiance, 
rhe  City  ®ates  be  pr.efently  fhut  up, 
bd  guarded  with  a  ftrong  fufficient  W^atch^ 
lod  not  a  Man  be  fuffer^  to  pafs, 
IVithout  a  fpecial  Warrant  from  our  felf. 
jommand  the  Poftern  by  the  Tower  be  kept, 
bd  Proclamation  on  the  pain  of  Death, 
rhac  not  a  Citizen  ftir  from  his  Doors, 
huept  fuch  as  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  ihall  chufe 
tv  their  own  Guard,  and  fafety  of  their  Perfons : 
k$Ur  awayi  have  care  unto  my  Charge. 

Bui.  I  go,  my  Sovereign. 

tSng.  Butler. 

But.  My  Lord. 

jRSar;.  60  down  by  GreenwUch^  and  command  a  Boatf 
t  the  Frjars'Bridge  attend  my  coming  down^ 
Bm.  I  will,  my  Lord  J[^^  Butler^ 

Xutg.  It's  time  I  think  to  look  unto  Rebellion, 
^hen  AUon  doth  exped  unto  his  aid^ 
o  lefs  thin  Bfty  rhoufand  Londoners 
Vou  VI.  ~       "  Cc  "^^ 
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Well,  ril  to  Wefiminfier  in  this  Difguifc, 
To  hear  what  News  is  ftirring  in  thefe  Brawls^ 

Enter  Priefl. 

Prieft.  Stand  true  Man,  fays  a  Thief. 

KtH£*  Stand  Thief,  fays  a  true  Man :  how  if  a  Thu 

Prieft',  Stand  Thief  too. 

Kwg.  Then  Thief  or  true  Man,  I  muft  fiand  I 
howfocver  the  World  wags,  the  Trade  of  thieving  yet 
never  down.   What  art  thou  ? 

Priefi.  A  good  Fellow. 

Ki»i.  So  I  am  too,  I  fee  thou  doft  know  me. 

Priefi.  If  thou  be  a  good  Fellow,  play  the  good  Pel 
part,  deliver  thy  Purfe  without  more  ado. 

King.  I  have  no  Mony. 

Priefi.  I  muft  make  you  find  fome  before  we  pait,  if 
have  no  Mony  you  fhali  have  ware,  as  many  found  B 
as  your  Skin  can  carry. 

King.  Is  that  the  plain  Truth  ? 

Priefi.  Sirrah,  no  more  ado;  come,  come,  give  mc 
Mony  you  have«    Difpatcb,  I  cannot  ftand  all  Day. 

King.    Well>  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it,   there  it 
juft  the  Proverb,  one  Thief  robs  another.     Where  the 
vil  are  all  my  old  Thieves  I  Falfinffe  that  Villain  is  f( 
he  cannot  get  on*s  Horfe,  but   methinks  Poins  and 
ihould  be  ftirring  hereabouts. 

Priefi.  How  much  is  there  on't  of  thy  word  ? 

King.  A  hundred  Pound  in  Angels,  on  my  word. 
The  time  has  been  I  would  have  done  as  much 
For  thee,  if  thou  hadft  paft  this  way,  as  I  have  now. 

Priefi.  Sirrah,  what  art  thou  ?  thou  feem'ft  a  6e 
man  ? 

King.  I  am  no  left,  yet  a  poor  one  now,  for  thou 
all  my  Mony. 

Priefi.  From  whence  cam'H  thou  ? 

King.  From  the  Court  at  Elthdm. 

Priefi.  Art  thou  one  of  the  King's  Servants  ? 

King.  Yes,  that  I  am,  and  one  of  his  Chamber. 

Priefi.  I  am  glad  thou'rt  no  worfe;  thou  may 'ft  the  fa 
/pare  thy  Mony,  and  think  thou  might'ft  get  a  poor  1 
his  Pardon  if  \\z  (hould  have  nefd. 
King.  Yes  that  I  can. 
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Prifjt.  Wilt  thou  do  fo  much  for  me>  when  I  ffaall  hav^ 
pccafion  ? 

KiMjg.  Yes  faith  will  h  fo  it  be  for  no  murther. 

Pricjt.  Nay,  I  am  a  pitiful  Thief*  all  the  hurt  I  do  a 
Man,  I  take  but  his  Purfe»  I'll  kill  no  Mao. 

Km£.  Then  of  my  Word  I'll  do't. 

Priefi,  Give  me  thy  Hand  of  the  fame. 

XsHg.  There  \is^ 

Priefi.  Methinks  the  King  fhould  be  good  to  Thieves, 
becaufe  he  has  been  a  Thief  himfelf*  although  I  think  now 
he  be  turned  a  true  Man. 

fd^g^  Faith  I  have  heard  indeed  h'as  had  an  ill  Name 
that  way  in's  Youth ;  but  how  canft  thou  tell  that  he  has 
been  a  Tbitf  2 

Priefi.  How  ?  becaufe  he  once  robb'd  me  before  I  fell 
to  the  Trade  my  felf,  when  that  foul  Villanous  Guts,  that 
led  him  to  all  that  Roguery,  was  in's  Company  there,  that 
FsUftafe. 

K^.  Well,  if  he  did  rob  thee  then,  thou  art  but  even 
with  him  now  I'll  be  fworn  [«^^<] :  Thou  knowefl  not  the 
King  now  I  think,  if  thou  faweft  him  \ 

Priefi.  Not  I,  iTaith. 

Kimg.  So  it  ihould  feem.  [^^r. 

Priift,  Well,  if  old  King  Harry  had  liv'd,  this  King  that 
is  now,  had  made  thieving  the  befl  Trade  in  England* 

Ki^.  Why  fo  ? 

Pritfi,  Becaufe  he  was  the  chief  Warden  of  our  Com- 
pany, it*s  pity  that  e'er  he  (hould  have  been  a  King,  he 
was  fb  brave  a  Thief.  But  Sirrah,  wilt  remember  my  Par- 
don if  need  be  ? 

ISngm  Yes  Faith  will  I. 

Prkfi.WAt  thou?  well  then,  becaufe  thou  (halt  go  fafe» 
for  thou  may'ft  hap  (being  fo  early)  be  met  with  again, 
before  tliou  colne  to  Somhu/arify  if  any  Man  when  he  ihould 
bid  th^  good  morrow^  bid  thee  ftand^  fay  thou  but  Sir 
^tfitff,  and  they  will  let  thee  pafs. 

JSiv^.  Is  that  the  word  I  then  let  me  alone. 

Pri^ft.  Nay,  Sirrah,  becaufe  I  think  indeed  I  (hall  have 
fbme  occafion  to  ufe  thee,  and  as  thou  com'ft  oft  this 
wayt  I  may  light  on  thee  another  time  not  knovf  vw^  tVv^^^ 

Cc  a  Va^^ 
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here  Til  break  this  Angel,  take  thou  half  of  it^  this  is  aTcr 
ken  betwixt  thee  and  me. 

Ki»i.  God  a  mercy  ;  farewel.  [Exiu 

Priefi.  O  my  fine  golden  Slaves,  here's  for  thee,  wenclu 
i'faith.  Now,  D0II,  we  will  revel  in  our  Bever»  tbb  is 
a  Tythe  Pig  of  my  Vicarage.  God  a  Mercy  Neighbour 
Shooters-Hill^  you  ha  paid  your  Tythe  honeftly.  Well,  I 
hear  there  is  a  Company  of  Rebels  up  againft  the  Ki^ 
got  together  in  Ficket  field  tit^v  Holbormt  and  as  it  is  though^ 
here  in  Kent^  the  King  will  be  there  to  Night  in's  own 
Perfon :  Well,  I'll  to  the  King's  Camp,  and  it  fhall  go  banl^ 
if  there  be  any  doings,  but  I'll  make  fome  good  Boot  amoif 
them,  [Esau 

Enter  Kingy  Suffolk,  Huntington,  and  two  with  li^u 

King.  My  Lords  of  SnjfolkjXi^  of  Huntington^ 
Who  fcouts  it  now  ?  or  who  ftand  Sentinels  ? 
What  Menof  Worth?  what  Lordsdo  walkthe round? 

Suf.  May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

King.  Peace*  no  more  of  that. 
The  King's  afleep,  wake  not  his  Majefty 
With  terms  nor  Titles  j  he's  at  reft  in  Bed, 
Kings  do  not  ufe  to  watch  themfelves,  they  fleepi 
And  let  Rebellion  and  Confpiracy 
Revel  and  havock  in  the  Commonwealth. 
Is  London  look'd  unto  % 

Hunt.  It  is,  my  Lord, 
Your  noble  Uncle  Exeter  is  there* 
Your  Brother  G/(?/^ff^tfr,  and  my  Lord  of  liFSini/iVi^ 
Who  with  the  Mayor  and  the  Aldermen 
Do  guard  the  Gates,  and  keep  good  Rule  within. 
The  Earl  of  Cambridge^  and  Sir  Thomus  GrAj 
Do  walk  the  round.  Lord  Scroof  and  Butkr  fcout^ 
So  though  it  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  jeft, 
Were  you  in  Bed,  well  might  you  nike  your  reft* 

King.^  I  thank  ye  Lords;  but  youdoknowofold» 
That  I  have  been  a  perfeft  Night- watter; 
London^  you  fay,  is  fafely  lookt  unto,  fj 

Alas,  poor  Rebels,  there  your  Aid  muft  fall. 
And  the  Lord  Cobh^m  Sir  John  Oldedflle^ 
Quiet  in  Kimt\  A^on^  yoQ  are  deceiv'd : 
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xAon  again,  you  count  without  your  Hod. 
b  morrow  you  (hall  give  account  to  us, 
Till  whenyooy  Friends,  this  long  cold  Winter's  Night 
[ow  can  we  fpend  f  King  Harry  is  afleep, 
od-  all  his  Lords*  thefe  Garments  tell  us  fo ; 
U  Friends  at  Foot-Ball,  Fellows  all  in  Field, 
^^^trrj^  and  Dick^%  and  G€9rgej  bring  us  a  Drum, 
rive  us  fquare  Dice,  we'll  keep  this  Court  of  Guar^, 
3r  all  good  Fellows  Companies  that  come. 
There's  that  mad  Prieff  ye  told  me  was  in  Arms 
'0  Fight,  as  well  as  Pray,  if  need  renuir'd. 
Sttf.  He's  in  the  Camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
niKiertake  he  would  not  be  long  hence. 
1^99g.  Trip  Dick^  trip  George. 
Hunt.  I  muft  have  the  Dice ;  what  do  we  play  at  {^ 
Sfif.  PafTage,  if  ye  pleafe. 
Hum.  Set  round  then ;  fo  at  all. 
King.  George,  you  are  our. 
ive  me  the  Dice*  I  pafs  for  twenty  Pound, 
fere's  to  our  lucky  PafTage  into  France. 
Hunt.  Harry^  you  pafs  indeed,  for  you  fweep  all. 
St^.  A  Sign  King  Harry  (hall  ifweep  all  in  France. 

Enter  Priefi. 
P^iefi*  Edge  ye  good  Fellows,  take  a  freih  Gamefter  in. 
fCing.  Mafter  Parfon,  we  play  nothing  but  Gold  ? 
Priefi.  And,  Fellow,  'l  tell  thee  that  the  Prieft  hath  Gold, 
^Id;  what?  ye  are  but  Beggarly  Soldiers  to  me,  I  think 
tave  more  Gold  than  all  you  three, 
^HHU  it  may  be  fo>  but  we  believe  it  not. 
Kif^.  Set,  Prieft,  ku  I  pafs  for  all  that  Gold. 
Prieft.  Ye  pafs  indeed. 
King.  Prieft,  haft  any  more  ? 
Priefi.  IV^ore  i  What  a  Queftion'«  that  ? 
tell  thee  I  have  more  thaa  all  you  three, 
t  thefe  ten  Angels. 

King.  I  wonder  how  thou  com*ft  bv  all  this  Gold, 
ow  many  Benefices  haft  thpw,  Prieft  ? 
Priefi.  Faith,  but  one,  doft  wonder  how  I  come  by  Gold? 
ironder  rather  how  poor  Soldiers  fhould  have  Gold  ;  for 
tell  thee,  good  Fellow,  we  have  every  Day  T^the^^ 
Prings,  Chrifiningff  Weddings,  Buru\s-,  ^tvd^oMY^«t 

C  c  ^  St^-wv^^ 
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Snakes  come  feldome  to  a  Booty.  Til  fpeak  a  proud  wordj 
I  have  but  one  Parfonage,  Wrotham^  'tis  better  than  the 
Bilhoprick  of  Rochefter :  there's  ntfer  a  Hill,  Heath,  nor 
Down  in  all  Kentj  but  'tis  in  my  Pari(h>  Barrhdm^dnmiy 
Cobham-downj  Gads-hillj  Wrothdn$^hiU^  BUcl^hcath^  C^ki" 
heath,  Birchen-wood^  all  pay  me  tythe.  Gold  quoth  a  /  ye 
pais  not  for  that. 

Stif.  Harrj^  ye  are  out,  now*  Parfon,  (hake  the  Dicei 

Priefi.  Set,  fet,  I'll  cover  ye,  at  all :  A  plague  on't  I  m 
out ;  the  Devil*  and  Dice,  and  a  Wencb,  who  will  truft 
them  ? 

Snf.  S.y'ft  thou  fo,  Prieft  ?  fet  faif,  at  all  for  once. 

King.  Out,  Sir,  pay  all. 

Priefl.  Sir,  pay  me  Angel  Gold* 
ril  none  of  your  crack'd  French  Crowns  nor  Fiftoletsj 
Pay  me  fair  Angel  Gold,  as  I  pay  you* 

King.  No  crack'd  French  Crowns  ?  I  hope  to  fee  more 
crack'd  French  Crowns  e'er  long.    . 

Priefi.  Thou  mean'A  of  French  Mens  Crowns,  when  the 
King's  in  France. 

Hnn.  Set  round,  at  all. 

Priefi.  Pay  .all  ;  this  is  fome  luck. 

King.  Give  me  the  Dice,  'tis  I  muft  fhred  the  f rieft  t 
At  all,  Sir  John. 

Priefi.  The  Devil  and  all  is  yours :  at  that.  'Sdeatb,  what 
calling's  this  ? 

Suf.  Well  thrown,  Harrj^  I'faith. 

King.  Ill  caft  better  yet, 

Priefi.  Then  I'll  be  hang'd.  Sirrah,  haft  thou  not  giv'n 
thy  Soul  to  the  Devil  for  cafting  ? 

King.  I  pafs  for  all. 

Priefl.  Thou  paffeft  all  that  e'er  I  plaid  withal : 
Sirrah,  doft  thou  not  cog,  nor  foift,  nor  flur  ? 

King.  Set,  Parfon,  fer,  the  Dice  die  in  my  Hand. 
When,  Parfon,  when  ?  what,  can  ye  find  no  more  i 
Already  dry  ?  was't  you  bragg'd  of  your  Store  ? 

Priefi.  All's  ijone  but  that. 

Hun.  What  ?  half  a  broken  Anccl. 

Priefi.  Why,  Sir  ?  'tis  Gold. 

King.  Yea,  and  Til  cover  it* 

Priefi. 
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Priefi.  The  Devil  give  ye  good  on%  I  am  blind  i  you 
uve  blown  me  up, 

Kimg^  Nay,  tarry,  Prieft,  you  (hall  not  leave  us  yer. 
Do  not  theiis  pieces  fit  each  other  well  ? 

Priefl.  What  if  they  do  ? 

Kiftgm  Thereby  begins  a  Tale : 
There  was  a  Thief,  in  Face  much  like  Sir  John, 
But  twas  not  he.    That  Thief  was  all  in  green. 
Met  me  laft  Day,  on  Blackcheath,  :  ear  the  Par^  . 
IVith  him  a  Woman.    I  was  all  alone 
AjkI  Weaponlefs,  my  Boy  had  all  my  Tools^ 
find  was  before  providing  me  a  Boat. 
Jhort  tale  to  make.  Sir  John^  the  Thief  I  mean. 
Took  a  juft  hundred  Pound  in  Gold  from  me. 
^  ftorm'd  at  it,  and  fwore  to  be  reveng'd 
f  e*er  we  met ;  he  like  a  lufly  Thief, 
irake  with  his  Teeth  this  Angel  jufl  in  two,* 
To  be  a  Token  at  our  meeting  next ; 
Provided  I  fliould  charge  no  OflScer 
1*0  apprehend  him,  but  at  Weapons  Point 
lecover  that,  and  what  he  had  befide. 
Veil  met.  Sir  yohn,  betake  ye  to  your  Tools 
ly  Torchlight,  for.  Matter  Parfon,  you  are  he 
That  had  my  Gold. 

Priefi.  Zounds  I  won't  in  play,  in  fair  fquarePlay,  of  the 
Ceeper  of  Ehham-Parkj}  and  that  I  will  maintain  with  this 
K)or  Whyniard;  be  you  two  honefl;  Men  to  ftand  and  look 
ipon's,  and  let's  alone,  and  neither  part, 

Ksngm  Agreed,  I  charge  ye  do  net  budge  a  Foot, 
iir  John,  have  at  ye. 

Priefi.  Soldier,  ware  your  Sconce. 
Asthejprofferj  rw/^r  Butler,  and  draws  his  Sword  to  part  them. 

But.  Hold,  Villain,  hold  j  my  Lords,  what  d'ye  mean. 
To  fee  a  Traitor  draw  againft  the  King. 

Priefi^  The  King  ?  Gods  will,  I  am  in  a  proper  pickle. 

King.  Bntler^  what  News  ?    why  doft  thou  trouble  us  ? 

Bnt.  Pleafe  your  Majefty,  it's  break  of  Day, 
And  as  I  fcouted  near  to  Iflington^ 
The  Gray-ey'd  Morning  gave  me  glimmering; 
3f  armed  Men  coming  down  Hygate^hillj 
Vho  by  their  Courfc  are  coafting  hitheiw^^d. 

C  c  4  ^^C? 
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King.  Let  us  vlthdraw^  my  Lords,  prepare  our  Troopsj 
To  charge  the  Rebels  if  there  be  fuch  Caufe  :  ' 
Fer  this  lewd  Prieft,  this  devilifli  Hypocrite* 
That  is  a  Thief,  a  Gamefter,  »nd  what  nor» 
Let  him  be  hang*d  up  for  Example  fake. 

Friefi.  Not  (o,  my  gracious  Soveraigib  I  confefi  I  an 
a  frail  Man,  Flelh  and  Blood  as  other  are ;  but  fet  my  idh 
perfedions  afide,  ye  have  not  a  taller  Man»  nor  a  traer 
Subjed  to  the  Crown  and  State,  than  Sir  John  61  fib- 
tbdm  is. 

King.  Will  a  true  Subjed  rob  his  King  I 
Triefi.  Alas  {  twas  ignorance  and  want,  my  gnekmi 
Liege. 

King.  'Twas  want  of  Grace.  Why,  you  fliould  be  as  fik 
To  feafon  others  with  good  document,        * 
Your  Lives  as  Lamps  to  give  the  People  Light, 
As  Shepherds,  not  as  Wolves  to  fpoil  the  Flodc ; 
Go  hang  him,  ButUr. 
Bnt.  Didft  thou  not  rob  me  ? 
PrUfi.  I  muft  confefs  I  faw  fome  of  your  Gold,  bu^  m 
dread  Lord,  I  am  in  no  humour  for  Death  }  God  will  that 
Sinners  liv?,  do  not  you  caufe  me  to  die*  Once  in  didr 
Lives  the  befl:  may  go  aftray*  and  if  the  world  {rj  true, 
your  felf,  my  Liege,  have  been  a  Thief* 

King.  I  confefs  I  have. 
But  I  repent  and  have  reclaimed  my  felf. 
Priefi.  So  will  I  do  if  you  will  give  me  time* 
King.  Wilt  thou  %  my  Lords,  will  you  be  his  Sureties  \ 
Hunt.  That  when  he  robs  again  he  (hall  be  hang'd. 
Priifi.  I  ask  no  more. 
King.  And  we  will  grant  thee  that. 
Live  and  repent,  and  prove  an  honeft  Man, 
Which  when  I  hear,  and  fafe' return  from  FtMCf^ 
I'll  give  thee  living.     'Till  when,  take  thy  Gold*  '. 

But  fpend  it  better  than  at  Cards  or  Wine, 
For  better  Virtues  fit  that  Coat  of  thine. 

Priifi.  yivAt  Rtx»  &  currdt  Lex.  My  Liege,  if  yc  hm  ' 
caufe  of  Battel)  ye  (hall  fee  Sir  John  beftir  himfelf  in  your' 
Quarrel  lExnm. 
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lb$  jtUrum,    Enur  Kin^j  Suf&lk,  Huntington,  Sir  John 
bringing  frrth  lidtoxiy  Beverly,  andVintXyj  Prifiners. 

King.  Bring  in  thofe  Traiioh,  whore  afpiring  '^inds 
Thought  to  have  triumph*d  in  our  Overthrow : 
But  now  ye  fee,  bafe  Villains,  what  ISuccefs 
dktteods  ill  A&ions  wrongfully  attempted.' 
Sir  Rtpr  jtS^n^  thou  rerain'lt  the  Name 
Of  l^ight,  and  ftiouldft  be  more  difceetly  tempeiVl 
Than  join  with  Peafants,  Gentry  is  Divine, 
But  thou  haft  made  it  more  than  popular. 

AH.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  my  Cbnfcience  urg'd  me  to  it. 

tGmg.  Thy  Confcience,  then  Confcience  is  corrupt^ 
^t  in-  thy  Confcience  thou  art  bound  to  us, 
Ind  in  thy  Confcience  thou  ihouldft  love  thy  Counti/. 
U(e  what's  the  di£Ference  'twixt  a  Chriftian, 
(bd  the  uncivil  Manners  of  the  Turk^  ? 

Btv.  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  Majefty, 
But  Reformation  of  Religion, 

King.  Reform  Religion?  was  it  that  you  fought  { 
I  pray  who  gave  you  that  Authority  ? 
Icfike  then  we  do  hiold  the  Scepter  up. 
And  (it  within  the  Throne  but  for  a  Cipher. 
Time  was,  good  SubjeSs  would  make  known  their  Grie^ 
And  pray  Amendment,  not  enforce  the  fame, 
Uolefi  their  King  were  Tyrant,  which  I  Yid^z 
Vou  cannot  juftly  fay  that  Harrj  is. 
What  is  that  other  ? 

&/•  A  Malt-Man,  my  Lord, 
And  dwelling  in  Dnnftable^  as  he  fays. 

King.  Sirrah,  what  made  you  leave  your  Barley-broth, 
To  come  in  Armour  thus  againft  your  King? 

Mftr.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  in  and  out  upon  oc- 
caGon,  what  a  World  is  this?  Knighthood,  my  Liege,  '*twas 
Knighthood  brought  me  hither,  they  told  me  I  had  Wealth 
nough  to  ^ake  my  Wife  a  Lady. 

King.  And  fo  you  brought  thofe  Horfes  which  wc  faw 
Tri^  all  in  coftly  Furniture,  and  meant 
To  wear  thefe  Spurs  when  you  were  Knighted  once. 

Mur^  In  and  but  upon  Occafion  I  did. 
I  King.  In  and  out  upon  Occafion,  therefore  you  ftv^W  V)i^ 
Ing'a  and  in  the  jffead  of  wearing  tlicfc  Souts  vcoqcv^wvx 
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Heels,  about  your  Ned  they  fliall  bewray  your  Folly  tod 
World. 

Priefi.  In  and  out  upon  Occafion,  that  goes  hard.^ 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro  ;  good  my  Liege, 
Pardon,  I  am  ferry  for  my  Fault. 

King.  That  comes  too  late ;  but  tell  me,  went  there  noc 
beHde  Sir  Roger  jiSlou^  upon  whom 
You  did  depend  to  be  your  Governor. 

Miir.  Npne,  my  Lord,  but  Sir  John  OldcafiU, 

Enter  Bijhop  of  Rochefter. 

King.  Bears  he  a  part  in  this  Confpiracy. 

AB.  We  look'd,  my  Lord,  that  he  would  meet  us  here, 

King.  But  did  he  promife  you  that  he  would  come. 

^£i.  Such  Letters  we  received  forth  of  Kent. 

Roch.  Where  is  my  Lord  the  King  ?  Health  to  your  Grac 
Examining,  my  Lord,  fpmeof  thefe  Rebels, 
It  is  a  general  Voice  among  them  all. 
That  they  had  never  come  into  this  Place, 
But  to  have  met  their  valiant  General, 
The  good  Lord  Cobham,  as  they  title  him : 
Whereby,  my  Lord,  your  Grace  may  now  perceive^. 
HisTreafon  is  apparent,  which  bjefbrc 
H  e  fought  to  colour  by  his  Flattery. 

King.  Now  by  my  Royalty  I  would  have  fworn, 
But  for  his  Confciencc,  which  I  bear  withal, 
There  had  liv'd  a  more  true  hearted  SubjcA. 

Roch.  It  is  but  counterfeit,  my  gracious  Lord» 
And  therefore  may  it  pleafe  your  Majefty, 
To  fet  your  Hand-  unto  this  Precept  here. 
By  which  we'll  caufc  him  forthwith  to  appear. 
And  anfwer  this  by  order  of  the  Law. 

King.  Not  only  that,  but  take  Commiflion 
To  fearch,  attach,  imprifon,  and  condemn 
This  mcVc  notorious  Traitor  as  you  pleafe. 

RocL  It  fliall  be  done,  my  Lord,  without  delay : 
So  now  I  hold.  Lord  Cobham^  in  my  Hand, 
That  which  fliall  finifli  thy  difdained  Life. 

Kiyfg.  I  think  the  Iron  Age  begins  but  now, 
Whivh  learned  Poets  have  fo  often  taught, 
Wheicin  there  is  no  credit  to  be  given 
To  cithoc  Words  or  Looks^  01  CoUmu  Ouhs: 


Sir  John  Oldcaftle. 


3>59 


Vac  if  he  were,  how  often  hath  he  fworn. 
How  gently  tun'd  the  Mufick  of  his  Tongue* 
Jknd  with  what  aimable  Face  beheld  he  me. 
When  ally  God  knows,  wa^  but  Hypocriiie. 

Emer  Lard  Cobhano. 
Cb^.Long  Life  and  profperous  Reign  unto  my  Lord. 
KiMg.  ^,  Villain,  canfl  thou  wifh  Profperity, 
^hofe  Heart  includeth  nought  but  Treachery  S 

do  irreft  thee  here  my  felf,  falfe  Knight, 
Of  Treafon  capital  againfl  the  State. 
Cotm  Of  Treafon,  mighty  Prince?  your  Grace  miftakeS| 
hope  it  is  but  in  the  way  of  Mirth. 
Ejftgrn  Thy  Neck  fliall  feel  it  is  in  earneft  ftiortly* 
'ft  thou  intrude  into  our  Prcfence,  knowing 
heinouOy  thou  haft  offended  us? 
this  is  thy  accuftomed  deceit, 
[ow  thou  perceiv'ft  thy  Purpofe  is  in  vain, 
^ith  fome  ezcufe  or  other  thou  wilt  come 
'o  clear  thy  felf  of  this  Rebellion. 
Cot,  Rebellion,  good  my  Lord,  I  know  of  none, 
Cmg»  If  you  deny  it»  here  is  evidence, 
you  thefe  Men ;  you  never  counfelled. 
For  offered  them  afliftance  in  their  Wars? 
Gk  Speakt  Sirs*  not  one  but  ^\U  I  crave  no  favouTj 
lave  ever  I  been  converfant  with  you? 
written  Letters  to  incourage  you? 
kindled  but  the  leaft  or  fmalleft  part 
tf  this  your  late  unratural  Rebellion? 

for  I  dare  the  uttern?oft  you  can. 
Mmr.  In  and  out  upon  Ocw'-afion,  I  know  you  not. 
Kimg.  No,  didft  ihou  not  fay,  xhdit  Sir  John  OUcaJfU 
^asone  with  whom  you  pnrpos'd  to  have  met? 
Atmr.  True,  I  did  fay  »o,  b  ^r  in  what  rcfped, 

lufc  I  heard  it  was  rep'?rtt  d  f\ 
KiMg,  Was  there  no  orher  Argument  but  that  ? 
jtQm  I  muft  confefs  we  hive  no  other  Ground 
It  only  rumour  to  ace''''  hi>  L'>rd, 
lich  now  I  fee  was  mo  ' !  v  ^ab.  I:jus. 
Kim£,  Themo^e  per  t.o.is  v  r.7  to  taint  himthen^ 
^liom  you  know  wa?  not  isi-lry,  yea  or  no. 
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Cob.  Let  thi^  mv  Lord,  which  I  prefenc  your  Grac 
Speak  for  my  Loyalty,  read  thefe  Articles, 
And  then  give  Sentence  of  nay  Life  or  D^th* 

Kin£.  Earl  Cdmbridge^  Scroop  and  Gntj  corrupted 
With  Bribes  from  Charles  of  FrMnce^  either  to  yf in 
My  Crown  from  ipe,  or  fecretly  contrive 
My  Death  by  Treafon  ?  Is*t  poffible  ? 

Cob.  There  is  the  Platform^  and  their  Hind%  my  I 
Each  feverally  fubfcribed  to  the  fame* 

Kifig.  Oh  never  heard  of  bafe  Ingratitude  I 
Even  thofe  I  hug  within  my  Bofom  moft. 
Are  readied:  evermore  to  fting  my  Heart. 
Pardon  me,  Cobham,  I  have  oone  thee  wroag^ 
Hereafter  I  will  live  to  make  amends. 
Is  then  their  time  of  meeting  fo  near  hand  ? 
We'll  meet  with  them  but  little  for  their  eafc. 
If  God  permit.    Go  take  thefe  Rebtls  hence. 
Let  them  have  Martial  Law  ?  but  as  for  thee. 
Friend  to  thy  King  and  Country,  ftill  be  free.         [£a 

Mt$r.  Be  it  more  or  lefs,  what  a  World  is  this  ? 
Would  I  had  continued  ftill  of  the  Order  of  Knaves^ 
And  ne*er  fought  Knighthood,  fince  it  cofts 
So  dear :  Sir  Ro^er^  I  qpay  thank  you  for  all. 
^H.  Now  *tis  coo  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
I  prithee,  Murlej^  do  not  uree  me  with  it. 
Hunt.  Will  you  away,  and  make  no  more  to  do  | 
Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro/ as  Occa^fioo  ft 
If  you  be  fo  hafty,  take  my  Place. 
Hunt.  No,  good  Sir  Knight,  e'en  take't  your  felf. 
Mur.  I  could  be  glad  to  give  my  Betters  place.  [£« 
Enter  Bijbop  of  Rochcftcr,  Lord  Warden^  CtoxoxxtheSk 

Lfddj  Cobham  and^jitiendants. 
Rock  I  tell  ye.  Lady,  it*s  impoflible ' 
But  you  fliould  know  where  he  conveys  himfelf^ 
And  you  have  hid  him  in  fome  fecret  Place. 

L.  Cob,  My  Lord,  believe  me,  as  I  love  my  Sou^ 
I  know  not  where  my  Lord  my  Husband  is. 

Rock  Go  to,  go  to,  ye  are  an  Heretick, 
And  will  be  forced  by  Torture  to  confefs, 
//  fair  means  will  not  ferve  to  make  you  tell. 
L.  Cob.  My  Husband  u  x  ^o\At  Otxi^^raiv^ 
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Aind  need  ,oot  hide  himfelf  for  any  Faft 

Fhat  e>r  I  heard  of,  therefore  wrong  him  not. 

Rach.  Your  Husl^d  is  a  dangerous  Schifinatickt 
rnitor  CO  God,  the  King,  and  Commonwealtht 
find  therefore,  Mr.  Cromer^  Sheriff  of  Kwt^ 
[  charge  you  take  her  to  your  Cuftody, 
^d  feize  the  Goods  of  Sir  John  OUcafile 
To  the  King's  ufe ;  let  her  go  in  no  more, 
Fo  fetch  fo  much  as  her  Apparel  outt 
rhere  is  your  Warrant  from  his  Majefty. 

ff^ar^  Good  my  Lord  Bi(hop,  pacifie  your  wrath 
flgainft  the  Lady% 

Rcchm  Then  let  her  confefs 
Where  Oldcafile  her  Husband  is  conceal'd. 

Wltr^  I  dare  engage  mine  Honour  and  my  Life, 
Poor  Gentlewoman,  fhe  is  ignorant 
And  innocent  of  all  his  Pradices 
[f  any  Evil  by  him  be  praftifed. 

RBcb.  If 9  my  Lord  Warden?  Nay  theni  chargeyou. 
That  all  Cinque-ports  whereof  you  are  chief, 
Be  hid  forthwith^  that  he  efcapes  us  not. 
Shew  him  his  Highnefs  warrant;^  Mr.  Sheriff. 

Wkr.  I  am  forry  for  the  Noble  Gentleman. 

Rsch.  Peace,  he  comes  here,  now  do  your  Office* 
Enter  Harpool  and  Lord  Cobham. 

C9bm  Hdrpool,  what  Buiinefshave  we  here  in  hand  i 
What  makes  the  Bi(hop  and  the  Sheriff  here  2 
t  fear  my  coming  home  is  dangerous* 
t  would  I  had  not  made  fuch  nafte  to  Cobhdm. 

Har.  Be  of  good  cheer,  my  Lord,  if  they  be  Foes,  we*! 
Gcramble  fhrewdly  with  them  :  If  they  be  Friends  they  axe 
lirelcome. 

Sher.  Sir  John  Oldcafile  Lord  Cobham^  in  the  King's  Nam^t 
I  arreft  ye  of  High  Treafon. 

Coh.  Treafon,  Mr.  Cromer  ! 

Hat.  Treafon,  Mr.  Sheriff,  what  Treafon? 

Cnh.  Harpool^  I  charge  thee  ftir  nor,  but  be  quiet. 
Do  ye  arreft  me  of  Treafon,  Mr.  Sheriff? 

Roch.  Yea,  of  High  Treafon,  Traitor,  Hcretick* 

Coh.  Defiance  in  his  Face  that  calls  mt  (6^ 
\vaas  true  m  Loyzl  Gentleman 
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Unto  his  Highnefs,  as  my  proudeft  Eoemyt 
The  Kr  r;  (i  all  witnefs  my  late  faithful  Service,' 
For  fafi^./  ci  his  facrtd  Majefty. 

Roch.   X'  hat  thou  art,  the  King's  Hand  (hall  teftifiei 
Shew  Lull,  Lord  Warden* 

C//>.  Jdudeftnd  me, 
Is't  pjliitj'e  your  cunning  could  fo  temper 
The  PiJPCCiY  difpolictcui  of  his  Mind, 
To  fign  tne  damij;e  of  a  Loyal  SubjeAS 
Well,  the  bi  it  is,  u  bears  an  antedate. 
Procured  by  my  ahfciiCc  and  your  malice. 
But  I,  fivx  that,  have  Ihew'd  my  felf  as  true^ 
As  any  Caurchfiunthat  dare  challenge  me* 
Let  me  b.-  brought  before  his  Majefty, 
If  he  acquit  ms  not,  then  do  your  worff. 

Roch.  We  are  not  bound  to  do  kind  Offices 
For  any  Traitor,  Schi(matick,  nor  Heretick  : 
The  Kmg's  Hand  is  our  Warrant  for  our  Work, 
Who  is  departed  on  his  way  for  France, 
And  at  Southampton  doth  repofe  this  Night. 

Har.  O  that  thou  and  I  were  within  twenty  Miles  oi 
on  Salisbury  Plain !  I  would  lofe  my  Head  if  thou  brougl 
thy  Head  hither  ag;»in.  [/ 

Cob.  My  Lord  Warden  o*th'  Cinquc^Ports^  tnd  Lon 
Rochefirr,  ye  are  joint  Commiffioners,  favour  me  foffluci 
my  ex~  ■  ce,  to  hrin^  me  to  the  King. 

Roch,   -Vhat,  to  Southampton  I 

Cob     ?  ;  '   er,  my  good  Lord, 
And  if  Ir  J  iio  i.ot  clear  me  of  all  guilt, 
'And  ail  ;u:p;^;  xi  of  Confpiracy, 
Pawning  liis  Pfi:u :c-y  warrant  for  my  Truth : 
I  ask  no  Favour,  but  cxtreameft  Torture* 
Bring  me,  or  ferid  me  to  him,  good  my  Lord, 
Good  my  Lord  Warden,  Mr.  Sheriff  entreat. 

[Thej  both  entrenfk  i 
Come  hither.  Lady,  ncy,  fwcetWife,  forbear 
To  heap  one  So.  I :rw-  od  another's  Neck: 
*ris  Grief  erouj:h  iiih'cly  to  be  accus'd. 
And  not  pernsitted  co  a^  quit  my  felf. 
Do  not  thou  1/ith  thy  kija  r^fpe&ivc  Tears, 

Tor 
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Torment  thy  Husband's  Heart  that  bleeds  for  thee ; 

But  be  of  Comfort,  God  hath  help  in  ftore 

For  thofe  that  put  afTured  truft  in  him. 

Dear  Wife*  if  they  commit  me  to  the  Tower^ 

Come  up  to  L§ndon^  to  your  Sifter's  Houfe : 

Tbt  being  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 

One  folace  find  I  fettled  in  aiy  SouU 

That  I  am  free  from  Treaion's  very  thought. 

Only  my  Confcience  for  the  Gofpel's  fake, 

U  caufe  of  all  the  Troubles  I  fuftain. 

L.Cob.  O  my  dear  Lord,  whatihall  betide  of  us? 
If ou  to  the  Tnver,  and  I  turn'd  out  of  Doors, 
Our  Subftance  feiz'd  unto  his  Highnefs  ufe. 
Even  to  the  Garments  longing  to  our  Backs. 

£br.  Patience,  good  Madam,  things  at  worft  \trill  mend, 
(lod  if  they  do  not,  yet  our  Lives  may  end. 

Roch.  Urge  it  no  more»  for  if  an  Angel  fpake, 
[  fwear  by  fweet  St.  Peter'^s  blefTed  Keys, 
Pirft  goes  he  to  the  Tower^  then  to  the  Stake. 

Sher.  But  by  your  lea¥e,  this  Warrant  doth  not  flretch 
To  Imprifon  her. 

R§ch.  No>  turn  her  out  of  Doors* 
5ven  as  ihe  is*  and  lead  him  to  the  Tfywer^ 
iVith  guard  enough,  for  fear  of  refcuing. 

L.  Coh.  O  God  requite  chee  thou  blood-thirfty  Ma '7^ 

(M.  May  it  not  be,  my  Lord  of  Rochefier  i 
iVherein  have  I  incurr'd  your  hate  fo  far. 
That  my  Appeal  unto  the  King's  deny'd. 

R$ch.  No  Hate  of  mine,  but  Pow'r  of  Holy  Church| 
EVtfbids  all  Favour  to  falfe  Hereticks. 

Cob.  Your  private  Malice  more  than  publick  Pow'r, 
Strikes  moft  at  me,  but  with  my  Life  it  ends. 

Hsir.  afiJeJ]  O  that  I  had  the  Biihop  in  that  fear 
That  once  I  had  his  Sumner  by  our  felves. 

Slur.  My  Lord,  yet  grant  one  Suit  unto  us  all. 
That  this  iame  ancient  Servingman  may  wait 
Upon  my  Lord  his  Mafter  in  the  To'wer. 

Roch.  This  old  Iniquity,  this  Heretick  ? 
That  in  contempt  of  our  Church  Difcipline, 
C(mipeird  my  Sumner  to  devour  his  Procefs  ? 
Old  RuflGlan  paft  Grace,  upftart  Schifioaauck, 
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Had  not  the  King  pray'd  us  to  pardon  ye. 
Ye  had  fried  for't,  ye  grilled  Heretick. . 

Har.  'Sblood,  my  Lord  Bilhopj  ye  wrong  me,  I  ain  m 
tber  Heretick  nor  Purit&n^  but  of  the  oM  Church;  rilfwpi 
drink  Ale>  kifs  a  Wench>  go  to  Mafs,  eat  Fiffi  all  Lent,  ai 
faft  Fridays  with  Cakes  and  \y ine,  Fruit  and  Spiceij,  ftrr 
me  of  my  old  Sins  afore  Eafter^  and  begin  new  before  Vlh 

ftifitide^ 

Sher.  A  merry  mad  conceited  Knave,  my  Lord. 

Har.  That  Knave  was  (imp^  put  upon  the  Bifhop* 

Rack.  Well,  Qod  forgive  him,. and  I  pardon  him: 
Let  him  attend  tiis  Mafter  in  the  Tower^ 
For  I  in  Charity  wi(h  his  S^ul  no  hurt. . 

Cob.  God  blefs  my  Soul  from  fuch  cold  Charity. 

Rach.  To  tb'7172^^^  with  him,  and  when  my  leifurefeiri 
I  will  examine  him  of  Articles ; 
Look>  my  Lord  Warden^  as  you  have  in  charge* 
The  SheriflF  perform  his  OflSce. 

War.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Emer  Sumner  mth  Bookr.     . 

Roch.  What  bring'ft  thou  there  ?  what  Books  of  Herefi^ 

Sum.  Yea,  my  Lord,  here's  not  a  Latin  Books 
No  not  fo  much  as  our  Ladies  Pfalter : 
Here's  the  Bible,  the  Teftament,  the  Pfalms  in  inetre, 
The  Sick  Man's  Salve,  the  Treafure  of  Gladnefs, 
All  EngUJhf  no  not  fo  much  but  the  Almanack's  Ef^lijb. 

Roch.  Away  with  them,  to  th'Fire  with  them,  Cbuh 
Now  fie  upon  thefe  upftart  Hereticks. 
All  Englijhy  burn  them,  burn  them  quickly,  CU$n. 

Har.  But  do  not,  Sumner,  as  youll  anfwer  i^  forlhatr 
there  Endip  Books,  my  Lord,  that  I'll  not  part  withal  ft 
your  Biuioprick,  BcvU  of  Hampton,  OwUgUfs,  The  fru 
and  the  Bojj  Ellen  of  Rumming,  Robin  Hood^  and  other  foe 
podly  Stories,  which  if  you  burn,  bythisFlefli  Pllmake] 
drink  their  Aihes  in  St«  Margeishh.  [Exem 

Enter  the  Bijhop  of  Kochelter,  with  his  Men  in  Livn) 

Coats. 

1  &r.  Is  it  your  Honour's  pleafure  we  (hall  flay. 
Or  come  back  in  the  Afternoon  to  fetch  you« 

Roch.  Now  have  ye  brought  me  here  unto  the  Timfir, 
Xou  may  go  back  unto  xVit  ?o\ut*^  Lodee^ 
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cre>  if  I  have  occafion  to  employ  ^ou^ 

fend  fbme  Officer  to  call  you  to  me. 

» the  City  go  not,  I  command  you, 

aps  I  may  nave  prefent  need  to  ufe  you; 

Ser.  We  will  attend  your  Honour  here  without.' 

SVr.  Come^  we  may  have  a  Quart  of  Wine  at  the  Roft 

^kjng^  and  come  back  an  hour  before  he'll  go. 

5Vr.  We  mud  hie  us  then* 

PVr.  Let's  away*  [Exchhu 

^ir.  Ho,  Mr.  Lieutenant. 

TM$,  Who  calls  there  { 

^h.  A  Friend  of  your^ 

Tm.  My  Lord  of  Rbchefier  f  your  Hofiour's  welcomed 

vk.  Sir,  here's  my  Warrant  ixom  the  Council 

Conference  with  Sir  John  Oldcafik, 

1  fome  matter  of  great  Confequence. 

cm.  Ho,  Sir  John.  ^ 

or.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Uh,  Harpooly  tell  Sxtjohn^  that  my  Lord  of  Rachiftef 

des  from  the  Council  to  confer  with  him* 

ink  you  may  as  fafe  without  fufpicion 

my  Man  in  EngUnd  as  I  hear, 

it  was  you  mod  laboured  his  Commitment; 

och.  I  did.  Sir,  and  nothing  repent  it  I  afTure  yoit^^ 

Enter  Lord  Cobhaih  4nd  Harpool. 
Lieutefiant,  I  pray  yoa  ^ive  us  leave, 
ift  confer  here  with  Sir  John  a  little; 
icm.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Lord*  [teklu 

4r.  Mfide^  My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  met  take  this  occa- 
while  it  is  offered,  and  on  my  Life  your  Lordffaip  will 

h.  No  mor6  I  fay,  peace  left  he  ihould  fufpe&  it* 

>ch.  Six  John,  I  am  come  to  you  froni  the  Lords  of  the 

icil,  to  know  if  you  do  recant  your  Errors. 

b.  My  Lbrdof  Rocheficr^  on  good*  advice, 

my  Error ;  but  yet  underftand  tap, 

m  not  Erfoj^  in  the  Faith  I  faold^ 

Error  in  fubmitting  to  your  Pleafure^ 

efore  your  Lordfhip  without  more  to  do,^ 

be  a  means  to  help  me  to  efcape* 

X.  VL  Dd  *-^*^ 
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Roch.  VVIiat  means,  thou  Heretick  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  but  lift  thy  Hand  againft  my  Calling? 

Cob.  No,  not  to  hurt  you,  for  a  thouiand  Pound. 

Har.  Nothing  but  to  borrow  your  upper  Garment  alii 
not  a  v/crd  more,  peace  for  waking  the  Children :  There, 
on,  difpatcb,  my  Lord,  theWmdow  that  goes  out  into 
Leads  is  fure  enough  ;  as  for  you*  V\\  bind  you  furel; 
the  inner  Room. 

Cob.  This  is  well  begun,  God  fend  us  happy  fpeed. 
Hard  (hift  you  lee  Men  make  in  time  of  need. 

Enter  Servingmen  again. 

I  Ser.  I  marvel  that  my  Lord  (hould  ftay  (b  long. 

1  Ser.  He  hath  fent  to  fedc  us,  I  dare  lay  my  Life. 

3  Ser.  We  come  in  good  time>  fee  where  he  is  comii 

Har.  I  befeech  you,  good  my  Lord  of  Rochefier,  be 
vourable  to  my  Lord  and  Mafter. 

Cob.  The  inner  R%oms  be  very  hot  and  clofey 
I  do  not  like  this  Air  here  in  the  Tower. 

Har.  His  cafe  is  hard,  m.y  Lord ;  you  (hall  fafely  get 
of  the  ToTver,  but  I  will  down  upon  them :  In  which  t 
^ct  you  away.  Hard  under  IJlington  wait  you  my  com 
I  will  bring  my  Lady  ready  with  Horfes  to  get  hence. 

Cob.  Fellow,  go  back  again  unco  my  Lord,  and  cou 
him. 

Har.  Nay,  my  good  Lord  of  Rocheftcr^  PU  bring  yo; 
St.  uilbam  through  the  Woods  I  warrant  you. 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Har»  Nay  fince  I  am  paft  the  Towe/s  Liberty, 
You  part  not  fo.  [fllr  Jrt 

Cob.  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs. 

iSer.  Murther,  Murther,  Murthen 

2  Ser.  Down  with  him. 

Har.  Out  you  cowardly  Rogues.  [Cobham(/?4 

Enter  Lieutenant,  and  his  Men. 

Lieu.  Who  is  fo  bold  to  dare  to  draw  a  Sword 
So  near  unto  the  entrance  of  the  Tower  ? 

I  Ser.  This  Ruffian,  Servant  to  Sir  John  Oldcafik^  was 
to  haveflain  my  Lord. 

Lien.  Lay  hold  on  himt 
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ildr.  Stand  off  if  you  love  your  Pudding?. 

[Bip€p  ef  Rochcfter  calls  within. 
Roth.  Helpi  help^  helpi  Mr*  Lieutenant,  help. 
Ueu.  Who's  thit  within?  foroe  Treafon  in  the  Tewcr^  on 
y  life,  look  in,  who's  that  which  calls? 

Enter  Bipop  of  Rochefter  bonnd. 
ZJeti.  Without  yojir  Cloak,  my  Lord  of  Rochefier  ? 
Har.  There,  now  it  works ;  then  let  me  fpeed, 
or  now*s  the  fitted  time  to  fcape  away.  [^Exit. 

Ueu.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ghaflly  and  affrighted  ? 
Roch.  Oldcaftle  that  Traitor,  and  his  Man, 
^hen  you  had  left  me  to  confer  with  him, 
ook,  bound,  and  ftript  me,  as  you  fee^ 
nd  left  me  lying  in  this  inner  Chamber, 
nd  fo  departed,  and  I— ^ 

L$eu.  And  you  I  Ne'er  fay  that,  the  Lord  Cobham's  Man 
id  here  fet  on  you  like  to  murther  you. 

1  &r.  And  fo  he  did. 

Roch.  It  was  upon  his  M after  then  he  did, 
ibat  in  the  brawl  the  Traitor  might  efcape. 
JUfifm  Where  is  this  Harpool  ? 

2  Ser.  Here  he  was  even  now. 

Lieu.  Wherej  can  you  tell?  They  are  both  efcap'd* 
Qce  it  fo  happens  that  he  is  efcap'd^ 
am  glad  you  are  a  witnefs  of  the  fame : 
might  have  elfe  been  laid  unto  my  Charge^ 
hat  I  had  been  confenting  to  the  Fad. 
Rochi  Cofne, 

iarch  (hall  be  made  for  him  with  expedition, 
he  Haven's  laid  that  he  (hall  not  efcape, 
Dd  hue  and  cry  continue  through  EngUndy 
0  find  this  damned,  dangerous  HereticK.  [Exeunti 

Enier  Cambridge,   Scroop,    and  Gray,  as  in  a  Chamber^ 

and  fet  down  at  a  TabUy  confultin^  about  their  Treafon^ 

King  Harry  and  Suffolk  Hfining  at  the  Door. 
^Cam.  In  mine  Opinion,  Scroop  hath  well  advis'*d, 
Kfon  will  be  the  only  aprcft  raca'i, 
od  fitted  for  our  purpofe  to  difpatch  him. 
Craj.  But  yet  there  may  be  doubt  in  their  delivery, 
€mr  is  wife*  and  therefore,  Earl  of  Cambridgey 
tLQge  that  wjy  no:  fo  corivcnienr.  \ 

D  d  Ok  ScTco^^ 
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Scroop.  What  think  ye  then  of  this  ?  I  am  his  Bedfe 
And  unfufpefted  nightly  fleep  with  him. 
What  if  I  venture  in  thofe  filent  hours. 
When  Sleep  hath  fealed  up  all  mortal  Eyes* 
To  murther  him  in  bed  i  how  hke  ye  that  i 

Cam.  Herein  confifts  no  fafety  for  your  fel^ 
And  you  difclos'd,  what  fhail  become  of  us  ? 
But  this  Ddy,  as  ye  know,  he  will  aboard. 
The  Wind's  fo  fair,  and  fet  away  for  Franci^ 
If  as  he  goes,  or  entring  in  the  Ship 
It  might  be  done,  then  were  it  excellent. 

Gray.  Why  any  of  thefe,  or  if  you  will, 
I'll  caufe  a  prefent  fitting  of  the  Council, 
Wherein  I  will  pretend  fome  matter  of  fuch  weight,^ 
As  needs  muft  have  his  Royal  Company, 
And  fo  difpatch  him  in  his  Council  Chamber. 

Cam.  Tuih,  yet  I  hear  not  any  thing  to  purpofe. 
I  wonder  that  Lord  Cohham  flays  fo  long. 
His  Counfel  in  this  cafe  would  much  avail  uf. 

[Tht  King  fteps  in  upon  them  with  his  L 

Scroop.  What,  ihall  we  rife  thus,  and  determine  nothi 

King.  That  were  a  Ihame  indeed:  No^  fit  again. 
And  you  (hall  have  my  Counfel  in  this  cafe: 
If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  King, 
Then  you  fliall  fee  how  I  can  furnifli  ye  ; 
Scroop*s  way  by  Poifon  was  indifferent. 
But  yet  being  Bed-fellow  to  the  King, 
And  unfufpefted,  fleeping  in  his  Bofom, 
In  mine  Opinion  that's  the  likelier  way. 
For  fuch  falfe  Friends  are  able  to  do  much. 
And  filent  Night  is  Treafon's  fitteft  Fiiend. 
Now,  Cambridge^  in  his  fetting  hence  for  Francis 
Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  goes  aboard 
To  do  the  deed,  that  was  indifferent  too. 
But  fomewhat  doubtful. 
Marry  Lord  Gray  came  very  near  the  point. 
To  have  the  King  at  Council,  and  there  murder  himj 
As  Cafar  was  among  his  dcareft  Friends. 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  mc,  you  bright  Honour's  ftains. 
For  which  of  all  ray  kindneffis  to  you, 
Areyc  become  iUv.s  Tu\xo\^to  ^q>x\YC\v.^\ 
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k1  Franci  muft  have  the  Spoil  of  Harrfs  Life. 

jiU.  Oh  pardon  us^  dread  Lord. 

ISng.  How,  pardon  ye?  that  were  a  Sin  indeed, 

rag  them  to  Death>  which  juHly  they  defcrve  : 

\a  France  (hall  dearly  buy  this  Villany, 

fbon  as  we  fet  footing  on  her  Breafl. 

xi  have  the  praife  for  our  Deliverance, 

k1  next  our  Thanks,  Lord  Cotham,  is  to  thee, 

rue  perfeA  Mirror  of  Nobility.  [JExeufft. 

Enter  Priefi  and  Doll. 
Priefi,  Come  Doll,  come,  be  merry,  Wench, 
rewel  Kent,  we  are  not  for  thee. 
I  lufty  my  Lafs,  come  for  Lancajhire, 
5  muft  nip  the  Boung  for  thefe  Crowns. 
D0IL  Why  is  all  the  Gold  fpent  already,  that  you  had 
t  other  Day  ? 

Pri4!fi.  Gone,  Dolly  gone;  flown,  fpent,vanifti'd,  the  Devil, 
rink,  and  Dice,  has  devoured  all. 

DpU,  You  might  have  left  me  in  Keftt,  *till  you  had  been 
Mr  provided. 

Priefi.  No,  Doll,  no,  Ke»t"s  too  hot,  Doll,  Kent's  too  h^t ; 
J  Weathercock  oiWrotham  will  crow  no  longer,  we  have 
ickc  him,  he  has  loft  his  Feathers,  I  have  prun'd  him  bare, 
t  him  thrice,  is  moulted,  is  moulted,  Wench. 
Doll.  I  might  have  gone  to  Service  again,  old  Mr.  Har^ 
I  told  me  he  would  provide  me  a  Miftrefs. 
Priefi.  Peace,  Doll^  peace;  come,  mad  Wench,  I'll  make 
ic  an  honeft  Woman,  wi'll  into  Lancajbire  to  our  Friends, 
;  troth  is,  I'll  marry  thee,  we  want  but  a  little  Mony,  and 
ony  we  will  have  I  warrant  thee;  flay,  who  comes  here? 
ne  Jrijh  Villain  methinks  that  has  flain  a  Man>  and  no^  he 
rifling  on  him,  fland  clofc,  Doll,  we'll  fee  the  end. 
Enter  the  Irifhman  with  his  dead  Mafier,  and  rifles  him. 
Irijhm  Alaspoe  Mafter,  Sir  Richard  Lee,  be  St.  Patrick^  is 
>  and  cut  thy  trote,  for  de  Ihain,  and  dy  Mony,  and  dy 
d  Ring,  be  me  truly  is  love  de  well,  but  now  dowbekill 
be  fliitten  Kanave. 
^riefl.  Stand,  Sirrah,  what  art  thou  ? 
^rifly.  BeSr.  P/i/r/V^Mefter,  is  poor  Irijhman^  is  a  leufter. 

bd  J  Trit^- 
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Priefi.  Sirrah,  Sirrah,  you'are  a  daran'd  Rogue,  you- havt 
kiird  a  Mdn  here,  and  riHcd  him  of  ail  that  he  has;  'sblood 
you  Ropue  deliver,  or  I'll  not  leave  you  fo  much  as  a  Haii 
above  your  Shoulders,  you  Whorfon /r//7^  Dog,  [jLobshifti 

Iriflj.  We's  mc  St.  Patrick^  Ife  kill  my  Mefter  for  fhaia 
and  his  Ring,  and  now's  be  rob  of  all,  me's  undo. 

Pnefi.  Avant  you  Rafcal,  go  Sirrah,  be  walking.  Cone 
Doll^  the  Devil  laughs  when  one  Thief  robs  another;  cooe 
Wench,  we'll  to  St.  Albans,  and  revel  in  our  Bower,  my 
brave  Girl. 

Doll,  O  thou  art  old  Sir  John  when  all's  done  i'faith. 

Enter  the  Irifliman  with  the  Hofi  of  the  Homfe. 

Trip.  Be  me  tro  Mafler  is  poor  Irifman,  is  want  ladgiifi 
is  have  no  Mony,  is  ftarve  and  cold,  good  Mafter  give  M 
fome  Meat,  is  famife  and  tye. 

Hoft.  Faith  Fellow  I  have  no  Lodging,  but  what  I  keep 
for  my  Guefts ;  as  for  Meat,  thou  ihalt  have  as  much  af 
there  is,  and  if  thou  wilt  lye  in  the  Barn,  there's  fairStrafi 
and  room  enough. 

IriJJo.  Is  tank  my  Mafter  hertily, 

Hofi.  Ho,  Robin^ 

Rob.  Who  calls  ? 

Hofi.  Shew  this  i^oot Iri flyman  to  the  barn,  go  Sirrah. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate. 

Club.  Who's  within  here?  who  looks  to  the  Horfeii 
Uds  har,  here's  fine  Work,  the  Hens  in  the  Manger,  vA 
the  Hogs  in  the  Litter,  a  bots  found  you  all^  here's  aHouftl 
well  lookt  to  i'faith,  I 

Kate.  Mas  G off  Club  ^  Ife  very  cawd. 

Clhb.  Get  in,  Kate^  get  into  the  Fire  and  warm  theCi 
John  Ofiler  f 

Hofi.  What,  GaflFer  Clnb,  welcome  to  St.  Albans^ 
How  do*s  all  our  Friends  in  Lancajhire  f 

Club^  Well,  God  a  Mtt cy  J ohn^  how  do's  Tom  \  w 
is  he  i 

Ofil.  Tom's  gone  from  hence,  he's  at  the  three 
loaves  at  Stony -Stratford ;  how  do's  old  Dick  Dun  i 

Club.  Uds  har,  old  Dun  is  mnyr'd  in  a  flough  in  BfH 
hill-lane  ;  a  plague  found  it,  yonders  fuch  abcmina^' 
Weather  sis  was  never  (een. 
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OfiL  Uds  hat  Thief,  have  one  half  peck  of  Peafe  and 
Jacs  more  for  that,  as  I  am  John  Ofilcry  he  has  been  ever 
s  good  a  Jade  as  ever  travelled. 

Cft^.  Faith  wellfaid,  old  Jaif^y  thou  art  theoldL^d  ftill. 

OJtL  Come,  Gaffer  Clubj  unload,  unload,  and  get  to  fupper. 
Enter  the  Hoft,  Lord  Cobham,  and  Haipoo!. 

Hofi,  Sir,  you're  welcome  tothisHoufi*,  to  fuch  as  is  here 
vith  all  my  Heart ;  but  I  fear  your  Lodgin^^  will  be  the 
vorft.  I  have  but  two  Beds,  and  they  are  both  in  a  Cham- 
ber,  and  the  Carrier  and  his  Daughter  lies  in  the  one>  and 
you  and  your  Wife  muft  lye  in  the  other. 

Cob.  Faith,  Sir,  for  my  felf  I  do  not  greatly  pafs. 
My  Wife  is  weary,  and  would  be  at  reft, 
E\>r  we  have  travelled  very  far  to  day, 
We  muft  be  content  with  (uch  as  you  have. 

Hofi.  But  I  cannot  tell  how  to  do  with  your  Man. 

Har.  What  ?  haft  thou  never  an  empty  Room  in  thy 
Houfe  for  me  ? 

Hofi.  Not  a  Bed  in  troth.  There  came  a  poor  Irifiman^ 
ind  I  lodg'd  him  in  the  Barn,  where  he  has  fair  Straw,  al- 
though he  have  nothing  clfe. 

Hdr.  Well,  mine  Hoft,  I  prethee  help  me  to  a  pair  of 
dean  Sheets,  and  Til  go  lodge  with  him. 

Hofi.  By  theMafsthat  thou  ftialt,  a  good  pair  of  hempen 
Sheets  were  ne'er  lain  in  ;  come  [J^.xeunt. 

Enter  ConflahUy  Mayor  and  Watch. 
■   Major.  What?  have  you  fearcht  the  1  own  ? 

Con.  Ail  the  Town,  Sir,  we  have  not  left  a  Houfe  tin- 
fearcht  that  ufes  to  lodge. 

Major.  Surely  my  Lord  of  Rochefier  was  then  deceived. 
Or  ill  inform'd  of  Sir  John  Oldcafile ; 
Or  if  he  came  this  way,  he's  part  the  Town, 
He  could  not  elfe  have  fcap'd  you  in  the  Search. 

Con.  The  privy  watch  hath  been  abroad  all  Nighr, 
And  not  a  Stranger  lodgeth  in  the  Town 
But  he  is  known  ;   only  a  lufty  Prieft 
Wc  found  in  Bed  with  a  pretty  Wench, 
That  fays  (he  is  his  Wife,  yonder  at  the  Shears ; 
But  we  have  charg'd  the  Hoft  with  hisfoith  coming 
To  morrow  Morning. 

Major,  Wh^t  think  you  beft  to  do  ^4 

Dd4  ^ 
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Con.  Faith,  Mr.  Mayor,  here^s  a  few  ftragling  Houfes 
beyond  the  Bridge,  and  ^  little  Inn  where  Carriers  ufe  to 
lodge,  although  I  think  furely  he  would  ne*er  lodge  there ; 
but  we'll  go  fearchj  and  the  rather  becaufe  there  came 
Notice  to  the  Town  the  laft  Night  oi  zn  IriJbpMn,  that  had 
done  a  Murther,  whom  we  are  to  make  fearch  for. 

Major.  Come  I  pray  you,  and  be  Circumfpefi.  [Exe$tm. 

Gn.  Firft  befet  the  Houfe,  before  you  begin  to  fearcb. 

Offi.  Content,  every  Man  take  a  feveral  place. 

[A  Noife  within. 
Keep,  keep>  flrike  him  down  there,  down  with  him. 

Enter  Conftable  with  the  Irifhman  in  HarpoolV  uipfureU 

Con.  Come  you  villanous  Heretick,  tell  us  where  your 
Matter  is. 

Irijh.  Vat  Mcfter  ? 

Major.  Vat  Mefter,  you  counterfeit  Kebel  ?  TWs  fta" 
not  ferve  your  turn. 

Irijl).  Be  Sent  Patrick^l  ha  no  Mefter. 

Co».  Where's  the  Lord  Cohham^  Sir  John  OldcafiU^  that 
latey  cfcaped  out  of  the  Tower  \ 

Irip.  Vat   Lort  Cohham  ? 

Mayor.  You  Counterfeit,  this  ftiall  not  ferve  you,  we'll 
torture  you,  we'll  make  you  confefs  where  that  arch  Here* 
tick  is.   Come  bind  him  faft. 

IriJJ:>.  Ahone,  ahone,  ahone,  a  CreeJ 

Con.  Ahone  you  crafty  Rafcal  ?  [Exem* 

iLord  Cobham  comes  ont  ftealing  in  his  Goti^n. 

Cob.  Harpool^  Harpool^  I  hear  a  marvellous  Noife  about 
the  Houfe,  God  warant  us,  I  fear  we  arepurfued;  what, 
Harpool  ? 

Har.  ^ithin.l  Who  calls  there  ? 

Cob.  'Tis  I,  doft  thou  not  hear  a  Noife  about  the  Houfe! 

Har.  Yes^  marry  do  I,  'zounds  I  cannot  find  my  hofe  { 
this  Irip  Rafcal  that  lodg'd  with  me.  all  Night,  hathftolfl 
fny  Apparel,  and  has  left  me  nothing  but  a  lowfie  mantle^ 
and  a  pair  of  Broags.  Get  up,  get  up,  and  if  the  Carrier  and 
his  Wench  be  afleep,  change  you  with  him  as  hp  B«tfc 
fipne  with  me,  and  fcf  if  we  can  fcape* 
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Noifi  heard  ^»Ht  ijh^  Honfe  a  pretty  while^  then  enter  the 
Conftable  meeting^  Harpool  in  the  Iriihman'i  jifforel. 

Cetu  Stand  clofe,  bere  comes  the  Irijhman  that  did  the 
4iirther»  by  all  Tokehs^this  is  he. 

MajfT.  And  perceiving  the-Houfe  befet,  would  get  away ; 
ind»  Sirrah. 

Har.  What  art  thou  that  bid'ft  me  ftand  ? 

Cm.  I  am  the  Officer,  and  am  come  to  fearch  for  an  Irljb^ 
MVy  fuch  a  Villain  as  thy  felf,  thou  haft  murther'd  a  Man 
bis  laft  Night  by  the  high  way. 

Hot.,  "Sbiood  Conftable  art  thou  mad  f  am  I  an  Irijb^ 
urn  i 

Major.  Sirrah»  weMl  find  you  an  Irijljman  before  we  part ; 
.ay  hold  upon  him. 

Con.  Make  him  faft,  O  thou  bloody  Rogue  ! 

Enter  Lord  Cobham  and  his  Ladjj  in  the  Carrier  and 

Wenches  jipvarel. 
^  Cpt.  What  will  thefe  Oftlers  llecp  all  Day  ? 
!ood  morrow,  good  morrow,  come  Wench,  come; 
addle,  Saddle,  now  afore  God  two  fair  Days,  hai 

Con.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Major.  O  'tis  Lancaflnre  Carrier,  let  them  paft. 

Cob.  What,  will-  no  body  ope  the  Gates  here  ? 
!^ome,  let's  int'  fta^le  to  look  to  our  Capons. 

[£;iri>  Cobham  and  his  Ladj. 

aub.  Hoft,  why  Oftler  ?  iThe  Carrier  calling. 

^wooks  here's  fuch  abomination  Company  of  Boys : 
1  pox  of  this  Pigfty  at  the  Houfe  end, 
t  fills  all  the  Houfe  full  of  Fleas,  Oftler,  Oftlcn 

OfiL  Who  calls  there  ?   what  would  you  have  ? 

CM.  Zwooks>  do  you  rob  your  Guefts  \ 
Soyou  lodge  Rogues,  and  Slaves,  and  Scoundrels,  ha  ? 
rhcy  ha*  ftoln  our Cloaths  here ;  why  Oftler  ? 

Ofil.  A  murren  choak  you,  what  a  bawling  you  keep. 

Hojt.  How  now  \  what  would  the  Carrier  have  \ 
!.ook  up  there. 

OJiL  They  fay  the  Man  and  the  Woman  that  lay  by 
hem,  have  ftoln  their  Cloaths. 

Hofi.  What  are  the  ftrange  Folks  up  yet  that  came  in 
defter  Night  ? 

Con.  What  mine  Holi,  vp  fo  early  ? 

iS^,  Whit  Mr,  Major^  and  Mr.  Cwjl^fele  \  TA^^^t^ 
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Major.  We  are  come  to  fcek  for  romeirufpefted  Pcrfons, 
and  fuch  as  here  we  found  have  apprehended. 
Enter  Carrier^  and  Kate,  in  CobHam  and  Laidfs  jipfartL 

Con.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Cltih.  Who  comes  here?  A  plague  found  omc,  you 
bawl  quoth  a,  ods  hat  Til  forewear  your  Houfe;  youlodg'd 
a  Fellow  and  his  Wife  by  us,  that  ha'  run  away  with  our 
parrel,  and  left  us  fuch  Gew-gaws  here,  come  Katc^  come 
to  me,  thowfe  dizeard  y'faith. 

Mayor.  Mine  Hoft,  know  you  this  Man  ? 

Hojt.  Yes  Matter  Mayors,  Til  give  my  word  for  hiffl, 
why  Neighbour  Club^  how  comes  this  gear  about  ? 

Kate.  Now  a  foule  on't,  I  cannot  make  this  Gcw-giw  . 
ft  and  on  my  Head. 

Con.  How  came  this  Man  and  Woman  thus  attired  ? 

Hoft.  Here  came  a  Man  and  Woman  hither  this  bft 
Night,  which  I  did  take  for  fubftantial  People,  and  lodg'd 
all  in  one  Chanaber  by  thefe  Folks;  methinks  have  been fo 
bold  to  change  Apparel,  and  gone  away  this  Morning  e'er 
they  rofe. 

Mayor.  That  was  that  Traitor  OldcafiU  that  thus  efapt 
us ;  make  hue  and  cry  after  him,  keep  faft  that  Traiteroos 
Rebel  his  Servant  there;  farewel,  mine  Hoft, 

Car.  Come  Kate  Owdham^  thou  and  Ife  trimly  dizard. 

Kate,  rfaith  ncam  Club,  Ife  wot  ne'er  what  to  do.  Ifcbe 
fo  flouted  and  fo  (houted  at ;  and  by  th*  Mefs  Ife  cry.  [£x«wtf" 
Enter  Cobham  and  his  Lady  dijguiidm 

Cob.  Come,  Madam,  happily  efcap'd,  here  let  us  fit, 
This  place  is  far  remote  from  any  Path, 
And  here  a  while  our  weary  Limbs  may  reft 
To  take  refrefhing,  free  from  the  purfuit 
Of  envious  Rochefier. 

L.  Cob.  But  where,  my  Lord, 
Shall  wc  find  reft  for  our  difquiet  Minds  ? 
There  dwell  untamed  Thoughts  that  hardly  ftoop 
To  fuch  abafcment  of  difdained  Rags  : 
We  were  not  wont  to  travel  thus  by  Night, 
Efpecially  on  Foot. 

Cob.  No  matter.  Love,  extremities  admit  no  better  choices 
And  were  it  not  for  thee,  fay  froward  time 
Impos'd  a  greater  Task,  1  vjow\A  tX^t^m  vt  J 

$  lightly  as  the  Wind  tluiV)\o>ws  >3i^ow  vl\\  '^ 
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But  in  thy  fuffierance  I  am  doubly  taskt; 
Thou  wall  not  wont  to  have  the  Earth  thy  SlooI^ 
Nor  the  moift  dewy  Grafs  thy  Pillow,  nor 
Tby  Chamber  to  be  the  wide  Horizon. 

L.  Cob.  How  can  it  feem  %  trouble,  having  you 
A  partner  with  me,  in  the  worfl  I  fee!  I 
Ko,  gentle  JLord^  your  prefence  would  give  eafe 
To  Death  it  ielf,  ihould  he  now  feize  upon  me. 

[Heres  Bread  and  Cheejcj  and  a  BottUm 
Behold  what  my  forelight  hath  undertaken 
For  fear  we  faint,  they  are  but  homely  Gate?", 
Yetfawc'd  with  Hunger,  they  may  feem  as  Iweet 
Ai  greater  Dainties  we  were  wont  to  tafte. 

Cob.  Praife  be  to  him,  whofe  plenty  fends  both  this 
And  ail  things  elfe  our  mortal  Bodies  need  : 
Nor  fcorn  we  this  poor  feeding,  nor  the  ftace 
We  now  are  in,  for  what  is  it  on  Earth, 
Niy  under  Hcav'n,  continues  at  a  ftay? 
£bbs  not  the  Sea,  when  it  hath  overflown  J 
k^oUows  not  darknefs,  when  the  Day  is  gone  ? 
And  fee  we  not  fometimes  the  Eye  of  Heaven 
Dim'd  with  o'er-flying  Clouds?  There's  not  that  Work 
Of  careful  Nature,  or  of  cunning  Art, 
How  ftrong,  how  beauteous,  or  how  rich  it  br, 
But  falls  in  time  to  ruin.     Here,  gentle  Madam, 
In  this  one  draught  I  wafli  my  Sorrow  down,         [Drinks^ 

LmCob.  And  I,  encourag'd  with  your  chearful  Speech, 
K^ill  do  the  like. 

Gb.  Pray  God  poor  Harpool  come. 
If  he  fliould  fall  into  the  Biftiop's  Hahdj, 
Or  not  remember  where  we  bad  him  meet  us, 
ft  were  the  thing  of  all  things  elfe,  that  now 
Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  peace  of  Mind. 

L.Cob.  Fcar^ior,  my  Lord,  he's  witty  to  devife, 
Und  ftrong  to  execute  a  prefent  fliift. 

Cob.  That  Power  be  ftill  his  Guide  hath  guided  us, 
ily  diowfie  Eyes  wax  heavy;  early rifing, 
Together  with  the  travel  we  have  had, 
(lakes  me  that  I  could  take  a  nap, 
Vere  I  perfwaded  we  might  be  fecure, 
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L.  Coh.  Let  that  depend  on  mc,  whilft  you  do  fleep, 
I*]l  watch  that  no  Misfortune  happen  us. 

Cob.  I  ihall,  dear  Wife,  be  too  much  trouble  to  thee. 

L*  Cob.  Urge  not  that. 
My  Duty  binds  me,  and  your  Love  commands, 
I  would  I  had  the  sifill  with  tuned  Voice 
To  draw  on  fleep  withfome  fweet  Melody. 
But  imperfedion  ancl  unaptnefs  too 
Are  both  repugnant :  Fear  inferts  the  one. 
The  other  Nature  hath  denied  nie  ufe. 
But  what  talk  I  of  means,  to  purchafe  that 
Is  freely  happen'd  ?  Sleep  with  gentle  Hand, 
Hath  ftiut  h'S  Eye-lids.     O  viftorious  labour. 
How  foon  thy  Pow'r  can  charm  the  Body's  Senfe? 
And  now  thou  likewife  climb'ft  unto  my  Brain, 
Making  my  heavy  Temples  (loop  to  thce» 
Great  God  of  Heaven  from  Dinger  keep  us  free. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Lee,  and  his  Men. 

Lee*  A  Murther  clofcly  done,  and  in  my  Ground? 
Search  C/arefully,  if  any  where  it  were. 
This  obfcure  Thicket  is  the  likelieft  Pljice. 

Ser.  Sir,  I  found  the  Body  ftiff  with  cold. 
And  mangled  crutlly  with  many  Wounds. 

Lee.  Look  if  thou  know'ft  him,  turn  his  Body  up : 
Alack,  it  is  my  Son,  my  Son  and  Heir, 
Whom  two  Years  fince  I  fent  to  Ireland, 
To  pradife  there  the  Difcipline  of  War, 
And  coming  home,  for  fo  he  wrote  to  me. 
Some  fava^e  Heart,  feme  bloody  devilifti  Hand, 
Either  in  hate,  or  thirfting  for  his  Coin, 
Hath  here  fluc'd  out  his  Blood.     Unhappy  hour, 
A  curfed  Place,  but  moft  inconftant  Fate, 
That  hadft  referv'd  him  frofn  the  Bullets  fire. 
And  fuffer'd  him  to  fcape  the  Wood-kerns  fury, 
Didft  here  ordain  the  Treafure  of  his  Life, 
Even  here  within  the  Arms  of  tender  Peace, 
To  be  confum'd  by  Treafon's  wafteful  Hand  ? 
And  which  is  moft  afflifting  to  my  Soul, 
That  this  his  Death  and  Murther  (hould  be  wrought 
V/iihout  the  knowledge  by  v^Vvott  mt^tvs  \vas  done. 
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2  Ser.  Not  To,  Sir,  I  have  found  the  Authors  of  it, 
ee  where  they  fit,  and  in  their  bloody  Fifts 
The  fatal  Inftruments  of  Death  and  Sin. 

Lee.  Jnft  Judgment  of  that  Power,  whofe  gracious  Eye,; 
.oathing  the  fight  of  fUch  a  heinous  Fad, 
>azling  their  Senfes  with  benumming  Sleep, 
rill  their  unhallowed  Treachery  was  known. 
Lwake  ye  Monfters,  Murtherers  awake, 
Temble  for  Horror,  blufh  you  cannot  chufe, 
teholding  this  unhuman  Deed  of  yours. 

Cok  What  mean  you>  Sir,  to  trouble  weary  Souls^ 
knd  interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  Sleep  ?  j 

Lee.  O  deviliih  /  can  you  boaft  unto  your  felves 
3f  quiet  Sleep,  having  within  your  Hearts 
The  guilt  of  Murther  waking,  that  which  cries 
Deafs  the  loud  Thunder,  and  foUicits  Heav'n 
Vith  more  than  Mandrakes  fhrieks  for  your  Offence? 

L.  Cob.  What  Murther  ?  You  upbraid  us  wrongfully. 

Lee.  Can  you  deny  the  Fad?  See  you  not  here 
The  Body  of  my  Son,  by  you  mifdone  ? 
^k  on  his  Wounds,  look  on  his  Purple  hue: 
3o  we  not  find  you  where  the  Deed  was  done  ? 
^crc  aot  your  Knives  faft  clofed  in  your  Hands? 
:s  not  this  Cloth  an  Argument  befide. 
Thus  flain'd  and  fpotted  with  his  innocent  Blood  ? 
Hiefe  fpeaking  CharaAers,  were  there  nothing  elfe 
To  plead  againft  ye,  would  convid  you  both. 
To  Hartferd  with  them,  where  the  Sizes  now  are  kept. 
Their  Lives  fhall  anfwer  for  my  Son's  lofl:  Life. 

Coh.  As  we  are  innocent,  fo  may  we  fpeed. 

Lee.  As  I  am  wrong'd,  fo  may  the  Law  ^xocttd.[Exeunt. 
Inter  Bijbep  of  Rochefter,  ConfiahU  of  St.  Albans,  with  Prieftj 
Doll,  and  the  Irifliman  in  Harpool'i  jlppareU 

Roch.  What  intricate Confuf^on  have  we  here? 
^ot  two  hours  fince  we  apprehended  one 
in  Habit  tri/h^  but  in  Speech  not  fo  ; 
ind  now  you  bring  another,  that  in  Speech  is  frijby 
iut  in  Habit  Englijl? :  Yea,  and  more  than  fo, 
Hie  Servant  of  that  Heretick  Lord  Cobhawj 

Irijh.  Fait  me  be  no  Servant  of  de  LQrcCo6()^m> 
tf«  be  A/ofk  Cham  of  Vlfler. 
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Roch.  Otlicrwife  call'd  Harpool  of  Kent,  go  to.  Sir, 
You  caonot  blind  us  with  your  broken  IriJJj, 

Prie/h  Truft  me,  faid  Bilhop,  whether  Irijh  or  Englijb, 
Harpool  or  not  Harpoalj  that  I  leave  to  the  Trial : 
But  furc  I  am,  this  Man  by  Face  and  Speech, 
Is  he  that  murdered  young  Sir  Richard  Leei 
I  met  him  prefently  upon  the  Faft» 
And  that  he  flew  his  Matter  for  that  Gold, 
Thofe  Jewels,  and  that  Chain  I  took  from  him. 

Roch.  WdU  our  Affairs  do  call  us  back  to  London^ 
So  that  we  cannot  profecute  the  Caufe 
As  we  defire  to  do,  therefore  we  leave 
The  Charge  with  you,  to  fee  they  be  conveyed 
To  Hartford  Siiz:  Both  this  Counterfeit, 
And  you,  Sir  John  of  U^rotharhi  and  your  Wench^ 
For  you  are  culpable  as  well  as  they, 
Though  not  for  Murther,  yet  lor  Felony. 
But  fince  you  are  the  means  to  bring  to  light 
This  gracelefs  Murther,  ye  Ihall  bear  with  you 
Our  Letters  to  the  Judges  of  the  Bench, 
To  be  your  Friends  in  what  they  lawful  may. 

Prieft.  I  thank  your  Lordfliip.  {EXiM. 

Enter  Gaoler,  bringing  forth  Lord  Cobham. 

GaoL  Bring  fortji  the  Prifoners,  fee  the  Court  prcpar'di 
The  Jufticcs  are  coming  to  the  Bench: 
So,  let  him  ftand,  away  and  fetch  the  reft.  [£*''• 

Cob.  O  give  me  patience  to  endure  this  Scourge^  j 

Thou  that  art  Fountain  of  that  virtuous  Stream,  i 

And  tho' contempt  of  Witnefs,  and  Reproach  ^ 

Hang  on  thefe  Iron  Gyves,  to  prefs  my  Life 
As  low  as  Earth,  yet  ftrcngthen  me  with  Faith, 
That  I  may  mount  in  Spirit  above  the  Clouds. 

Enter  Goaler,  bringing  in  Ladj  Cobham  and  Harpool. 
Here  comes  my  Lady,  Sorrow  *tis  for  her. 
Thy  wound  is  grievous,  elfe  I  fcoflF  at  thee. 
What  and  poor  Harpool !  art  thou  i*th'  Briars  too  ? 

Har.  rfaith,  my  Lord,  I  am  in,  get  out  how.  I  can.         \ 

L*  Cob.  Say,  gentle  Lord,  for  now  we  are  aIone» 
And  may  confer,  fhall  we  confefs  in  brief. 
Of  whence,  and  what  we  are,  and  fo  prevent 
The  Accufation  is  comm^nc'd  %c^vcv&  us  \  < 
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Cob.  What  will  that  help  us  ?  Being  known,  fwcet  Lovc^f 
WelhallforHerefiebe  put  to  Death, 
For  fo  they  term  the  Religion  wc  profefs. 
No,  if  wc  dye,  let  this  our  comfort  be. 
That  of  the  guilt  imposed  our  Souls  are  free. 

Hat.  Ay,  ay,  my  Lord,  Harpool  is  fo  refolv^d, 
[  wreak  of  Death  the  lefs  in  that  I  die, 
Not  by  the  Sentence  of  that  envious  Prieft. 

L.Cob.  Well,  be  it  then  according  as  Heavens  pleafe. 

Brf^r  LordJudge^Jnfiiceu  Major  of  &.  Albans,  LordPowisi 
and  his  Ladj^  old  Sir  Richard  Lee  •*  The  Judge  and  Jh^ 
fiices  takf  their  Places. 

Jndge.  Now,  Mr.  Mayor,  what  Gentleman  is  that 
STou  bring  with  you  before  us  to  the  Bench? 

Major.  The  Lord  Poivis^  if  it  like  your  Honour, 
Hod  this  his  Lady  travelling  toward  WaUs\ 
^ho,  for  they  lodg'd  laft  Night  within  my  Houfc, 
And  my  Lord  Bifhop  did  lay  wait  for  fuch, 
^ere  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me. 
Left  for  their  fakes,  fufpicion  we  might  wrong. 

Judge.  We  cry  your  Honour  mercy,  good  my  Lord, 
iVill't  pleafe  you  take  your  Place.     Madam,  your  Ladyfhip 
May  here,  or  where  you  will  repofe  your  felf, 
L7ntil  this  bufinefs  now  in  hand  be  paft. 

£•  PffWm  I  will  withdraw  into  fome  other  Room, 
io  that  your  Lord(hip  and  the  reft  be  pleas'd. 

Judge.  With  all  our  Hearts  \  Attend  the  Lady  there. 

Pvw.  Wife,  I  have  ey'd  yon  Prisoners  all  this  while, 
^nd  my  Conceit  doth  tell  me,  'tis  our  Friend 
The  Noble  Cobham^  and  his  virtuous  Lady. 

L.Pow.  I  think  no  lefs,  are  they  fufpefted  for  this  Munher? 

Pffw.  What  it  means 
'  cannot  tell,  but  we  fliall  know  anon : 
kfeao  time  as  you  pafs  by  them,  ask  the  queflion. 
Jut  do  it  fecretly  you  be  not  feen, 
Ind  make  fome  (ign,  that  I  may  know  your  Mind. 

[As  fie  pajfes  over  the  Stage  by  them. 

L.  Pow.  My  Lord  Cobham !  Madam! 

Cob.  No  Cobham  now,  nor  Madam,  as  you  love  us^ 
luc  John  oi LaneaP^irCf  and  Joan  his  Witc, 
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L.  Pow*  O  tell,  what  is  it  that  our  love  can  do 
To  plcafure  you,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 

Cob.  Nothing  but  this,  that  you  conceal  our  Names  j 
So,  gentle  Lady>  pafs  for  being  fpied* 

L.  Pow.  My  Heart  I  leave,  to  bear  pdrt  of  your  Gric( 

[EA 
Jtiige.  Call  the  Piifoners  to  the  Bar :  Sir  Richard  Ltt^ 

What  Evidence  can  you  bring  agaiDft  thefe  People^ 

To  prove  them  guilty  of  theMurther  done} 
Lee.  This  bloody  Towel,  and  thefe  naked  Knive^ 

Befide,  we  found  them  fitting  by  the  Place, 

Where  the  dead  Body  lay  within  a  Bu(h. 

Judffe.  What  anfwer  you  why  Law  fhould  not  proccc| 

According  to  this  Evidence  given  in,  j 

To  tax  ye  with  the  penalty  of  Death  ? 

Cob.  That  we  are  free  from  Murther's  very  thought,     \ 

And  know  not  how  the  Gentleman  was  flaia.  ' 

I  J^fi.  How  came  this  linon- cloth  fo  bloody  then?    • 
L.  Cob.  My  Husband  hot  with  travelling,  my  Lorcfi     I 

HisNofe  guftit  out  a  bleeding,  that  wasir.  * 

z  Jufi.  But  how  came  your  (harp*edg*d  Knives uniheitii^ 
L.  Cob.  To  cut  fuch  fimple  Visual  as  we  had# 
Judge.  Say  we  admit  this  anfwer  to  tho(eArticIes» 

What  made  you  in  fo  private  a  dark  Nook, 

So  far  remote  from  any  common  Path, 

As  was  the  Thick  where  the  dead  Corps  was  thrown? 
Cob.  Journeying,  my  Lord,  from  London^  from  theTeffli 

Down  into  Lancajhlre,  where  we  do  dwell ; 

And  what  with  Age,  and  Travel  being  faint. 

We  gladly  fought  a  place  where  we  might  reft. 

Free  from  refort  of  other  Paflengers, 

And  fo  we  ftray'd  into  that  fecret  Corner; 

Judge.  Thefe  are  but  ambages  to  drive  off  time. 

And  linger  Juftice  from  her  purposed  end. 

But  who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Confiable  7mth  the  Iri fti  man,  Priefl^  and  Doll.         d 
Con.  Stay  Judgment,  and  releafe  thofe  innocents,        ] 

For  here  is  he  whofe  Hand  hath  done  the  Deed, 

For  which  they  ftand  indited  at  the  Bar: 
This  favage  Villain^  this  rude  /r/p  Slave, 
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Mis  Tongue  already  hath  confefs'd  the  Fa^^ 
And  here  is  witncfs  to  confirm  as  much. 

Priefi.  Yes»  my  good  Lord^  no  fooner  had  he  flaiit 
His  loving  Matter  for  the  Wealth  he  had. 
Bat  I  upon  theinftant  met  with  him: 
And  what  he  purchased  with  the  lofsof  Blood« 
With  ftrokes  I  prefenthr  bereav'd  him  of. 
Some  of  the  which  is  fpent,  the  reft  remaining» 
I  willingly  furrender  to  the  Hands 
Of  old  Sir  Rkhurd  Lee,  as  being  his ; 
Sefide,  my  Lord  Judge,  I  greet  your  Honour 
With  Letters  from  my  Lord  ofRochefier.       [Delivers  theml 

Lee.  Is  this  the  Wolf,  whofe  thirfty  Throat  did  drink 
lAy  dear  Son's  Blood  %  art  thou  the  Snake 
He  cheri(ht»  yet  with  envious  piercing  fting 
Jlflaild'ft  him  mortally  ?  Wer't  not  that  the  Law 
Stands  ready  to  revenge  thy  cruelty. 
Traitor  to  God«  thy  Mafter,  and  to  me, 
Thefe  Hands  fhould  be  thy  Executioner. 

Jmdge.  Patience*  Sir  Richard  Lee^  you  fhall  have  Juftice^" 
The  Fad;  is  odious*  therefore  take  him  hence, 
rAnd  being  hanged  until  the  Wretch  be  dead* 
His  Body  after  fhall  be  hang'd  in  Chains, 
If  ear  to  the  Place  where  he  did  ad  the  Murder. 

Irijb.  Prethee,  Lord  Shudge*  let  me  have  mine  own 
Ck)aths,  my  Strouces  there,  and  let  me  be  hang'd  in  a  Wyth 
after  my  Country  the  Irifb  Faftiion.  [Exit. 

^udge.  Go  to,  away  with  him.    And  now.  Sir  John^ 
fUthough  by  you  this  Murther  came  to  light : 
STet  upright  Law  will  not  hold  you  excus'd* 
Bor  you  did  rob  the  Irijb-man^  by  which 
STou  ftand  attainted  here  of  Felony  i 
Befide,  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  Years 
^ed  a  lafcivious,  unbefeeming  life. 

Priefii  O  but,  my  Lord,  Sir  John  repents,  and  he  will  mend» 

Jtidge.  In  hope  thereof,  together  with  the  favour 
Wy  Lord  of  iS^cL/^r  intreats  for  you, 
Ve  are  content  you  Ihall  be  proved. 

friefi.  I  thank  your  Lordfliip. 

Jndge.  Thefe  falfly  here  accus'd,  and  brougJKt 
^OL.  VI.  Ec  "^^ 
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In  peril  wrongfully,  we  in  like  fort  do  fet  at  liberty. 

Lee.  And  for  amends. 
Touching  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  done, 
I  give  thefe  few  Crowns. 

Jndgen  Your  Kindoefs  merits  praife.  Sir  Riclutrd  Im 
So  let  us  hence.  [Exeunt  aU  but  Powis  and  Cobb 

Pow.  But  Powis  flill  mud  ftay. 
There  yet  remains  a  part  of  that  trueLove> 
He  owes  his  noble  Friend,  unfatisfied 
And  unperformed,  which  firft  of  all  doth  bind  me 
To  gratulate  yourLordftiip's  fafe  Delivery  : 
And  then  intreat,  that  (ince  unlookt  for  thus 
We  here  are  met,  your  Honour  would  vouchfafe 
To  ride  with  me  to  tFales,  where  though  my  power, 
(^Though  not  to  quittance  thofe  great  Benefits 
I  have  receivM  of  you^  yet  both  my  Houfe, 
My  Purfe,  my  Servants^  and  what  elfe  I  have 
Are  all  at  your  Command.  Deny  me  not^ 
I  know  the  Biihop*s  Hate  purfues  ye  fo, 
As  there's  no  fafety  in  abidmg  here. 

Cob.  'Tis  true,  my  Lord,  and  God  forgive  him  (or 

Pow.  Then  let  us  hence,  you  (hall  be  uraight  provic 
Of  lufly  Geldings :  and  once  entred  WdleSf 
Well  may  the  Bifliop  hunt,  but  fpight  his  Face, 
He  never  more  fhaU  have  the  Game  in  Chace.        [Exi 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 

SIR  Godfrey,  Brother  in-Law  to  theWidow^\\A 
Mafter  Edmond,  Son  to  the  Widow  Plus. 
Gc6rge-Py  e-boord/  a  Scholar  and  a  Citisi^en. 
Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  a  Suiter  to  the  Lady  Plus. 
Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  a^  Suiter  to  Moll. 
Sir  Andrew TipftafFe,  a^ Suiter  to  Frances. 
The  Sheriff  of  London. 
Captain  Idle,  a  Highway-man. 

Puttock     2  -  ^ 

and      ^Two  of  the  Sheriff's  Serjeants. 
Ravcnfliaw^ 
Dogfon,  a  Toeman. 
Corporal  Oath,  a  vain-glorious  Fellow. 

Nicholas  J^  Antl^^^^     \Serving^mentotheU 

Simon  St.  Mary  Overies,  >    pi .  ^ 

Frailty,  ^  * 

Peter  Skirmifln  and  old  Soldier. 

A  Nobleman. 

A  Gentleman  Citizen. 

Officers. 

itf^  Plus,  a  Citizen* s  Widow. 
Frances,^ 

and    >her  two  Tiaughters. 
Moll,     3 


^       -^  • 
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Widow  of  TVatl'mg-flreet, 


ACT    I.    SCENE! 

"Bnter  the  Lady  Widow'^XM^  Frances  ««»</ Moll,  Sir 
Godfrey  with  Edmond,  all  in  Mourning.  The 
Widmi  wringing  her  Hands^  and  burfting  out 
into  *Paffion,  as  newly  come  jfrsm  the  Burial  of 
her  Husband. 

JT I  D  OW. 

H,  that  ever  I  was  Born,  ihit  ever  I  was 
Born ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,  good    Sifter,    dear  Sifter^ 
fweet  Sifter,  be  of  good  comfort,  ftiew  your 
felf  1  Woman,  now  or  never. ' 
Wtd,  Oh,  1  have  loft  the  deareft  Man,  I 
have  biiried  tiie  fwccteft  Husband  that  ever  lay  by  Woman, 
Sir  God.  Nsy,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed  an  h^  .'If, 

fiiTuous,difcreer, wife  Man, he  wasmy  Biotliti^ 

is  right. 

Ecj 
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TFid.  O,  I  (hall  never  forget  him,  never  forget  him,  he 
was  a  Man  fo  well  given  to  a  Woman oh ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,  but  kind  Sifter,  1  could  weep  as  much  a! 
ar.y  Woman,  but  alas,  our  Tears  cannot  call  him  again ;  me- 
thii.ks  you  are  well  read,  Sifter»  and  know  that  Death  is  as 
common  as  Homo,  a  common  name  to  all  Men ;  — —  a  Mao 
ihall  be  taken  when  he's  making  water,  nay,  did  not 

the  learned  Parfon,  Matter  Pigmarty  tdl  tis  e*en  now,  that 
all  Fteih  is  frail,  we  are  Born  to  Die,  Man  his  but  a  tSme: 
With  fuch  like  deep  and  profound  peifwaflon^  as  he  is  a 
rare  Fellow,  you  know,  and  an  excellent  Reader  :  and  for 
Example,  (  as  there  are  Examples  abundance)  did  not  Sir 
Humphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  Day,  there's  a  lufty  Widow, 
why  ftie  cry'd  not  above  half  an  Hour  ■  for  fliaroc, 

for  fliame  :  Then  followed  him  old  Mrfier  Fulfime  the 
Ui'urer,  there's  a  wife  Widow,  why  (he  cryM  ne'er  a  whit 
at  alK 

Wtd.  O  rarik  not  me  with  tLofe  wicked  Women,  I  had  a 
Husband  out-lhin'd  'em  all. 

Sir  God.  Ay  that  he  did,  i'faith,he  out-fliin'd  'cm  all. 

Wid.  Doft  thou  ftand  there  and  fee  u?j  all  weep,  and  rot 
once  (hcd  a  Tear  for  thy  Father's  Death  ?  oh  thou  ungraci- 
ous Son  and  Heir  thou  ? 

Edm.  Troth,  Mother,  I  fhould  not  weep  Vm  furc;  I 
am  paft  a  Child  I  hope*  to  make  all  my  old  School-Fellows 
faugh  at  me;  I  fhould  be  mockt,  fo  I  fhould;  pray  let 
one  of  my  Sifters  weep  for  me,  I'lllaughas  much  for  her 
another  time  f 

Widn  O  thou  paft-Crace  thou,  out  of  my  fight  thoug^ac^ 
lefs  Imp,  thou  grievcft  me  more  than  the  Death  of  thy  Fa- 
r/icr:  O  thou  ftubborn  only  Son  :  hadft  thou  fuch  an  ho- 

r.eft  Man  to  thy  Father that  would  deceive  all  the  World 

to  get  Riches  for  thee,  and  canft  thou  not  afford  a  little 
S^lt- Water  ?  He  that  fo  wifely  did  quite  overthrow  the 
right  Heir  of  thofc  Lands,  which  now  you  refpcd  not: 
up  every  Morning  betwixt  four  and  five,  fo  duly  at  Tfifi- 
Mnfter'^Hall  every  Term- time,  with  all  his  Cards  and  Wri- 
tings, for  thee,  thou  wicked  Abfilon  »  ■ 
Q  dear  Husband  I 
\£dm.  VVeep,  quotl.a^.  I  ^rotcft  I  am  glad  he's  Churched; 

i3ow  ht^s  gone,  I  (haW  Ipeti^d  '\t\  cjoAtx. 
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FrM.  Dear  Mother,  pray  ceafe,  half  your  Tears  fufficc, 
Tis  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  JByes, 
Let  me  weep  now. 

Wid.  O  fuch  a  dear  Knight,  fuch  a  fweet  Husband  have 

I  loft,  have  I  loft  I  ^ if  bleffed  be  the  Coarfe  the  Rain 

nins  upon,  he  had  it,  pouring  down. 

Sir  God.  Sifter,  be  of  good  chear,  we  are  all  mortal  our 
iclves,  I  come  upon  you  freflily,  I  ne'er  fpeak  without  com- 
fort, hear  me  what  I  fhall  fay, my  Brother  has  left  you 

wealthy,  you're  rich. 

Wid.  O! 

Sir  God.  I  fay  you're  rich :  you  are  alfo  fair. 

Wtd.  01 

Sir  God.  Go  to,  you're  fair,  you  cannot  fmothcr  ir,^ 
Beauty  will  come  to  light;  nor  are  your  Years  fo  far  en- 
tered with  you,  but  that  you  will  be  fought  after,  and  may 
very  well  anfwer  another  Husband  j  the  World  is  full  of 

fine  Gallants,   choice  enow.  Sifter, for  what  (hoiild 

we  do  with  all  our  Knights,  I  pray?  but  to  marry  rich 
Widows,  wealthy  Citizens  Widows,  lufty  fair-brow  d  La- 
dies. Go  to,  be  of  good  comfort,  I  fay,  leave  fnobbing  and 

weeping, yet  my  Brother  was  a  kind-hcarted  Man. s 

I  would  not  have  the  Elf  fee  me  now, come,  pluck 

up  a  Woman's  Heart, here  ftand  your  Daughters,  who 

be  well  Hftated,  and  at  maturity  will  alfo  be  inquired  after 
with  good  Husbands,  fo  all  thefe  Tears  fhall  be  foon  dry'd 
up,  and  a  better  Woild  than  ever  what.    Woman? 

you  muft  not  weep  ftill;  he's  dead,  he*s  buried yet  I 

cannot  chufe  but  weep  for  him. 

Wid.  Marry  again!  no, let  me  be  buried  quick  then  I 
And  that  fame  part  of  Quire  whereon  I  tread 
To  fiich  intent,  O,  may  it  be  my  Grave: 
And  that  the  Prieft  may  turn  his  Wedding-prayers, 
Even  with  a  breath,  to  Funeral  duft  and  afhes; 
0,  out  of  a  Million  of  Millions,  I  (hould  ne'er  find  fuch  a 

Husband;  he  was  unmatchable unmacchable;  nothing 

Was  fo  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  ne,  I  could  not  fpeak  of  that 
oieihipgthatlhadnot,  befidc,  1  had  Keys  of  all,  kept  all,  re- 
ceived all,  had  Mony  in  my  Purfe,  fpent  what  I  would,  went  a- 
broad  when  I  would,  came  home  when  I  would,  and did^lVx^Wx. 
I  would ;  O— — .777  fweet  Husband ;  1  (ha\\  ntv  t^iVvw^^OSif 

n  e  4 
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Sir.  God.  Sifter  ?  ne'er  fay  (o^  he  was  an  honeft  Brother 
c.tmine,  and  fo^  and  you  may  light  upon  one  as  honeft  agaio, 
or  one  as  honeft  again  may  light  upon  you;  that's  the  pro- 
perer  phrafe  indeed. 

JVtd.  Never :  O  if  you  love  me  urge  it  not. 

0  may  I  be  the  by- word  of  the  World, 
The  common  talk  at  Table  in  the  Mouth 
Of  every  Groom  and  Waiter,  if  e'er  more 

1  entertain  the  carnal  fuit  of  Man.  \Knttlu 
MolL  I  muft  kneel  down  for  faftiion  too. 

Fran,  And  T,  whom  never  Man  as  yet  hath  fcal'd, 
E'en  in  this  depth  of  general  Sorrow,  vow 
Never  to  marry,  to  fuftain  fuch  lofs. 
As  a  dear  Husband  feems  to  be>  once  Dead. 

MolL  I  lov'd  my  Father  well  too ;  but  to  fay. 
Nay,  vow>  I  would  not  marry  for  his  death. 
Sure  I  fhould  fpeak  falfe  Latin,  (hould  I  not? 
I'd  as  foon  vow  never  to  come  in  Bed. 
Tut,  Women  muft  live  by  th'  quick,  and  not  by  th'  dead. 

Wid.  Dear  Copy  of  my  Husband,  O  let  me  kifs  thee : 

[Drawing  out  her  Husbands s  fiUmrtf 
How  like  him  is  their  Model;  their  brief  PiAure 
Quickens  my  Tears :  my  forrows  are  renew'd 
At  their  frefti  ifight. 

Sir  God.  Sifter  > 

Wid.  Away, 
All  honefty  with  him  is  turn'd  to  Clay, 
O  my  fweet  Husband,  O-  -    ■  ■ 

Fran.  My  dear  Father?  [Exeunt Wid.  and  Vwi* 

Moll.  Here's  a  puling  indeed !  I  think  my  Mother  weeps 
for  all  the  Women  that  ever  buried  Husbands  ;  for  if  from 
time  to  time  all  the  Widowers  Tears  in  England  had  beeo 
Botled  up,  I  do  not  think  all  would  have  filf d  a  three*half* 
peny  Bottle :  alas,  a  fmall  matter  bucks  a  Handkerchief,—— 
and  fometimes  the  Spittle  ftands  too  nigh  Saint  Thomas  a 
Watrin^s.  Well,  I  can  mourn  in  good  (bber  fort  as  well  as 
another ;  but  where  I  fpend  one  Tear  for  a  dead  Father,  I 
could  give  twenty  K-ffes  for  a  quick  Husband. 

[Exit  Moll. 
^^  God.  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Sir  Godfrey^  and  thoU 
^ffl  be  proud  otft,  ihou  Wft  ;i  kvtvd  loving  Sifter-in- 
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Howconftantt  how  palfionate?  how  full  of  jtpril  the 
Soul's  Eyes  are.  Well,  I  would  my  Brother  knew  on't, 
lould  then  know  what  a  kind  Wife  he  had  left  behind 

Truth,  and  'twere  not  for  finime  that  the  Neighbours 
'next  .Garden  fhould  hear  me  betwixt  Joy  and  Grief,  I 
Id  e'en  cry  out-right.  [Exit  Sir  Godfrey* 

im.  Soy  a  fair  riddance,  my  Father's  laid  in  duft,  his 
m  and  he  is  like  a  whole  Meat-Pye,  and  the  Worms 
cut  him  up  (hortly:  Farewel,  old  Dad,  farcwcl;  Tli 
urb*d  in  no  more  :  I  perceive  a  Son  and  Heir  may 
kly  be  made  a  Fool,  and  he  will  be  one,  but  I  il  cake 
ler  order;  '  Now  (he  would  have  me  weep  for 

forfooth,  and    why  ;   becaufe  he  cozened  the    ri^lit 

being  a  Fool,  and  beftow'd  thofe  Lands  on  me  \\\% 
ft  Son ;  and  therefore  I  muft  weep  for  him»  ha^  iu : 
,  all  the  World  knows,  as  long  as  'twas  his  Plcafure  to 
me,  'twas  his  Duty  to  get  for  me  :  I  know  the  Law 
lat  point,  no  Attorney  can  gull  mc.  Well,  my  Un- 
s  an  old  Afs,  and  an  admirable  Coxcomb,  V\\  rule  the 
ft  my  felf,  I'll  be  kept  under  no  more,  I  know  what 
ay  do  well  enough  by  my  Father's  Copy :  the  Law's 
line  own  Hands  now  :  Nay,  now  I  know  my  ftrength, 
be  ftrong  enough  for  my  Mother,  I  warrant  you. 

[ExiU 

Enter  George  Pye-boord,  and  Peter  Skirmi(h. 

^e.  What's  to  be  done  now,  old  Lad  of  War,   thou 

were  wont  to  be  as  hot  as  a  Turn-fpir,  as  nimble  as  a 

:er,   and  as  loufie  as  a  School-maftcr;   now  thou  art 

to  filcnce  like  a  Scftary, War  fits  now  like  a  }ii- 

!  offPeace,  and  does  nothing:  where  be  your  Muf- 
^  Calivers  and  Hot-fhots?  in  Long^lane,  at  pawn,  at 
n?  — —  Now    Keys  are  our  only   Guns,   Key-guns, 

r.guns,  and  Bawds   the  Gunners, who  are  your 

inels  in  Peace,  and  ftand  ready  charg'd  to  give  war- 
5;  with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky-coughs;  only  your 
imbers  are  licenft  to  play  upon  you,  and  Drabs  enow  to 
B  Fire  to  "em, 

S^y.  Well,  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  am  fure  it  goes  wrong 
:h  me,  for  fincc  the  ceffiire  of  the  Wars,  1  have  fpcnt 
JVC  a  hundred  Crowns  out  of  Purfe  :  l\sxs^  btciv  ^SOw- 
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dier  any  time  this  forty  Years,  and  now  I  perceive  an  oM 
Soldier*  and  an  old  Courtier  have  both  one  Deftiny,  and  ia 
the  end  turn  both  into  Hob-nails. 

Pje.  Pretty  Myfterjr  for  a  Beggar,  for  indeed  a  Hob-nail 
is  the  true  Emblem  of  a  Beggar's  Shoe-foal. 

Skir.  I  will  not  fay  but  that  War  is  a  Blood-fucker»  and 
fo ;  but  in  my  Conicience>  (as  there  is  no  Soldier  but  has 
a  piece  of  one,  though  it  be  full  of  holes,  likeafliotAncieot, 
no  rra  ttr,  'twill  fcrve  to  fwear  by)  in  my  Confcience,  I 
think  fome  kind  of  Peace  has  more  hidden  opprefSons,  aod 
violent  heady  Sins,  (though  looking  of  a  gentle  Nature)  tiiao 
a  profe't  \Var. 

Pje.  T  roth,  and  for  mine  own  part, I  am  a  poor  GentlemaOy 
and  a  Scholar,  I  have  been  matriculated  in  the  Univerfity, 
wore  out  fix  Gowns  there,  feen  fome  FooIs«  and  fomeSdio- 
lars,  fome  of  the  City,  and  fome  of  the  Country,  kept  Or- 
der, went  bare-headed  over  the  CJuadrangle,  eat  my  Com- 
mons with  a  good  Stomach,  and  battled  with  Difcretion; 
at  laft,  having  done  many  flights  and  tricks  to  maintain  my 
Wit  in  ufe  (as  my  Brain  would  never  endure  me  to  be  idle,) 
I  was  cxpeird  the  Univerfity,  only  for  ftealing  a  Checfc out 
of  jfefiis  Colledge. 

6\ir.  Is't  poflible  ? 

Pje.  O  J  there  was  one  Welfbrnan  (God  forgive  him)  pur- 
fued  it  hard,  aixl  never  left,  *till  I  turned  my  StaflF  toward 
London^  where  when  I  came,  all  my  Friends  were  pit-hold, 
gone  to  Graves,  (as  indeed  there  was  but  a  few  leftbeforej 
then  wa-J  I  turnM  to  my  Wits,  to  fliift  in  the  Worlds  to  towre 
amon^  Sons  and  Heirs,  and  Fools,  and  Gulls>  and  Ladies 
cideft  Sons,  to  work  upon  nothing,  to  feed  out  of  Flint, 
and  ever  fince  has  my  Belly  been  much  beholden  to  my 
Brain.  But  now  to  return  to  you,  old  Skjrmijb^  I  fay  as  '• 
you  fiy,  and  for  my  part  willr  a  Turbulency  in  the  World, 
for  I  have  nothing  in  the  World,  but  my  Wits,  and  I 
thi.ik  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will  be :  and  to  ftrengthen 
your  Argument  the  more,  I  fay  an  honeft  War  is  better 
^ha^J  a  bawdy  Peace.  As  touching  my  Profcffion;  themul- 
tiplicity  of  Scholars  hatcht  and  nouriflit  in  the  idle  Calms 
of  Peace,  makes  'tm  like  Tifhes,  one  devour  another;  and 
the  Comn^ynity  of  Learning  h^s  fo  ^laid  upon  affeftion?, 
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md  difcredited  by  being  too  much  fpoken  of in  fo  ma- 

l)v  and  mean  Mouths.  I  my  i'eif  being  a  Scholar  and  a 
Griduatet  have  no  other  comfort  by  my  Learnings  but  the 
Affeftion  of  my  words,  to  know  how  Scholar-like  to  name 
#hat  I  want,  and  can  call  my  felf  a  Beggar  both  in  Greek 
and  Latin,  and  therefore  not  to  cog  with  Peace,  I'll  not  be 
afraid  to  fay,  'cis  a  greac  Breeder,  but  a  bad  Nourifher :  a 
great  Getter -of  Children,  which  muft  either  be  Thieves  or 
rich  Men,  Knaves  or  Beggarf. 

Skir»  Well,  would  I  bad  been  born  a  Knave  then,  when 
I  was  born  a  Beggar;  for  if  the  tiuth  was  known,  I  think 
I  was  begot  when  my  Father  had  never  a  Penny  in  his 
Purfe. 

Pje.  Puh,  faint  not,  old  Skirmifiy  let  this  warrant  thee, 
TiKiUs  Defcenfns  jivernu  'tis  an  ea(ie  Journey  to  a  Knave, 
thou  may'ft  be  a  Knave  when  thou  wilr;  and  Peace  is  a  good 
Madam  to  all  other  Profcffions,  and  an  arrant  Drab  to  us, 
let  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  Wits  thrive  in 
dcfpight  of  her;  for  the  Law  lives  by  Quarrels,  the  Courtier 
by  fmooth  Good-morrow5,  and  every  Profcffion  makes  it 
ftlf  greater  by  Imperfeftions,  why  not  we  then  by  Shifcs, 
Wiles,  and  Forgeries?  And  fceinc  our  Brains  are  the  only 
Patrimonies)  let's  fpend  with  judgment,  not  like  a  defperate 

Son  and  Heir,  but  like  a  fober  and  difcrcet  Templer, * 

one  that  will  never  march  beyond  the  bounds  of  his  Allow- 
v\c^9  and  for  our  thriving  means,  thus,  I  my  fclf  will  put  on 
the  Deceit  of  a  Fortune-teller,  a  Fortune-teller. 

SklK  Very  proper. 

?ye.  And  you  a  Figurc-caftcr,  or  a  Corjurer. 

Skir.  A  Conjurer? 

Tje.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  inftruft  you,  and  teach  you  to 
deceive  all  Eyes,  but  the  D-vil's. 

Skir,  O  ay,  for  I  would  not  deceive  him,  and  I  could 
cliufe,  of  all  others. 

Pje.  Fear  nor,  I  warrant  you;  and  fo  by  thefe  means  we 
ftall  help  one  another  to  Patients,  as  the  condition  of  the 
Age  affords  Creatures  enow  for  cunning  to  woik  upon. 

Skir,  O  wondrous,  ne^v  Fools  andfrefh  A  Acs. 

Pje.  O,  fit,  fir,  excellent. 

Skir.  What  in  the  name  of  Conjuiing.*! 
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Pje.  My  Memory  greets  me  happily  with  an  admirahk 
Sub)ed  to  graze  upon.    The  Lady- Widow*  who   of  late  I 
faw  weeping  in  her  Sarden^  for  the  death  of  her  Husband^ 
fure  (he's  but  a  watri(h  SouI>  and  half  on't  by  this  time  is 
dropt  out  of  her  Eyes :  Device  well  managed  may  do  good 
upon  her :  it  ftands  firm*  my  firft  praftice  fliall  be  there. 
Skin  You  have  my  Voice,  George, 
Pje.  Sh'as  a  grey  Gull  to  her  Brother,  a  Fool  to  her  only 
Son,  and  an  Ape  to  her  youngeft  Daughter;  — -  I  over* 
heard  'cm  feverally,  and  from  their  words  Til  drive  my  de- 
vice ;  and  thou,  old  Teter  Skirmifh^  (halt  be  my  fecofld  in 
all  flights. 

Skir.  Ne*er   doubt  me,  George  Pje^Boord^  — — .  only  yoa 
mufl:  teach  me  to  conjure. 

Enter  Captain  Idle  finion^dj  and  with  4  Guard  of  Officers 

pajfeth  over  the  Stage. 
Pje.  Pub,  ril  perf c<5t  thee,  Peter: 
How  now  !  what's  he  ? 

Skir.  O  George  !  this  fight  kills  me, 
•Pis  my  fworn  Brother,  Captain  Idle. 
Pye.  Captain  Idle. 

Skir.  Apprehended  for  fome  fellonious  AA  or  other>  he 
has  {iarted  our,  has  made  a  Night  on't,  lackt  Silver;  I  cin- 
nor  but  commend  his  Refolution,  he  would  not  pawn  his 
Buff- Jerkin,  I  would  either  fome  of  us  were  imploy'd,  or 
might  pitch  our  Tents  at  Ufurers  Doors,  to  kill  the  Slaves 
as  they  peep  out  at  the  Wicket. 

Pse.  Indeed,  thofe  are  our  ancient  Enemies;  they  beep 
o  ir  Mony  m  their  Hands>  and  make  us  to  be  haogM  for 
robbing  of  'em:  but  come  let's  follow  after  to  the  Pri(bn»  k 
and  know  the  nature  of  this  offence,  and  what  we  can  ftead  (iy; 
him  in,  he  ihall  be  fure  of;    and  TU  uphold   it  flili,  tiu( 
a  charitable  Knave  is  better  than  a  foothing  Puritan.         1;^] 

[£;Mff«r»  ( 
Enter  at  one  Door  Corporal  Oath,  and  at  the  other  three  #/  im 
the  Widow  Puritan'/  Serving^Men^  Nicholas  St.  Ant-  y^ 
lings,  Simon  St.  Mary-Overies^W  Frailty,  #»  tlaekjcttrfj 
Monrning  CoatSy  and  Books  at  their  Girdles^  as  coming  frtm 
Church.     They  meet. 

JVtch.    What,  Corporal  Oath  i  I  am  forry  we  have  met 
^nh  you  next  our  Hca\ts  *,  you  ^\c  >\v^  \\\tv  xVa^  me  arc 
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dden  to  keep  company  withal,  we  muft  not  fwear  I  can 
ou,  and  you  have  the  name  for  Swearing* 
m.  hjy  Corporal  Oath,  I  would  you  would  do  fo  much 
rfkke  VL$»  we  cannot  abide  you,  we  muft  not  be  feen  in 

Company. 

'4iL  There  is  none  of  us>  I  can  tell  you,  but  Qiatl  be 
dly  whipt  for  fwearing. 

}rf.  Why  how  now  $  we  three  i  Puritanical  Scrape-ftiooes, 
I  a  Good-Iridajs ;  a  Hand. 
10.  Oh. 

07^.   Why    Nicholas     St.  jintUngs^  Simon  St.  Mdrj» 
ries,  has  the  De'il  pofleft  you,  that  you  fwear  no  better* 

Half*Chriften*d  Katomites^  you  Un-godmother'd  Varlets, 
\  the  firft  Lttton  teach  you  to  be  Proud,  and  the  fecond 
e  Coxcombs;  proud  Coxcombs;  not  once  to  do  duty  to 
an  of  Mark. 

raiL  A  Man  of  Mark,  quotha,  I  do  not  think  he  can 
w  a  Beggar's  Noble. 

"^rp.  A  Corporal,  aGommanden  oneofSpirir,  that  is  able 
>low  you  up  all  dry  with  your  Books  at  your  Girdles. 
im  We  are  not  taught  to  believe  that>   Sir,  for  we 
w  the  Breath  of  Man  is  weak. 

[Corporal  breathes  on  Frailty. 
rM.  lV)h,  you  lye,  Nicholas  i  for  here's  one  ftrong 
ugh;  blow  us  up,  quotha,  he  may  well  blow  me  above 
Ive-fcor^off  on  him :  I  warrant,  if  the  Wind  ftood  right, 
Ian  might  fmell  him  from  the  top  of  Newgate^  to  the 
ds  of  Lfsdgate* 

srp.  Sirrah,  thou  hollow  Book  of  Wax-candle. 
Vichm  Ay,  you  may  fay  what  you  will,  b  you  fwear  not. 
3ny.  I  (wear  by  the- 

^h.  Hold,  hold,  good  Corporal  Oath;  for  if  you  fwear 
le,  we  (hall  fall  down  in  a  Swoon  prefently. 
Zorf.  I  muft  and  will  fwear :  you  quivering  Coxcombs, 

Captain  is  imprifon'd,  and  by  fVcans  Leather  Cod- 
re  point- 

KTich.  O  Simon,  what  an  Oath  was  there? 
fraiL  If  he  (hould  chance  to  break  it,  the  poor  Man's 
ieches  would  fall  down  about  his  heels,  for  hnus  allows 
:  one  Point  to  his  Hofc. 
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Corp.  With  thefe,  my  Bully-Fleet,  I  will  thump  ope  the 
Prifon  Doors,  and  brain  the  Keeper  with  the  Begging?^ 
but  ril  fet  my  honeft  fweet  Captain  IdU  at  liberty. 

Nich.  How,  Captain  Idle  i  my  old  Aunt's  Sob,  my  dear 
Kinfman  in  Cappadochio. 

Corp.  Ay,  ciiou  Church-peeling,  thou  Holy-paring,  R^ 
ligious  outfide  thou  ;  if  thou  hadft  any  grace  in  thee,  thou 
wouldft  vifit  him,  relieve  him,  fwear  to  get  him  out« 

Nich.  AfTure  you.  Corporal,  indeed-hj  'tic  the  firft  vm 
I  heard  on't. 

Corp.  Why  do't  now  then,  Marmafeti  bring  forth  tby 
yearly  Wages,  let  not  a  Commander  perifli  i 

Sim.  But  if  he  be  one  of  the  wicked,  he  ihall  periAi 

Nich.  Well,  Corporal,  I'll  e'en  along  with  you,  to  vi£t 
my  Kinfman,  if  I  can  do  him  any  good,  I  will-— but  I 
have  nothing  for  him,  Simon  St.  MaryOvtrics  and  Jr^ 
tjy  pray  make  a  Lie  for  me  to  the  Knight,  my  Mafter,  old 
Sir  Godfrey. 

Corp.  A  Lie?  may  you  lie  then? 

Frail.  O  ay,  we  may  lie,  but  we  muft  not  fwear. 

Sim.  True,  we  may  )ye  with  our  Neighbour's  Wi&  but 
we  mufl  not  fwear  we  did  fo. 

Corp.  O,  an  excellent  Tag  of  Religion, 

Nich.  O,  Simoriy  I  have  thought  upon  a  found  ezcufei  it 
will  go  currant,  fay  that  I  am  gone  to  a  Faft. 

Sim.  To  a  Faft  ?  very  good.  •    t 

Nich.  Ay,  to  a  Faft,  fay,  with  Mafter  FnlUbellj  the  Mi- 
niften 

Sim.  Mafter  FnlUbellj  ?  an  honeft  Man :  He  feeds  the 
Flock  well,  for  he's  an  excellent  Feeder. 

lExennt  Corpord  and  Nicholas. 

FraiU  O  I,  I  have  feen  him  eat  a  whole  Pig,  and  iftei^ 
ward  fall  to  the  Pettitoes.       '   [Exinnt  Simon  HMd  Frailty« 

The  Marfialfea  Prifon.    Enter  Captain  Idle  at  one  Deetf 

and  an  old  Soldier  at  the  other. 

Pje.  Pray  turn  the  Key.  L^f^^^i  »"''***' 

Skir.  Turn  the  Key,  I  pray. 

Capt.  Who  ftiould  rhofe  be,  I  almoft  know  their  Voices? 
O  my  Friends !  [f/ifrjii;* 

You're 
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f ou're  welcome  to  a  fmelling  Room  here ;  you  aewly  took 
eive  of  tbc  Aio  is't  not  a  firange  favour  f 

Pje.  As  all  PrifoDs  have  fmells  of  fundry  Wretches ; 
iVho,  though  departed,  leave  their  fcents  behind  'em. 
By  Gold,  Captain,  I  am  (incerely  forry  for  thee. 

Capn  By  my  troth>  George^  I  thank  thee ;   but,  piih ^ 

what  muft  be^  muft  be. 

Sl^r^  Captain,  what  do  you  lye  in  for?  is*t  great?  what's 
your  Offence  i 

Copt.  Faith,  my  OflFence  is  ordinary,— ——common, 
a  High-way,  and  I  fear  me  my  penalty  will  be  ordinary  and 
common  too,  a  Halter. 

Pjt.  Nay,  prophefie  not  fo  ill,  it  (hall  go  hard* 
But  ril  ftiift  for  thy  Life. 

Q^t.  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou'rt  an  honed  Georgel 
ril  tell  you  ■  Silver  flow'd  not  with  me,  as  it  had  done, 
for  now  the  Tide  runs  to  Bawds  and  Flatterers,  I  had  a 
ftart  out,  and  by  chance  fet  upon  a  fat  Steward,  thinking 
his  Purfe  had  been  as  purfie  as  his  Body;  and  the  Slave 
had  about  him  but  the  poor  purchace  of  ten  Groats:  Not- 
withftanding  being  defcryed,  purfued*  and  taken*  I  know 
the  Law  is  fo  grim,  in  refped  of  many  defperate,  unfetled 
Soldiers,  that  I  fear  me  I  (hall  dance  after  their  Pipe 
for'r. 

Skir.  I  am  twice  forry  for  you.  Captain ;  firft,  that 
your  Purchace  was  fo  fmall,  and  now  that  your  Danger  is 
to  great. 

Cafu  Pufli,  the  worft  is  but  death,  ha'  you  a 

Pipe  of  Tobacco  about  you  ? 

Skfr.  I  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

[Captain  blows  a  Pifcl 

Caipt.  Here's  a  clean  Gentleman  too,  to  receive. 

tje.  Well,  I  muft  caft  about  fome  happy  flight: 
Work  Brain,  that  ever  didft  thy  Matter  righf. 

[Corporal  and  Nicholas  wlthinl 

Carp.  Keeper,  let  the  Key  be  turn'd, 

iV/ci.  Ay,  ay,  pray,  Mafter  Keeper,  give's  a  caft  ofyoufr 
Office. 

Copt.  How  now?    more  Vifitants?  what,  Cor- 

(K>ral  Oathi 

Pp.  Skjr.  Corpora}. 
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Corp.  In  Prifon,  honeft  Captain  ?  this  muft  not  bel 

Nich.  How  do  you.  Captain  Kinfman? 

Capt.  Good  Coxcombs  what  makes  that  pure— -^  fiarcht 
Fool  here  ? 

Nich.  You  fee,  Kinfman,  I  am  fomewhat  bold  to  call  in, 
and  (ee  how  you  do ;  I  heard  you  were  fafe  enough,  and  I 
was  very  glad  on'r,  that  it  was  no  worfe. 

Capt.  This  is  a  double  torture  now,'  ithis  Fool  by  th' 
Book  doch  vex  me  more  than  my  Imprifonment.  What 
meant  you.  Corporal,  to  hook  him  hither  ? 

Corp.  Who,  he?  he  (hall  relieve  thee,  and  fupply  thec^ 
I'll  make  him  do*t. 

Capt.  Fy,  what  vain  Breath  you  fpend : 
He  f'lpply  ?  I'll  fooner  expeft  Mercy  from  an  Ufurcr  when   ] 
my  Bond's  forfeited,  fooner  Kindnefs  from  a  Lawyer  when    '- 
my  Mony*s  fpent:   nay,  fooner  Charity  from  the  Devil* 
thar.  (jood  from  a  Puritan.     I'll  look  for  Relief  from  him 
whe:    Lucifer  is  reilor'd  to  his  Blood,  and  in  Heav*n  again. 

Nich.  I  warrant  my  Kinfman's  talking  of  me,  for  my  left  i 
liar  burns  mod  tyrannically.  I 

Pye.  Captain  Idle  f  wl.at's  he  there  ?  he  looks  like  a  Mon-  ^ 
key  upward,  and  a  Crane  downward.  •< 

Capt.  P/haw;  afoolifh  Coufih  of  mine :  ImuftthaokGod 
for  liim. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  fubjeft  to  work  a  fcape  upon ;  thou 
fhalt  c*en   change  Clothes  with  him,  and  leave  him  here,  i 
and  fo-  % 

Capt.  Pufh,  I  publiftit  him  e*en  now  to  my  Corporal^  \ 
he  will  be  damn'd  e'er  he  do  me  fo  much  good ;  why*  I  '^ 
know  a  more  proper,  a  more  handfome  Device  than  tbat^  I 
if  the  Slave  would  be  Sociable,  ■  now  Goodman  jREmt-  t 

face }  •! 

Nick  O,  my  CouGn  begins  to  fpeak  to  me  now,  I  (hall  i 

be  acquainted  with  him  again,  I  hope.  ^ 

Skir.  Look  I  what  ridiculous  Raptures  take  hold  of  his 
Wrinkles.  i 

Pye.  Then  what  fay  you  to  this  Device,  a  happy  one  * 

C  aptain  ? 

Capt.  Speak  low,  George;  Prifon  Rats  have  wider  Eais 
f  Ii5.M  ihofe  in  Malt-lofcs. 

mi.  j 
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Nieh.  Coufin^  if  it  hy  in  my  power*  as  they  fay^        ■: 

Oft.  'Twould  do  me  an  exceeding  pleafure  indeed,  that ; 
itt  talk  furder  on*t,  the  Fool  will  be  hang'd  e'er  he  do't. 
(krf.  Pozt  rU  thump  'im  to't. 

Pj€.  Why,  do  but  try  the  Fopfter,  and  break  it  to  him 
untly. 

Oipu  And  fo  my  difgrace  will  dwell  in  his  Jaws>  and  the 
[ave  flaver  out  our  purpofe  to  his  Mafter ;  for  would  I  were 
it  as  fure  on'r,  as  I  am  fure  he  will  deny  to  do't, 
Nkh.  I  would  be  heartily  glad,  Coufin,  if  any  of  my 
riendfhips,  as  they  fay,  might— —ftand,  ha— -^ 
Pj€.  Why*  you  fee  ke  offers  his  Friendfhip  foolifhly  to 
3U  already. 

Cdft.  AVi  that's  the  Hell  on't>  I  would  he  would  offer  it 
ifely. 

Nick  Verily*  and  indeed  la^  Coufin 

Csft.  I  have  took  note  of  thy  Fleers  a  good  while,  if  thou 
t  minded  to  do  me  good  ?  as  thou  gap'flt  upon  me  comfort- 
\yj  and  giv'ft  me  charitable  Faces ;  which  indeed  is  but  a 
(htOD  in  you  all  that  are  Puritans*  wilt  foon  at  Night  fteal 
e  thy  Mafter*s  Chain  ? 
Nkb.  Oh,  I  (hall  fowne  I 
Pye.  Corporali  he  ftarts  already ! 
Qifu  X  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred  Crowns^  and 
ith  the  half  of  that*  I  can  buy  my  Life  at  a  Broker's*  at 
x>nd  hand,  which  now  lyes  in  pawn  to  the  Law ;  if  this 
ou  refufe  to  do,  being  eafie  and  nothing  dangerous,  in 
at  thou  art  held  in  good  Opinion  of  thy  Mafter,  why  'tis 
palpable  Argument  thou  hold'ft  my  Life  at  no  Price* 
d  thefe  thy  broken  and  un jointed  Offers  are  but  only^ 
eated  in  thy  Lip,  now  Born,  and  now  Buried*  fooliih 
xath  only :  what*  wotilt  do*t  ?  (hall  I  look  for  Happinefs 
thy  anfwer  ? 

Nicb.  Steal  my  Matter's  Chain,  quoth  he?  no*  it  ihall 
'er  be  faid,  that  Nicholas  St.  jintlings  coounitted  Bird- 
nel 

O^u  Nay,  I  told  you  as  much,  did  I  not?  though  he  be 
Puritan,  yet  he  will  be  a  true  Man. 
Nicb.  Why  Coufin,  you  know  'tis  written^  Tho\i  ftviXsL 
I  Steal. 
yoL.  VL  Ff  ^^^ 
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Caft.  Why,  and  Fool,  thou  flialt  love  thy  NeigliboU» 
and  help  him  in  Extremities. 

Nich.  Mafs  I  think  it  be  indeed ;  in  what  Chapter's  t^^ 
Coufin  ? 

Capt.  Why  in  the  firft  of  Charity,  the  fecond  Verfei 

Nich.  The  firft  of  Charity,  quoth  a,  that'is  a  good  Jeft, 
there's  no  fuch  Chapter  in  my  Book  I 

Cam.  No,  I  know  'twas  torn  out  of  thy  Bodk,  and  that 
makes  it  lo  little  in  thy  Heart. 

Pye*  Come,  let  me  tell  you,  youVe  too  unkind  a  KMtm 
i'faith;    the  Captain  loving  you  fo  dearly,   ay,  like  die  ' 
Pomwater  of  his  Eye,  and  you  to  be  fo  uncoitafortablv 
fie,  fie. 

Nich.  Pray  do  not  wifli  me  to  be  hang'd,  any  thing  die 
that  I  can  do;  had  it  been  to  rob,  I  would  ha'  don*ti  bud 
muft  not  Steal,  that's  the  word,  the  literal,  Thou  (halt  nbr 
Steal ;  and  would  you  wifli  me  to  Steal  then  \ 

Pjc,  No  Faith,  that  were  too  much,  to  fpeak truths  Irlly 
wilt  thou  Nim  it  from  him  \ 

Nich.  That  I  will. 

Pjc.  Why  enough,  Bully;  he  will  be  content  wteh  dW^. 
or  he  ihall  ha*  none;  let  me  alone  with  him  n(3^,  C^^iti: 
I  ha'  dealt  with  your  Kinfman  in  a  Corner;  t  go6d  <-i-kiMl-: 
natur'd  Fellow,  methinks:  Go  to,  you  ihall  not  fovt  flH.' 
your  own  asking,  you  (hall  bate  (bmewhat  on'r,  he  \%  itoc^ 
contented  abfolutely,  as  you  would  fay,  fo  fted  the  Gl 
from  him,  but  to  do  you  a  plesfuit^  he  will  nioir  it  ' 
him. 

Nick  Ay,  that  I  will,  Cou(in. 

Capu  Well,  feeing  he  will  do  no  more,  aS  far  as  I  fliei  I 
muft  be  contented  with  that. 

Corp.  Here's  no  notable  guUery? 

Pye.  Nay,  Pll  come  nearer  to  you,  Gentleman,  b( 
we'll  have  only  but  a  Help  and  a  Mirth  on't,  the  KHij 
(hall  not  lofc  his  Chain  neither,  but  be  only  hid  out  rf 
Way  fome  one  or  two  Days. 

NicL  Ay,  that  would  be  good  indeed,  Kinfman. 

Pye.  For  I  have  a  farther  reaci?,  to  profit  us  bettef, 
the  miffing  on't  only,  than  if  we  had  it  out-righti   as 
Difcourfe  (hall  make  it  known  to  you;— —  iVhen  thou  III 
>^e  Chain,  do  but  coUYey  Vt  out  ^x  ^  ^v:krdQqr  into  tl 
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litAtTii  and  there  hang  it  clofe  in  the  Rofemary  Banfc,  but 
xit  a  finaU  Seafon ;  and  by  that  harmjefs  device.  I  knovdr 
raw  to  ^ind  Captain  Idle  out  of  Prifon,  the  Knight  thy 
Vlafter  (hall  get  his  Pardon,  and  releafe  him»  and  he  fatisfie 
iif  Mdfter  with  his  own  Chain,  and  wondrous  thanks  on 
>oth  Hands. 

Ntch.  That  were  rare  ihdded  la ; 
?ray  let  me  know  how. 

Pye.  Nay,  *tis  very  necefTary  thou  fhould'ft  know,  be* 
raufe  thou  muft  be  employed  as  ah  A6lor  ? 

Nich.  An  Aftor  ?  O  no,  that's  a  Player  ?  ^nd  our  Par- 
bn  rails  again  ft  Flayers  mightily,   I  can  tell  you,  becaufe 

:hey  brought  him  drunk  up6*th'  Stage  once, as  he  will 

ic  norribly  drunk. 

Corp.  Mafs  I  cannot  blame  him  then. 
Poor  Church  fpout. 

Fjc.  Why  as  an  Intermedler  then? 

Nich.  Ay,  that,  that. 

Tjc.  Give  me  Audience  then ;  when  the  old  Knight  thy 
Mauer  has  rag'd  his  fill  for  the  lofs  of  the  Chain,  tell  him 
thou  haft  a  Kinfman  in  Pritbn,  of  fuch  exquifite  Art,  that 
the  pevil  himfelf  is  French  Lackey  to  him,  and  runs  bare 

himd  by  his  Horfe B&Uy,  when  he  has  one ;  whom  he 

will  caufe^  with  moft  Irifi  dexterity,  to  fetch  his  Chain,' 
though  'twere  hid  under  a  Mine  of  Sea-coal,  and  ne'er 
fll^ce  Spade  or  Pidc  Axe  his  Inftruments;  tell  him  but  thi.s 
iHth  farther  Inftruftions  thoii  (halt  receive  from  me,  and 
dba  iheweft  thy  felf  a  Kinfhian  indeed. 

Corf,  A  dainty  Bully. 

Skir.  An  honeft 6ook-keeper. 

Capt.  And  my  three  times  thrice  honey  Coufin^ 

Nich.  Nay,  grace  of  God  I'll  rob  him  on't  fuddeniyi 
and  hang  it  in  the  Rofemary  bank,  but  I  bear  that  mind, 
tioilfin,  I  would  not  fteal  any  thing,  methinks*  for  mine 
d#ti  Father. 

Sl^r.  He  bears  a  good  Mind  in  that.  Captain. 
.  ^je.  Why,  well  faid, 
fie  begins  to  be  an  honeft  Fellow,  faith. 

Corp.  la  truth  he  does. 

p  f  i  KtcV, 
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Nich.  You  fee,  Coufin,  I  am  willbg  to  do  you  uy  kk 

nefs^  always  faving  my  felf  harmlefs.  [Exit  Nichol 

Caft.  Why  I  thank  thee*  fare  thee  well,  I  fhaU  reqn 

it. 

Corf*  'Twill  be  good  for  thee.  Captain^  that  thou  b 
fuch  an  egregious  Afs  to  thy  Coufin. 

Capt.  Ay,  is  not  that  a  fine  Fool,  Corporal  ? 
But,  George^  thou  talk*ft  of  Art  and  Conjuring^ 
How  (hall  that  be? 

Pj€.  Pub,  be*t  not  in  your  carei 
Leave  that  to^me  and  my  Diredions ; 
Well,  Captain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  nowi 
E'en  with  the  vantage,  Man,  to  gain  by  Prifon^ 
As  my  Thoughts  prompt  me:  Hold  on  brain  and  pIot« 
I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  events. 
All  which  I  doubt  not  to  hit  at  length ; 
I'll  to  the  Widow  with  a  quaint  Aflault ; 
Captain,  be  merry. 

C4ft.  Who  I  ?  Kerry  merry  Buffe-Jerkin. 
Tye.  Ob,  I  am  happy  in  moreflights^  and  one  Willk 
ftrong  in  another-— —Corporal  Oath. 
Corp.  Hof  Bully! 

Pje.  And  thou,  old  Fettr  Skirmijb^  I  have  a  nectlli 
task  for  you  both. 

Skir.  Lay't  upon  George  Pje-board. 
Corp.  What  e'er  it  be,  wc^ll  manage  it. 
Pje.  I  would  have  you  two  maintain  a  Quarrel  before 
Lady  Tf^tdo7i/s  Door,   and  draw  your  Swords  i'th'  cdg 
the  Evening:  Clafh  a  little,  daftly  clafli. 

Corp.  Fuh! 
Let  us  alone  to  make  our  blades  ring  noon» 
Though  it  be  after  Supper. 

Pye.  I  know  you  can ; 
And  out  of  that  falfe  Fire,  I  doubt  not  but  to  raifc  Iti 

belief and,  Captain,  to  countenance  ray  Device  th< 

ter,  and  grace  my  Words  to  the  Widow,  I  have  a 
plain  Sattin  Suit,  that  I  had  of  a  young  Reveller  t*- 
Night,  for  words  pafs  not  regarded  now  a-days,  unlefs 
come  from  a  good  Suit  of  Cloath?,  which  the  Fates  an 
Wits  had  beftowed  upon  me.  Well,  Captain  Idle^  if 
^iiMQt  highly  love  thee,  I  ^o>M  ti^'titja^  fefiti  within  t 
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re  of  a  Prifon,  for  I  proteft  at  thk  ioftanr,  I  walk  in 

:ac  danger  of  &iall  Debts.     I  owe  Mony  to  feveral  Ho« 

0es^  and  you  know  fueh  Jills  will  quickly  be  upon  a 

an's  Jack. 

Qft.  Truet  George. 

fje.  Fare  thee  well,  Captain.    Come  Corporal  and  An- 

nt,   thou  (halt  bear  more  News  next  time  we  greet 

^. 

Cerf.  More  News?  Ay,  by  yon  Bcaj  at  Bridge-Foot  in 

ttv'n  (halt  thou.  [Exeunt. 

Otpu  Enough;  my  Friends*  farewel, 

lis  Prifon  (hews  as  if  Ghofis  did  part  in  Hell. 


ACT    II. 

Enter  Moll,  jonngeft  Daughter  to  the  Wtdow^  Monel 

«tf.^TOT  marry?  forfwear  Marriage?  why  all  Wo- 
xN  men  know  'tis  as  honourable  a  thing  as  to  lye 
th  a  Man ;  and  I»  to  fpight  my  Sifter's  Vow  the  more^ 
re  entertain*d  a  Suiter  akeady,  a  fine  GaUant  Knight  of 
\  bfi  Feather,  he  fays  he  will  Coach  me  too,  and  well 
x>int  me,  aHow  me  Mony  to  Dice  withal,  and  many  fuch 
afing  Proteft ations  he  fticks  upon  my  Lips:  Indeed  his 
irt-winded  Father  i'th'  Country  is  wondrous  wealthy^  a 
ft  abominable  Farmer,  and  therefore  he  may  dote  in  time ; 
th  ril  venture  upon  him ;  Women  are  not  without  ways 
mehto  help  themfelves:  If  he  prove  wife  and  good  as  his 
ro,  why  I  (hall  love  him*  and  ufe  him  kindly ;  and  if 
prove  an  Afs,  why  in  a  quarter  of  an  Hour's  warning  I 
transform  him  into  an  Oxe  \^ — there  comes  in  my  re- 
'  again; 

Enter  Frailty. 
Fr4/7.  O,  Miftrcfs  Moll,  Miftrefs  MoU. 
tiolL  How  now  ?  what's  the  News  ? 
^raiL  The  Knight  your  Suiter,  Sir  John  Penny  Dul^. 
MqIU  Sir  John  Penny'Dub  f  where?  where? 
^raiL  He's  walking  in  the  Gallery. 
^oU.  Has  my  l^otkcr  fecn  him  veti 

F  f  3  ^^*^^ 
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FrasL  O  no,  ihe's  -fpitting  in  the  Kitchin, 

AiciL  DircQ.  him  hither  foftly,  good  Fraibj^ 
J'U  mtei  him  \uK  way. 

Frail.  Thai's  juft  hke  running  a  Tilt;  but  I  I}9p$|^]P 
break  nothing  this  time. 

Emer  Sir  John  Penny-Dub, 

Moll.  'Tis  happinefs  my  Mother  faw  hiin  not. 

0  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 
Dab.  I  thaiik  you  faith Nay  you  nouft  fian4  BPS  "P" 

1  kifs  you:  'Tis  the  Faihion  every  where  i'faicb,  9n4  IfH^ 
from  Court  e'now. 

Moll.  Nay,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  (hould  ^er  tbp  : 
Fafliion  ? 

D^^.  Then  not  forgetting  the  fwcct  of  new  Ccwinowcii 
I  firft  fall  back,  then  recovering  my  fclf,  make  my  Honour 
to  your  Lip  thus;  and  rhen  accoft  it. 

Moll.  Tr Lift  me,  very  pretty  and  moving,  you're  worthy 
on't.  Sir. 
O  my  Mother,  my  Mother,  now  flic*s  here, 

Kijfing.    Enter  Widcw  and  Sir  Godfrey. 
.We'll  fteal  into  the  Gallery.  {J^xmu 

Sir  God.  Nay,  Sifter,  let  Reafon  rule  you,  do  BK*  pby 
the  Fool,  ftand  not  in  your  own  Light,  you  have  wealthy 
Offers,  large  Tendrings,  do  not  withfiand  your  good  For- 
tune ;  who  comes  a  wooing  to  you  I  pray  ?  no  {mall  Fqok 
a  rich  Knight  o'th'  City,  Sir  Oliver  Muck-hilt,  no  final 
fool  I  can  tell  you ;  and  furthermore,  as  I  heard  late  bf: 
your  Maid-fervants,  as  your  Maid-iervants  will  fay  to  flM! 
any  thing,  I  thank  'em,  both  your  Daughters  are  not  withr 
out  Suitors,  ay,  and  worthy  ones  too;  one  a  brisk  Coiirtic% 
Sir  jindrev>  Tiffiafcj  fuiter  afar  off  to  your  eldcft  DaugliF 
ter,  and  the  third  a  huge  wealthy  Farmer's  Son,  a  fine  yount 
Country  Knight,  they  call  him  Sir  John  Penny^Dmh,  a  gooi 
Name  marry,  he  may  have  it  coin'd  when  he  lacks  Monyi 
wh^t  Bleffings  ar^  thf^fe.  Sifter? 

ff^id.  Ttmpt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sir  God.  Satan?  do  I  look  like  Satan!  I  hope  the  Devin 
not  fo  old  as  I,  I  trow; 

Wid,  You  wound  my  Senfej,  Brother,  when  you  flalM 

A  Suiter  to  me, oh  I  cannot  abide  it, 

J  rafre  in  Poifon  when  1  Vic^  otvt  vi^d% 

Xiftt 
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Enter  Simon, 
now,  Simon  %  whereas  my  Son  Edmondi 

Sim.  Verily,  Madam,  he  is  at  vain  Exercife,  dripping  in 
^e  Tennis-Court. 

Wid.  At  Tennis-Court  ?  oh,  now  his  Father's  gone,  I 
ihall  have  no  rule  with  him ;  oh  wicked  Edmondy  I  might 
well  compare  this  with  the  Prophecy  in  the  Chronicle, 
though  far  inferior,  as  Harrf  of  Monmouth  won  all,  and 
Utrrj oi Windfor  loft  all;  fo  Edmond of  Bnfiowihz.l  was  the 
Father,  got  ali,  and  Edmond  of  London  that's  his  Son  now, 
will  fpend  all. 

Sir  God.  Peace,  Sifter,  we'll  have  him  reformed,  there's 
faope  on  him  yet,  though  it  be  but  a  little. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FriuL  Forfootb,  Madam ;  there  are  two  or  three  Archers 
at  Door  would  very  gladly  fpeak  with  your  Ladylhip. 

Wid.  Archers? 

Sir  God.  Your  Husband's  Fletcher  I  warrant.  ^ 

md.  Oh, 
Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  horne  things  of  his. 
Troth  I  fhould  ha'  forgot  'em,  how  now? 
.Villain,  which  be  thofe  Archers  ? 

Enter  the  Suiters^  Sir  Andrew  TipftaflFe,   Sir  Oliver 

Muck-hill,  4»^  Penny-Dub. 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  not  fee  'em  before  you  ?  are  not 
Acfe  Archers,  what  do  you  call  'em  Shooters  ?  Shooters 
and  Archers  are  all  one,  I  hope. 

Md.  Out  ignorant  Slave. 

MHck,^  Nay,  pray  be  patient  Lady, 
We  come  in  way  of  honourable  Love. 

Ttffl.Bub.  We  do. 

Mnck.  To  you. 

T^pft.  L^ub.  And  to  your  Daughters. 

WU.  O  why  will  you  offer  mc  this,  Gentleme::  ?  lodf  rd 
I  will  not  look  upon  you;  when  the  Tears  avcfwi?.. .'   >•:!:  /  f 
mine  Eyes,  not  yet  wafti'd  off  from  my  Chetks,  auj  -  :• ;  >.  -^ 
Husband's  Body  fcarce  fp  cold  as  the  CofEn,  w  -      . 
iave  you  to  offer  it  ?  I  am  net  like  feme  f  if  youi 
:bat  will  bury  one  in  the  Evening,   and  be  fure  r 
;'ef  Morning  ;  pray  away,  pray  take  your  Anfwt.  .        > 

Ff^  ^■■^■■•^;--""^ 


f  »«^ 
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Knights,  and  you  be  fwect  Knights,  I  have  vow'd  never  to 
marry; and  fo  have  my  Daughters  tool 

Duk  Ay,  two  of  you  have,  but  the  third's  a  good  WenchI 

MhcI^*  Lady*  a  flirewd  Anfwer  marry;  the  bcft  i$y  *tif 
but  the  firft,  and  he's  a  blunt  Wooer,  that  will  leave  for  obc 
(harp  Anfwer. 

Ttpfi.  Where  be  your  Daughters,  Lady,  I  hope  theyll 
give  us  becter  Encouragements? 

Wld,  Indeed  they'll  anfwer  you  fo,  take't  a  my  word 
they'll  give  you  the  very  fame  anfwer  Verbatim^  truly  la. 

Dub.  Mum ;  MqWs  a  good  Wench  ftill,  I  know  what 
fhe'lldo? 

Muck*  Well,  Lady,  for  this  time  we'll  take  our  leaves 
hoping  for  better  comforts 

TVid.  O  never,  never;  and  I  live  thefe  thoufand  Years j 
snd  you  be  good  Knights,  do  not  hope  ;  'twill  be  all  Vain, 
Vain,  ■  look  you  put  off  all  your  Suits,  and  you  come 
to  me  again. 

Frail.  Put  off  all  their  Suits,  quotha?  ay,  that's  the  beft 
wooing  of  a  Widow  indeed,  when  a  Man's  Nonfuted,  that 
is,  when  he's  a-bcd  with  her. 

[Going  out  Muckhil  and  Sir  Godfrey. 

Muck.  Sir  Godfreji  here's  twenty  Angels  more^  woik 
hard  for  mc;  there's  life  in*t  yet.  \Exit  Muckhil. 

Sir  God.  Fear  not  Sir  Oliver  Mmckhik  I'H  ftick  dofe  for 
you,  leave  all  with  me. 

Enter  George  Pye-boord  the  SchoUr. 

Tye.  By  your  leave.  Lady  Widow. 

Wid.  What  another  Suiter  now? 

Pje.  A  Suiter,  no,  I  protefl;  Lady,  if  you'd  give  nie 
your  felf.  I'd  not  be  troubled  with  you. 

Wid.  Say  you  fo,  Sir,  then  you're  the  better  welcomed 
Sir. 

Pye.  Nay,  Heav'n  blefi  me  from  a  Widow,  unlefs  I  weS 
fure  to  bury  her  fpeedily ! 

Wid.  Good  bjuntnefs;  well,  your  Bufinefs,  Sir? 

Pje.  Very  needful ;  if  you  were  in  private  once. 

Wid.  Needful  ?  Brother,  pray  leave  us ;  and  you.  Sir. 

Trail.  I  fliould  laugh  now,  if  this  blunt  Fellow  Should  put 

*em  all  befide  the  Stirrop,  and  vault  into  the  Saddle  himfetf* 

/  hsive  fecn  as  mad  a  Trick,  ^Exie  Frailty* 
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Enter  Daughters, 
i.  NoWf  Sir?  —here's  none  but  we*r— Daughters 
air. 

r.  p  no,  pray  let  'em  ftay,  for  what  I  have  to  fpeak 
rteth  equally  to  them  as  you. 
4.  Then  you  may  ftay. 
e.  I  pray  beftow  on  me  a  ferious  Ear, 
xrhat  I  4^eak  is  full  of  weight  and  fear. 

d.  Fear? 

V.  Ay,  iPt  pafs  unregarded^  and  une(Fe&ed« 

peace  and  joy  y         I  pray  Attention. 

3W,  I  have  been  a  meer  Stranger  for  thefe  Parrs  that 

live  in,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  Husband  of  you,  and 

;r  of  them,  but  I  truly  know  by  certain  fpiritual  In- 

ence*  that  he  is  in  Purgatory. 

'd.  Purgatory  ?    tuh ;   that  word  deferves  to   be  fpit 

;  I  wonder  that  a  Man  of  fober  Tongue,  as  you  feem 

e,  ftiould  have  the  Folly  to  believe  there's  fach  ^ 
• 

'e.  Wellf  Lady,  in  cold  Blood  I  fpeak  it,  I  afTure  you 

there  is  a  Purgatory,  in  which  place  I  know  your  Hufc 

to  refide,  and  wherein  he  is  like  to  remain,   'till  the 

lution  of  the  World,  *till  the  laft  general  Bonfire;  when 

le  Earth  (hall  melt  into  nothing,   and  the  Seas  fcald 

finny  Labourers;  fo  long  is  his  abidance^   unlefs  you 

the  property  of  your  purpofe,  together  with  each  of 

Daughters  theirs,  that  is»  the  purpofe  of  fingle  Life  in 

felf  and  your  eldeft  Daughter,   and  the  fpeedy  deter- 

tion  of  Marriafcje  in  your  youngeft. 

(oil.  How  knows  he  that?  whar^    hasfome  Devil  told 

} 

U.  Strange  he  fliould  know  our  Thoughts : 

f  but  Daughter,  have  you  purposed  fpeedy  Marriage  ? 

rr.  You  fee  ftie  tells  you  ay,  (he  fays  nothing. 

,  give  me  credit  as  you  pleafc.  I  am  a  ftranger  to  yooi 

yet  you  fee  I  know  your  Determinations,  which  muft 

;  to  me  metaphyfically,  and  by  a  (upcr-natural  Intelli- 

e. 

^id.  This  puts  amazement  on  me. 

^an.  Know  our  Secrets? 

MAV. 
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MoU,  I'd  thought  to  fteal  a  Marriage,  would  his  Tongne 
Had  dropt  out  wnen  he  blab'd  it. 

Wid.  But,  Sir^  my  Husband  was  too  honed  a  dealing  Mm^ 
to  be  now  in  any  Purgatories—— 

Pje.  O  do  not  load  your  Confcience  with  untruth^ 
Tis  but  meer  folly  now  to  gild  'em  o'er ; 
That  has  paft  but  for  Copper;  Praifes  here. 
Cannot  unbind  him  there :  confefs  but  truth, 
I  know  he  got  his  Wealth  with  a  hard  gripe : 
Oh  hardly^  hardly. 

Wid.  This  is  mod  firange  of  all,  how  knows  he  that! 

Pje.  He  would  eat  Fools  and  ignorant  Heirs  clean  up; 
And  had  his  drink  fi  om  many  a  poor  Man's  brow, 
!Even  as  their  labour  brew'd  it. 
He  would  fcrape  Riches  to  him  mod  unjudly; 
The  very  dirt  between  his  Nails  was  ill  got. 

And  not  his  own, oh 

I  groan  to  fpeak  on't,  the  thought  makes  me  (h udder  { 
Shudder ! 

Wid.  It  quakes  me  too,  now  I  think  orft—— Sir,  lain 
much  griev*d,  that  you  a  Stranger,  fhould  fo  deeply  wioog 
my  dead  Husband! 

P)e.  Ohf 

Wid.  A  Man  that  would  keep  Church  fo  duly ;  rife  ea^ 
ly  before  his  Servants,  and  e'en  for  Religious  hade,  go  ud- 
garter'd,  unbuttoned,  nay  Sir  Reverence  untrud,  to  Mof 
ning  Prayer  ? 

i>.  Oh  uflF. 

Wtd,  Dine  quickly  upon  High-days,  and  when  I  hadgrqt 
Gueds,  would  e'en  fliame  me,  and  rife  from  the  Tabk,  lo 
get  a  good  Seat  at  an  Afternoon-Sermon. 

Pyc.  There's  the  Devil,  there's  the  Devil,  true,  hethougBt 
it  Sanfcity  enough,  if  he  had  kill'd  a  Man,  fo 't  *ad  beendooe 
in  aPuc,  or  undone  his  Neighbour,  fo't'ad  been  near  enough 

to  the  Preacher.     Oh! a  Sermon's  a  fine  ftiort  Cloak ef 

an  Hour  long,  and  will  hide  the  upper  part  of  a  Diffcmbkr.-^ 
Church,  ay,  he  fecm'd  all  Church,  and  his  Confcience  wa$  _ 
as  hard  as  the  Pulpit.  | 

TFid,  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 

Pyc.  Nor  I,  Widow,  endure  to  flatter, 
fFdci*  Is  this  all  your  buCm^fe  ^\tlv  mti 


the  Wi^ov)  of  ^atling^ftreet.       3207 

Pjis  No,  l-ady,  *m  but  thp  induftion  to't, 
ou  may  believe  my  ftrains^  I  ftrike  all  true. 
od  if  your  Confcience  livquld  leap  up  to  your  Tonguf ,  your 
If  would  aflSrm  it,  and  that  you  fhall  perceive  I  ^now  of 
iii]g$  to  come,  as  veil  as  I  dp  of  y/hat  is  prefent;  a  Brother 
:  your  Husband's  (hall  fliort|y  have  a  lofs. 
Md.  A  lofe?  marry  H^ven  foref^nd,  5|r  Ggdfrey^  my  Bro- 
ler  I 

Pyc.  Nay,  keep  in  your  wonders,  'till  I  have  toI<J  you 
le  Fortunes  of  you  all;  ^bich  are  more  fearful,  if  not  hap- 
ily  prevented,——  for  your  part  and  your  Daughters,  if 
lere  he  not  once  thi$  Day  (o^ie  Blood- fhed  b^efore  your 
>oor,  whereof  the  humane  Creature  dyes,  of  you  tv^o  the 
Idcft  (hall  run  Mad. 
md.  and  Fran.  Oh  I 
MolL  That's  not  I  yet. 

Pje.  And  with  moft  impudent  proftitution,  (how  your 
iked  Bodies  to  the  view  of  all  beholders. 
TFid,  Our  naked  Bodies.^  fie  for/h^me. 
Pyc.  Attend  me, 

nd  your  younger  Daughter  be  firucken  Dumb. 
JUqU.  Dumb  ?  out,  alas ;  'tis  the  worft  pim  of  all  for  a 
'oman,  I'd  rather  be  Mad,  or  run  Naked,  or  any  thing, 
umb  ? 

Pye.  Give  Ear :  E*er  the  Evening  fall  upon  Hill,  Bog^ 
d  Meadow,  this  my  Speech  (hall  have  pafl  Probation,  and 
en  (hall  I  be  believ'd  accordingly. 
Wid.  If  this  be  true,  we  are  all  (ham'd,  all  undone. 
MoU.  Dumb  i  I'll  (peak  as  much  as  ever  I  can  poOiblc  bo- 
re Evening, 

Pye.  But  if  it  fo  come  to  pafs  (as  for  your  fair  fates  I 
i(n  it  may  )  that  this  prefage  of  your  ftrange  Fortunes  be 
evented  by  that  accident  of  Death  and  Blcod-diedding, 
biich  I  before  told  you  of;  take  heed  upon  your  Lives, 
at  two  of  you  which  have  vow^  never  to  marry,  feek 
It  Husbands  with  all  prefent  fpeed,  and  you  the  third,  that 
LVC  fuch  a  defire  to  out-ftrip  Chaftity,  look  you  meddle 
)t  with  a  Husband. 
MqIL  a  double  Torment. 

Pye.   The  breach  of  this  keeps  your  Father   in  Pnr^^ 
ry^  and  the  puiiifliments  that  (haW  loWo^  ^^vi  ^^  ^^v^ 
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World,  would  with  horror  fcili  the  Ear  fliould  bear  'em  re 
lated. 

Wid.  Marry  ?  Why  I  vow'd  never  to  marry. 
Fran.  And  fo  did  L 

MolL  And  I  vow'd  never  to  be  fuch  an  Afi,  but  to  marf 
ry.  What  a  crofs  Fortune's  this  ? 

Fje.  Ladies,    thougl|    I  be  a  Fortune-teller,    I  cannot 
better  Fortunes,  you  have  'em  from  me  as  they  are  re- 
veaPd  to  me  :  I  would  they  were  to  your  Tempers,  and 
Fellows  with  your  Bloods;  that's  all  the  bitternefs  I  would 
you. 

Wid.  O  {  'tis  a  juft  vengeance,  for  my  Husband's  hard 
purchafes. 
Pje.  I  wifti  you  to  bethink  your  felves,  and  leave  'cm. 
Wid.  I'll  to  Sir  Godfrejj  my  Brother,  and  acquaint  UiD 
with  thefe  fearful  prefages. 

Fran.  For,  Mother,  they  portend  loffcs  to  him. 
Wid.  O  ay,  they  do,  they  do; 
If  any  happy  iflue  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  reward  thy  cunning.  [Exit  Wid.  andFml 

Pye.  'Tis  enough,  Laofy,  I  wifli  no  higher, 
Moll.  Dumb?  and  not  marry?  worfe; 
Neither  to  fpeak,  nor  kifs,  a  double  curfe.  [Exiu 

Pje.  So,  all  this  comes  well  about  yet^  I  play  the  Fo^ 
tune*teller,  as  well  as  if  I  had  had  a  Witch  to  my  Gno- 
nam  :  for  by  good  happinefs,  being  in  my  Hofteues  Ga^ 
den,  which  neighbours  the  Orchard  of  the  Widow,  I  laid 
the  hole  of  mine  Ear  to  a  hole  in  the  Wall,  and  heard  'em    . 
make  thefe    vows,   and  fpeak  thofe  words,  upon  which  I  i; 
wrought  thefe  advantages;   and  to  encourage  my  Forgeiy 
the  more,  I  may  now  perceive  in  'em  a  natural  fimplicity 
which  will  eanly  fwallow  an  abufe,   if  any  covering  be 
over  it :   and  to  confirm  my  former  preface  to  the  Wi- 
dow,  I  have  advis'd  old   Peter  Skirmi/b  the   Soldier,  to  j 
hurt  Corporal  Oath  upon  the  Leg,  and  in  that  hurry  TH    z 
ruHi   amongfl  'em,    and   inftead  of  giving  the    Coiponl 
fome  Cordial  to  comfort  him,  I'll  pour  into  his  Mouth  i 
Potion  of  a  fleepy  Nature,  and  make  him  feem  as  dead; 
for  ihe  which   the   old    Soldier  being  apprehended,   and 
resdy  to  be  born  to  Execution,  I'll  ftep  in,  and  take  upon 
me  the  Cure  of  the  dead  M;s.t\,  >3L^ti  ^luv  of  dying  the 
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5ondeinned*s  death  :  the  Corporal  will  wake  at  his  Minute, 
when  the  fleepy  force  hath  wrought  it  felf,  and  fo  (hall  I 
get  my  felf  into  a  moft  admir'd  Opinion,  and  under  the  pre- 
text of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  fee  occafion :  and  if  that 
foolifh  Nicholas  St.  jintUngs  keep  true  time  with  the  Chain, 
my  Plot  will  be  found,  the  Captain  delivered,  and  my  Wits 
applauded  amongft  Scholars  and  Soldiers  for  ever. 

{Exit  Pye-boord. 
Enter  Nicholas  St.  Antlings,  with  the  Chain. 
Nicb.  Oj  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage  to  take  away 
the  Chain,  my  Mafter  put  it  o£F  e'en  now,  to  fay  on  a  new 
Doublet,  and  I  fneakt  it  away  by  little  and  little,  moft  Pu- 
ritanically !  we  (hallhave  good  fport  anon  when  he  has  mifs'd 
ir,  about  my  Coufin  the  Conjurer;  the  World  (hall  fee  I'm 
an  honeft  IVIan  of  my  word,  for  now  Fm  going  to  hang  it 
between  Heaven  and  Earth  among  the  Rofemary-branchcs. 

[Exit  Nichfc 


ACT.      III. 

Enter  Simon  St.Mary-Overies,  and  Frailty. 

Sirrah,  Simen  St.  Marj^Overies,  my  Miftrefs  fends 
away  all  her  Suiters*  and  puts  Fleas  in  their  Ears. 

Sifn.  Frailtj^  (he  does  like  an  honeft,  chaftj  and  virtuous 
Woman ;  for  Widows  ought  not  to  wallow  in  the  puddle  of 
Iniquity. 

Frail  Yet,  Siman^  many  Widows  will  do't,  whatfoeVr 
comes  on't. 

Sim.  True,  Frailtj^  their  filthy  Flefh  defires  a  Conjundi- 
pn  Copulative;  what  Strangers  are  within,  Frailty  f 

Frail.  There's  none,  Simoni  but  Mafter  Pilfer  the  Taylor : 
he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey^  praifing  of  a  Doublet:  and  I 
muft  trudge  anon  to  fetch  Mafter  Suds  the  Barber. 

Sim.  Mafter  Snd''%  a  good  Man,  he  wa(hes  the  (ins  of  the 
Beard  clean. 

Enter  eld  Skirmi(h  the  Soldier. 

Skir.  How  now,  Creatures  ?  what's  a  Clock  ? 

Frail.  Why,  doyou  take  ustobc^^ck.^t^'^GUcVJHo^t^ 
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Skir.  I  fay  again  to  you,  what's  a  Clock  ? 

Sifn.  Truly  la,  we  go  by  the  Clock  of  our  CofiifcJcricci  al 
worldly  Clocks  we  know  go  falfe,  and  are  fet  by  driiftte 
Sextons. 

Skir.  Then  what's  a  Clock  in  your  Confcidrifcfc?  — ^  0, 
I  muft  break  ofF,  here  comes  the  Corporal --^-^ — htiiijj  Kuril: 
——what's  a  Clock  ? 

Enter  Corporal, 

Corp.  A  Clock?  why  paft  fcventeen. 

FraiL  Paft  fevcnteen?  nay,  h'as  met  widi  hfs  riiitch  liowj 
Corporal  Oath  will  fit  him. 

Skjr.  Thou  doft  not  bawk  nor  baflBe  n!ie,  dofl:  thou?  I  son 
a  Soldier paft  fcventeen  ? 

Corp.  Ay,  thou  art  not  angry  With  the  Figures^  art  thbu? 
1  will  prove  it  unto  thee,  ti  and  i  is  thirteen,  I  hopfj  t 
fourte.a,  3  fifteen,  4  fixteen,  and  5  fcventeen,  A^ri  pdl 
fevcn: .:..^,  I  will  take  the  Dial's  part  in  a  juft  Caufe. 

Skir.  1  fay  'tis  but  paft  five  then. 

Corp.  rjl  fwear  'tis  p^ft  feventeen  then :  doft  thou  not 
know  Numbers?  canft  thou  not  caft? 

Skir.  Cift?  doft  thou  fpeak  of  my  cafting  i'th  ftrect? 

[pr0w^ 

Corp.  Ay,  and  in  the  Market-place. 

Sim^  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs.  [Simon  runsiiu 

FraiL  Ay,  I  knew  liy  tlieir  fhiifflihg,  Clubs  woluld  W 
Trump  :  Mafs  here's  the  Knave,  and  he  can  6io  inj  good 
upon  'cm :  Clubs,  Clubs,  Club§, 

Enter  Pye-boord. 

Capt.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  open'd  a  Vein  in  my  Lig. 

Pye.  How  now?   for  fliame,  for  ftiariie,  put  up,  pilt'up. 

Capt.  By  yon  blue  Welkin,  'twas  out  of  my  part,  Ge^» 
to  be  hurt  on  the  Leg. 

Enter  Officers. 

Pye.  Oh,  peace  now- 1  have  a  Cordial  here  to  com: 

fort  rhee. 

Offi.  Down  with 'em,  down  with'eHi,  lay  Hands  upon  thf 
Villain.  I     /  r 

S^r.  Lay  Hands  on  me? 
Pye.  I'll  not  be  feen  among  'em  now. 
^5^/.  I'm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  Surgcorts 
-ta^  Hsiads  upon  me,  thin  iom^  oSi<;^t^v 
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Off.  ®o^  carry  him  to  be  drefs'd  then : 
tm  mutinous  Soldier  fhall  along  with  me  to  Prifoh^ 
^^.  To  Prifon  ?  where's  George  f 
Offi.  A*ay  with  him.  [Exeum  with  SUr. 

Fyc.  So, 

if  lights  as  I  ^ould  wifh,  the  4maz*d  Widowj 
/ill  plant  me  flrongly  now  in  her  belief, 
ltd  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  my  words : 
6t  the  £vent  ttirns  thefe  prefages  from  'em, 
)f  being  oiad  and  dumb,  and  begets  joy 
lingled  with  admiration :  thefe  empty  Creatures,^ 
:>ldi€r  and  Corporal,  were  but  ordain'd 
!s  inftruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 
fow  to  my  Patient,  here's  his  Potion        [Exit  Pye-boord# 
Enter  the  Widow  with  her  two  Dsughters. 

ff^d.  O  wondrous  happinefs,  beyond  our  thoughts  I 
>  lucky  fair  event !  I  think  our  Fortunes 
^ere  bleft  e'en  in  our  Cradles:  we  are  quitted 
>f  all  thofe  ihamef ul  violent  prefages 
\y  this  raih  bleeding  chance :  go.  Frailty,  run,  and  know 
Vhetherhe  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead, 
"hat  here  before  my  Door  received  his  hurt. 

Frail.  Madam,  he  was  carried  to  the  Superior,  but  if  he 
^d  DO  Mony  when  he  came  there,  I  warrant  he's  dead  by 
bis  time.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Fra9t^  Sure  that  Man  is  a  rare  Fortune-teller,  never  lookt 
pon  our  Hands,  nor  upon  any  mark  about  us,  a  wondrous 
clbw  furcly. 

MoB.  I  am  glad  I  have  the  ufe  of  my  Tongue  yet,  tho*  of 
othing  elfe,  I  fliall  find  the  way  to  marry  too,  I  hope  ftiortly. 

fFid.  O  where's  my  Brother  Sir  Godfrej,  I  would  he  were 
lere,  that  I  might  relate  to  him  how  prophetically  the  cun- 
log  Gentleman  fpoke  in  all  things. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey  in  a  rage. 

Sir  God.  O  my  Chain,  my  Chain,  I  have  loft  my  Chain> 
^hcre  be  thefe  Villains,  Varlets  ? 

Wid.  Oh,  he'as  loft  his  Chain. 

Sir  God.  My  Chain,  my  Chain. 

Wid.  Brother,  be  patient,  hear  me  fpeak,  you  know  I  told 
f<y(x  that  a  Cunnihg-man  told  me,  that  you  flvov\\d  Wi^  •* 
iofi,  and  he  hss  Prophtficd  fo  true. 


3Z12,  The  Puritan  :  Or^ 

Sir  God.  Out»  he's  aVillainto  prophefie  of  the  lofiof  117 
Chain,  'twas  worth  above  three  hundred  Crowns*  befides 
'twas  my  Father's,  my  Father's  Father's,  my  Grandfather's 
huge  Grandfather's  :  I  had  as  lief  ha  loft  my  Neck*-  as  the 
Chain  that  hung  about  it.     O  my  Chain,  my  Chain. 

Wtd.  Ob,  Brother,  who  can  be  againft  a  Qusfortune,  ^ 
happy  'twas  no  more. 

Sir  God.  No  more !  O  goodly  godly  Siften  would  you 
had  me  loft  more  \  my  beft  Gown  too,  with  the  Cloth  of 
Gold- Lace?  my  Holiday  Gafcoins»  and  my  Jerkin  fet  with 
Pearl  \  no  more  !  . 

If  id.  Oh,  Brother,  you  can  read  — -1— 

Sir  God.  But  I  cannot  read  where  my  Chain  is :  wbat 
Strangers  have  been  here?  you  let  in  Strangers,  Thievdi 
and  Catch*poles :  how  comes  it  gone  ?  there  was  none  above 
with  me  but  my  Taylor*  and  my  Taylor  will  not— ^flcal 
I  hope  ? 

MolL  No,  he's  afraid  of  a  Chain* 

Enter  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now»  Sirrah?  the  news  ? 

Frail.  O,  Miftrefs,  he  may  well  be  call'd  a  Corporal 
now,  for  his  Corps  are  as  dead  as  a  cold  Capon's  { 

Wid.  More  happinefs. 

Sir  God.  SirraL  what's  this  to  my  Chain?  where's  07 
Chain,  Knave? 

Frail   Your  Chain,  Sir? 

Sir  God.  My  Chain  is  loft,  Villain. 

Frail.  I  would  he  were  hang'd  in  Chains  that  has  it  then 
for  me  :  Alas,  Sir,  I  faw  none  of  your  Chain  fince  youwete 
hung  with  it  your  felf.  i 

Sir  God.  Out  Varlet;  it  had  full  three  thoufand  LinkS)  I  4 
have  oft  told  it  over  at  my  Prayers:  * 

Over  and  over»  full  three  thoufand  Links. 

FraiL  Had  it  fo.  Sir,  fure  it  cannot  be  loft  then;  I'll  put 
you  in  that  comfort. 

Sir  God.  Why?  why? 

Frail.  Why  it  your  Chain  had  fo  m  my  Links,  it  cannot 
chufe  but  come  to  light. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Sir  God.  Delufion.  Now^  long  Nicholas,  where  is  0/ 
Chzini 
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leh.  Why  about  yourNeck,  is'cnofi  Sir? 

r  0§d.  About  my  Neck,  Varlet?  my  Chain  is  Iofl> 

ftoirn  away>  Vm  robb*d. 

'^d.  Nay>  Brother*  fliow  your  felf  a  Man. 

^ich.  If  it  be  loft  or  ftole,  if  he  would  be  patient,  Mi- 

\i  I  could  bring  him  to  a  cunning  Kinfman  of  mine  that 

Id  fetch  it  again  with  a  Sefarara. 

r  G^d.  Canlt  thou  i  I  will  be  patient*  ray>  where  dwells 

"icb.  Marry  he  dwells  now,  Sir»  where  he  would  not 

1,  and  he  could  chufe^  in  the  Marfhalfed,  Sir;  but  he*s 

Kcellent  Fellow  if  he  were  out :  h'as  travell'd  all  the 

Id  o'er,  he,  and  been  in  the  feven  and  twenty  Provinces : 

I  he  would  make  it  be  feciht,  Siri  if  it  were  rid  a  thou«- 

Mile  out  of  Town. 

*  God.  An  admirable  Fellow,  what  lies  he  for  ? 

ich.  Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  Steward  of  ten  6roats 

sr  Night,  as  any  Man  would  ha  done*  and  there  he  lies 

^God.  ru  make  his  peace^ 

fle«  I'll  get  his  parddn, 

les  a  bountiful  reward,  I'll  about  ir^ 

Fee  the  Clerks,  the  Juftice  will  do  much; 

1  about  it  ftraight,  good  Sifter  pardon  me# 

/ill  be  well  I  hope»  and  turn  to  good, 

name  of  Conjurer  has  laid  my  Blood.  [ExenHU 

rr  Puttock  Md  Raven(haw»  two  Serjeants,  with  Teaman 

Dogfon,  to  arrefi  George  Pye-«boord. 
t.  His  Hoftels  where  he  lies  will  truft  him  no 
r,  ihe  hath  feed  me  to  arreft  hicbr ;  if  you  will  ac-- 
any  me,  becaufe  I  know  not  of  what  nature  the 
ar  is,  whether  defperate  or  fwift,  you  (hall  (hare  with 
Jerjeant  Ravenjbaw,  I  have  the  good  Angel  to  arreft 

V.  Troth  I'll  take  part  with  thee  tben^  Serjeants  not 
be  fake  of  the  Mdny  fo  niuch,  as  for  the  hate  I  bear 
:holar.  Why,  Serjeant,  'tis  natural  in  us  you  know  to 
Scholars;  natural  be(icles»  they  will  publifti  our  tm- 
iions,  Knaveries^  and  Conveyances  upon  Scaffolds  and 

s- 

r.  Ay,  knd  /Rightfully  too ;  trotVi  1  W%  ^ocAx^^Vfi^^ 
►  X.  VI.  "  Gg  ^^ 
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the  Slaves  could  fee  into  our  Breafls  fo  much,  when  ourDoal> 
lets  are  buttoned  with  Pewter. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  fo  clofe  without  yielding:  ob^  they're ptr^ 
lous  Fellows,  they  will  fearch  more  with  their  Wit#|  thadi 
Conftable  with  his  Officers, 

Pfft.  Whifty  whift,  whifl,  Ycofflan  Dogfin,  YccNtaaol 
Dogfon. 

Dog.  Ha  ?  what  fays  Serjeant  ? 

Pm.  Is  he  in  the  Pothecaries  Shop  flill  ? 

Dog.  Ay,  ay, 

Pm.  Have  afi  Eye,  have  an  Eye. 

Rav.  The  bed  is,  Serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true  Scholar,  bt 
wears  no  Weapon  I  think. 

Pnt.  No,  no,  he  wears  no  Weapon. 

Rav.  Mafs,  I  am  right  glad  of  that :  'thas  put  mfe  ID  fa* 
ter  Heart :  hay,  if  I  clutieh  him  once,  let  me  alone  to  dtag 
him  if  he  be  ftifiF-Necked ;  I  have  been  ohe  of  the  fixny 
felf,  that  has  dragged  as  tall  Men  of  their  Hands,  when  that  m 
Weapons  ha^iebeen  gone,  as  ever  BaftinadoM  a  Serjeant  ^ 
I  have  done  I  can  tell  you. 

Dog.  Serjeant  Pnttocl^  Serjeant  Pnmckz 

Put.  Hob. 

Dog.  He's  coming  out  (ingle.  'p 

Pm.  Peace^  peace,  be  not  too  greedy,  let  himpIafaK^* 
let  him  play  a  little,  we'll  )erk  him  up  of  a  fudden,  I  Dafiib«  -j 
in  my  time. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  Fool,  Serjeant. 

Enter  Pye-boord* 

Pje.  I  parted  now  from  Nicholas :  the  Chain's  couch'd* 
And  the  bid  Knight  has  fpent  his  rageupon't» 
The  Widow  holds  me  in  gteat  adftiiration 
For  cunning  Art:  'mongft  joys,  I'm  e'en  loft. 
For  my  device  can  no  way  now  be  croft, 
And  now  I  muft  to  Prifon  to  the  Captain,  and  there       ■■ 

Put. '  I  arreft  you.  Sir. 

Pye.  Oh 1 1  fpoke  truer  than  I  was  aware,  I  muft 

Prifon  indeed. 

Put.  They  fay  youVe  a  Scholar,  nay  Sir Y 

t>ogfony  have  care  to  his  Arms you'll  rail  againft  Serj 

and  ftage  *€m,  you  tickle  their  Vices. 
Pji.  Na3^  ufemeVik«^G^tvtkm%^>——rra  little  left. 
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Pmf.  You  a  Gentleman  i  that's  a  good  Jeft  i'fai th ;  can  a 
cholar  be  a  Gentleman-*—— when  a  Gentleman  will  not  be 
Scholar;— —look  upon  your  wealthy  Citizens  Sons,  whe- 
lier  they  be  Scholars  or  no^  that  are  Gentlemen  by  their 
athers  Trades :  a  Scholar  a  Gentleman  I 

Pje.  Nay,  let  Fortune  drive  all  her  flings  into  me,  (he 
moot  hurt  that  in  me,  a  Gentleman,  Accidens  infeparabilt 
3  my  Blood. 

Rav.  A  rablemenr,  nay,  youihall  have  a  bloody  rablcmenc 
pon  you  I  warrant  you. 

Put.  Go,  Yeoman  Dogfin,  before,  and  enter  the  ASion 
th*  Counter.  [£;ri>Dog* 

Pje.  Pray  do  not  handle  me  cruelly,  I'll  go 
V^hither  you  pleafe  to  have  me. 

Pm.  Oh»  he's  tame,  let  him  loofe  Serjeants 

Pje.  Pray  at  whoTe  Suit  is  this? 

Puts  Wihy,  at  your  Hofteffes  Suit  where  you  lye,  Miftrefs 
'MmmtftrroWf  for  Bed  and  Board,  the  Sum  four  Pcfund  five 
Itmiogs  and  five  Pence. 

Pje,  I  know  the  Sum  too  true*  yet  I  prefum'd 
Fpon  a  farther  day  ;  well,  'tis  my  Stars: 
jkI  I  muft  bear  it  now,  though  never  harder, 
fwear  now,  my  device  is  crofl  indeed. 
Captain  muft  lye  by't:  this  is  Deceit's  feed* 

Puf.  Comej  come  away. 

Pje.  Pray  give  me  fomuch  time  as  to  knit  my  Garter,  and 
II  away  with  you. 

Put.  Well,  we  muft  be  paid  for  this  waiting  upon  you» 
lis  is  no  pains  to  attend  thus         [Maying  to  tie  his  Garter. 

Pje.  I  am  now  wretched  and  miferable,  I  (hall  ne'er 
cover  of  this  Difeafe :  hot  Iron  gnaw  their  Fifts :  they 
Lve  ftruck  a  Fever  into  my  Shoulder,  which  I  ftiall  ne'er 
ake  out  again  I  fear  me,  *till  with  a  true  Habeas  Corf  us 
le  Sexton  remove  me;  oh  if  I  take  Prifon  once,  I  fhall  be 
efs'd  to  death  with  Aftions,  but  not  fo  happy  as  fpeedily } 
irhaps  I  may  be  forty  Year  a  prefling  'till  I  be  a  thin  old 
Ian,  that  looking  through  the  Grates,  Men  may  look 
irough  me;  all  my  Means  is  confounded*  what  ihall  I 
>  ?  has  my  Wits' ferved  me  fo  long,  and  now  give  me  the 
ip  (like  a  trained  Servant)  wh^n  I  have  mod  tv^^A  ^^ 
tn :  no  Jityic^  to  keep  my  poor  CwcaJt  ^tom  ^^^^  ^^^* 

Gg  i  t^^V^^ 
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tocki  f  I  yef)  happinefs,  have  I  a  Paper  about  me  now} 
yes  too,  ril  try  it,  it  may  hit,  Extremity  is  Tottch-fiomm- 
to  Wity  ay,  ay. 

Put.  "Sfoot  how  many  yards  are  in  thy  Garters,  that  thoo 
art  fo  long  a  tying  on  them?  come  away.  Sir. 

Pje^  Troth  Serjeant,  I  proteft,  you  could  never  ha  took 
me  at  a  worfe  time,  for  now  at  this  inftant  I  have  no  hw- 
ful  Pidure  about  me. 

Put.  'Slid  how  ihall  we  come  by  our  Fees  then? 

Rav*  We  muft  have  Fees,  Sirrab. 

Pje^  I  could  have  wifh'd  i*faith»  that  you  had  took  ne 
hair  an  Hour  hence  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  proteft  if  jfoo 
had  not  crofs*d  me,  I  was  going  in  great  joy  to  receive  five 
Pound  of  a  Gentleman,  tor  the  Device  of  a  Mask  hert^ 
drawn  in  this  Paper,  but  now,  come,  I  muft  be  conteotcdi 
'tis  but  fo  much  loft,  and  anfwerable  to  the  reft  of  oy 
Fortunes. 

Ptit.  Why,  how  far  hence  dwells  that  Gentleman? 

Rav.  Ay,  well  faid  Serjeant,  'tis  good  to  caft  about  fo 
Mony. 

Put.  Speak,  if  it  be  not  far  -— — 

Pjc.  We  are  but  a  little  paft  it,  the  next  Street  bdii"^ 
us. 

Pm.  'Slid  we  have  waited  upon  you  grievoufly  already> 
if  you'll  fay  you'll  be  liberal  when  you  ha't,  give  us  double 
Fees,  and  fpend  upon's,  why  we'll  ftiow  you  that  kindDdsJ 
and  go  along  with  you  to  the  Gentleman.  j 

Rav.  Ay,  well  faid  ft  ill,  Serjeant,  urge  that. 

Pje.  Troth  if  it  will  fuffice,  it  ftiall  all  be  among 
for  my  part  I'll  not  pocket  a  Penny,  my  Hoftefs  Ihau 
her  four  Pound  five  Shillings,  and  bate  me  the  five  F 
and  the  other  fifteen  Shillings  Til  fpend  upon  you. 

Rav.  Why,  now  thou  art  a  good  Scholar.  . 

Put.  An  excellent  Scholar  i'faith ;  has  proceeded  very  W^5 
alate  ;  come,  we'll  along  with  you.  J 

[Exeunt  with  him ;  faffing  in^  thej  kn^A  4' 
the  Door  with  a  Knocker  witbi»fiif'\ 

Ser.  Who  knocks,  who's  at  Door?  we  had  need  of 
Porter. 

Pye.  A  few  Friends  her?,— —pray  is  the  Gentleman 
JMa/ter  within  ?  " 
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Ser.  Yes,  is  your  bufinefs  to  him  ? 

Pje.  Ay»  he  knows  it,  when  he  fees  me :. 
pray  you,  have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ser.  Ay  by  my  troth,  Sir,  pray  come  near,  I'll  in  and 
;11  him  of  you,  pleafe  you  to  walk  here  in  the  Gallery  'till 
e  comes. 

Pj€^  We  will  attend  hisWorftiip,  —  Worlbip  I  think, 
or  fe  much  the  Pofts  at  his  Door  fliould  fignifie,  and  the 
air  comirg  in,  and  the  Wicket,  elfe  I  neither  knew  him  nor 
is  Worfhip,  but  'tis  happinefs  he  is  within  Doors»  what« 
x'er  he  be,  if  he  be  not  too  much  a  formal  Citizen,  he  may 
o  me  good ;  Serjeant  and  Yeoman,  how  do  you  like  this 
ioufe,  is't  not  moft  wholfomely  plotted  ? 

Xmv.  Troth  Prifoner,  an  exceeding  fine  Houfe. 

Pj€,  Yet  I  wonder  how  he  (hould  forget  me,  for  he  ne'er 
Devi^  me :  No  matter,  what  is  forgot  in  you,  will  be  re* 
lembred  in  your  Matter. 
^  pretty  comfortable  Room  this  methinks : 
Tou  have  00  fuch  Rooms  in  Prifon  now  $ 

Tmt.  Oh,  Dog-holes  to't. 

Fje.  Dog-holes  indeed I  can  tell  you  I  have  great 

ope  to  have  my  Chamber  here  ftiortly,  nay,  and  Dyet  too, 
ar  he's  the  moft  free-hcartedft  Gentleman  where  he  takes  : 
'ca  would  little  think  it.  And  what  a  fine  Gallery  were  here 
or  me  to  walk  and  ftudy,  and  make  Verfes  { 

Pmu  O,  it  ftands  pleafantly  for  a  Scholar. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

Pje.  Look  what  Maps,  and  Pidures,  and  Devices,  and 
bings,  neatly*  delicately?  Mafs  here  he  comes,  he  fhould 
^ea  Gentleman,  I  hke  his  Beard  well;  -— fAU  happinefs  to 
ourWorfliip. 

Gent.  YouVe  kindly  welcome*  Sir. 

Pmt.  A  (imple  falutation. 

Rav.  Mafs,  it  feems  the  Gentleman  makes  great  account 
f  him. 

Gent.  I  have  the  thing  here  for  you.  Sir. 

Pje.  I  befeech  you,  conceal  me,  Sir,  I'm  undone  elfe,—- 
have  the  Mask  here  for  you.  Sir,  Look  you.  Sir,— I  be- 
ech your  Worfhip,  firft  pardon  my  rudenefs,  for  my 
xreams  make  me  bolder  than  I  would  be ;  I  am  a  ^ooc 
enrleman.  stnd  a  Scholar,  and  now  taoOt   ut\Io\v\^^^^<^>J 
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World,  would  with  horror  kill  the  Ear  fhould  bear  *em  r^ 
lated. 

Wid.  Marry  ?  Why  I  vow'd  never  to  marry. 
JFran.  And  fo  did  L 

MolL  And  I  vow'd  never  to  be  fuch  an  Afs  but  to  marf 
ry.  What  a  crofs  Fortune's  this  ? 

Pjc.  Ladies,  thougl)  I  be  a  Fortune-teller,  I  cannot 
better  Fortunes,  you  have  'em  from  me  as  they  are  iv- 
veal'd  to  me  :  I  would  they  were  to  your  Tempers^  and 
Fellows  with  your  Bloods;  that's  all  the  bitternefs  I  would 
you. 

Wid.  0 1  'tis  a  jufl:  vengeance^  for  my  Husband's  hard 
purchafes. 
Pje.  I  wifh  you  to  bethink  your  felves,  and  leave  *cffl. 
Wid.  I'll  to  Sir  Godfrtjj  my  Brother,  and  ac<)uaioc  UlO 
with  thefe  fearful  prefages. 

Fran.  For,  Mother,  they  portend  loflcs  to  him. 
Wid.  O  ay,  they  do,  they  do; 
If  any  happy  iffue  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  reward  thy  cunning.  \Exit  Wid.  andFml 

Pje.  'Tis  enough.  Lady,  I  wilh  no  higher. 
MolL  Dumb?  and  not  marry?  worfe; 
Neither  to  fpeak,  nor  kifs,  a  double  curfe.  [Exit* 

Pje.  So,  all  this  comes  well  about  yet;  I  play  the  Foi^ 
tune*teller,  as  well  as  if  I  had  had  a  Witch  to  my  Gnn- 


make  thefe  vows,  and  fpeak  thofe  words,  upon  which  I 
wrought  thefe  advantages;  and  to  encourage  my  Forgery 
the  more,  I  may  now  perceive  in  'em  a  natural  fimplidty 
which  will  eanly  fwallow  an  abufe,  if  any  covering  be 
over  it :  and  to  confirm  my  former  preface  to  the  Wi- 
dow, I  have  advis'd  old  Peter  Skjrmi/b  the  Soldier,  to 
hurt  Corporal  Oath  upon  the  Leg,  and  in  that  hurry  Til 
rufli  amongft  'em,  and  inflead  of  giving  the  CorponI 
fome  Cordial  to  comfort  him,  I'll  pour  into  his  Mouth  i 
Potion  of  a  fleepy  Nature,  and  make  him  feem  as  dead; 
for  the  which  the  old  Soldier  being  apprehended,  and 
ready  to  be  bom  to  Execution,  I'll  ftep  in,  and  take  upon 
me  the  Cure  of  the  dead  M^t\,  vl^i^  ^ivvi  of  dying  the 
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ondemned's  death  :  the  Corporal  will  wake  at  his  Minute, 
xrhen  the  fleepy  force  hath  wrought  it  felf,  and  fo  (hall  I 
ret  my  felf  into  a  moft  admir'd  Opinion,  and  under  the  pre- 
ext  of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  fee  occasion :  and  if  that 
boliih  Nkhplas  St»  jintUngs  keep  true  tioie  with  the  Chain, 
ny  Plot  will  be  found,  the  Captain  deliver'd,  and  my  Wits 
ipplauded  amongft  Scholars  and  Soldiers  for  ever. 

[Exit  Pye-boord. 
Enter  Nicholas  St.  Antlings,  with  the  Chain. 
Nick  O,  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage  to  take  away 
the  Chain,  my  Mafter  put  it  o£F  e'en  now,  to  fay  on  a  new 
Doublet,  and  I  fneakt  it  away  by  little  and  little,  moft  Pu- 
ritanically I  we  (hallhave  good  fport  anon  whenhehasmifs'd 
it,  about  my  Coufin  the  Conjurer;  the  World  (hall  fee  I'm 
an  honeft  IVlan  of  my  word,  for  now  I'm  going  to  hang  it 
between  Heaven  and  Earth  among  the  Kofemary-branches. 

[Exit  Nichfc 


ACT.      III. 

Enter  Simon  St.Mary-Overies,  and  Frailty. 

SInah,  Simen  St.  Marj^Overies,  my  Miftrefs  fends 
away  all  her  Suiters,  and  puts  Fleas  in  their  Ears. 

Sim.  Frailty^  ihe  does  like  an  honeft,  chaft,  and  virtuous 
Woman ;  for  Widows  ought  not  to  wallow  in  the  puddle  of 
Iniquity. 

Frail  Yet,  Simon^  many  Widows  will  do't,  whatfoe'er 
comes  on't. 

Sim.  True,  Frailtj^  their  filthy  Fleih  defires  a  Conjundi- 
on  Copulative;  what  Strangers  are  within »  Frailtjf 

FraiL  There's  none,  Simon;  but  Mafter  Pi(^<rr  the  Taylor : 
he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey^  praiHng  of  a  Doublet;  and  I 
mud  trudge  anon  to  fetch  Mafter  Suds  the  Barber. 

Sim.  Mafter  Snd^s  a  good  Man,  he  wafties  the  fins  of  the 
Beard  clean. 

Enter  eld  Skirmifti  the  Soldier. 

Skir.  How  now,  Creatures  ?  what's  a  Clock  f 

frail.  Why,  doyovk  take  ustobc^^ck^^X^^GUcVcHoH^t^ 


3  2. 1  o  The  Puritan  :  Or, 

Dog.  *Sfoot,  I  think  he  receives  more  Mony,  he  days  h 
long. 

Put.  He  tarrys  long  indeed,  may  be«  I  can  tell  you,  up- 
on the  good  likmg  on'c  the  Gentleman  may  prove  moie 
boui  cifuK 

Hav.  That  would  be  rare,  we'll  fearch  him. 

Pf^t.  Njy,  be  fare  of  it,  we*ll  fearch  him,  and  make  him 
light  pnough. 

Ettter  the  Gentlemdn. 

Ray.  Oh,  here  comes  the  Gentleman,— -By  your  leave,Sir. 

Gent.  God  you  god  den  Sirsi  m  ■        would  you  fpeak  with 

me  ? 

Put.  No,  not  with  your  Worfliip,  Sir;  only  we  are  bold 
to  ftay  for  a  Friend  of  ours  that  went  in  with  yourWorfhip. 

Gent.  Who  ?  not  the  Scholar  ? 

Put.  Yes,  e*en  he,  an  it  pleafe  your  Worlhip. 

Qcnt.  Did  he  make  you  {lay  for  him  f  he  did  you  wnmg 
then :  why,  I  can  aflure  you  he's  gone  above  an  Hour  tgo» 

Rav.  How,  Sir? 

Qeut.  I  paid  him  his  Mony,  and  my  Mat)  told  me  he  went 
out  at  Backrdocr.  * 

Put.  Back-door? 

Gent.  Why,  what*s  the  matter? 

Put.  He  was  our  Prifoner,  Sir,  we  did  arreft  him. 

Gent.  What  he  was  not?  you  the  Sheriff's  Officers—— 
you  were  to  blame  then> 

Why  did  not  you  make  known  to  me  as  much ;  j 

I  could  have  kept  him  for  you,  I  proteft* 
He  received  all  of  me  in  Britain  Gold^ 
Of  the  laft  Coyning. 

Rav.  Vengeance   dog  him  with't. 

Put.  'Sfoot  has  he  gull'd  us  fo  ? 

Dgg.  Where  ihajl  we  fup  now,  Serjeants? 

Put.  Sup,  Simon,  now,  eat  Porridge  for  a  Month* 
Well,  we  cannot  impute  it  to  any  lack  of  good  will  in  your 

Worfliip, you  did  but  as  another  would  hjve  done,'t«is 

our  hard  Fortunes  to  mifs  thePurchafe,  but  if  e'er  wc  clutdi 
him  agiin,  the  Counter  fliall  charm  him* 

Rav.  The  Hole  fliall  rot  him. 

Dog.  Amen.  lExeM. 

Genu  Soy 
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Tex  out  your  Lungs  without  Doors,  I  am  proud, 
t  was  my  hap  to  help  him,  it  fell  fit, 
ie  went  not  empty  neither  for  his  Wit : 
Uas,  poor  Wretch,  I  could  not  blame  his  Brain^ 
To  labour  his  Delivery,  to  be  free, 
rrom  their  unpitying  fangs,*-— —I'm  glad  it  ftood 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  Scholar  good.  \^Exitm 

Emer  in  the  Prifouy  meetings  Pye-boord  and  Captdini  Pye- 

boord  coming  in  m$fffled. 
Caft^  How  now*  who's  thaci  what  are  you? 
Pje.  The  fame  that  I  (hould  be.  Captain. 
Capt.  Geore  Pje^boordj  honeft  Georgt  ?  why  cam'ft  thou 
in  half  fac'd,  mu£9[ed  fo? 

Pje.  Oh  Captain,  I  thought  we  (hould  ne'er  ha'  laugh'd 
again,  never  fpent  frolick  Hour  again. 
Cdpt.  Why?  why? 

Pje.  I  coming  to  prepare  thee,  and  with  News 
Ai  happy  as  thy  quick  Delivery, 
Was  trac'd  out  by  the  /cent,  arrefted,  Captain. 
C4pt,  Arrefted,  George  f 

Pje.  Arretted ;  guefs,  guefs,  how  many  Dogs  do  you  think 
Td  upon  me  ? 
Cdpu  Dogs  ?  I  fay,  I  know  not. 
Pje.  Almoft  as  many  as  George  Stone  the  Bear : 
Three  at  once,  three  at  once. 
Captm  How  didft  thou  (hake  'em  off  then? 
Pje.  The  time  is  bu(]e,  and  calls  upon  our  Wits,   let  it 
fuffice. 
Here  I  ftand  fafe,  and  fcap'd  by  Miracle : 
Some  other  Hour  (hall  tell  thee,  when  we'll  deep 
Our  Eyes  in  laughter :  Captain,  my  device 
Leans  to  thy  Happincf?,  for  e'er  the  Day 
Be  fpent  to  th'  Girdle,  thou  (halt  be  free : 
The  Corporal's  in's  firft  fleep,  the  Chain  is  mifs'd. 
Thy  Kinfman  has  expreft  thee,  and  the  old  Knight 
With  Palfey-hams  now  labours  thy  releafe.    ^ 
What  refts,  is  all  in  thee,  to  Conjure,  Captain. 

Cuft.  Conjure  ?   'sfoot,  George^  you  know,    the  Dcvfl  a 
conjuring  I  can  conjure. 

Pjt.  The  Devil  of  conjuring?   nay  by  tn^  ?Vf%  "t^  ^^"^ 
have  thcc  do  fo  muchf  Captain,  as  iVic  DcvV\  \  ccitiv^ws?^^^^ 


Jilt  the  Puritan;    Or, 

look  here,   I  ha  brought  thee  a  Circle  ready  charafiered 
and  all. 

Cap.  'Sfoot,  George^  art  in  thy  right  Wits,  doft  know 
what  thou  fay  ft?  why  doft  talk  to  a  Captain  a  conjuring? 
didft  ihou  ever  hear  of  a  Captain  conjure  in  thy  Ljfe? 
doft  cairt  a  Circle?  'tis  too  wide  a  thing,  methinks; 
had  it  been  a  leffer  Circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have 
don^. 

Pje.  Why  every  Fool  knows  that,  Captain;  nay  dicn 
I'll  not  cog  with  you.  Captain,  if  you'll  fiay  and  haog  the 
next  Setlions  you  may. 

Capt.  No,  by  my  Faith,  George^  come,  comcy  let's  to 
conjuring, 

Pye.  But  if  you  loc^  to  be  releafed,  as  my  Wits  b^^took 
pain  to  work  it,  and  all  means  wrought  to  iarther  it,  befides  ! 
to  put  Crowns  in  your  Purfe,  to  make  you  a  Man  of  bftttcr  \ 
hopes,  and  whereas  before  you  were  a  Captain  or  poor  Sol-  | 
dier,  to  make  you  now  a  Commander  of  rich  Fooh^  whieh 
is  truly  the  only  beft  purchace  Peac^  can  allow  you,  fafer 
than  High-ways,  Heath,  or  Cony-groves^  and  yet  a  fir  bet- 
•  ter  Booty;  for  your  greateft  Thieves  are  never  hang'i],  ne- 
ver hang'd  j  for  why  ?  they  Ve  wife,  and  cheat  within  Doors; 
and  wc  geld  Fools  of  more  Mony  in  one  Night,  than  your  : 
falfe-taird  Gelding  will  purchMe  in  a  Twelve-Months  run-  ' 
ning,  which  confirms  the  old  Beldams  faying,  He*s  wifefii  ; 
that  keeps  himfelf  warmeft,  that  is,  he  that  robs  by  a  good  : 
Fire. 

Capt.  Well  opened  i*faitb,  Georg^y  thou  haft  pulfd  thit  .- 
(aying  out  of  the  Husk.  \ 

Pje.  Captain  luUj  'tis  no  time  now  to  delude  or  ddaVf  \ 
the  old  Knight  will  be  here  fuddenly,  TU  perfeA  you,  fli-  \ 
reft  you,  tell  you  the  trick  on't:  'tis  nothing. 

Capt.  'Sfoor,  George,   I  know  not  what  to  fay  to*t,  CCW- 
jure?  I  fliall  be  hang'd  e'er  I  conjure.  | 

Pjc.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that.  Captain,  you'll  ne'er  con-  j 
jure  after  you're  hang'J,  I  warrant  you;  look  you,  Sir^a 
parlous  Matter,  furc,  firft  to  fpread  your  Circle  upon  Ae 
Ground,  then  with  a  little  conjuring  Ceremony,  as  Til  have 
an  Hackney-man's  Wand  filvcr'd  o'er  a  purpofc  for  yoUil 
then  Arriving  in  the  Circle,  with  a  huge  Word^  and  a  great 
Trjmpky  as  for  inftanc^  Vv^iNt  nou  t\^\u  feta  a  ftalkip&j 
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flaiDping  Player,  that  will  raife  a  tempeft  with  his  Tongue» 
and  Thunder  with  his  Heels  ? 

Capt.  O  yes,  yes,  yes;  often,  often. 

Tje.  Why  be  like  fuch  a  one?  for  any  thing  will  blear 
the  old  Knight's  Eyes;  for  you  muft  note,  that  He'll  neVr 
dare  to  venture  into  the  Room«  only  perhaps  peep  fear- 
fully through  the  Key-hole,  to  fee  how  the  Pity  goes  for- 
ward. 

Capu  Well*  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  wilU  but  mark  the 
end  oti%  I  /hall  but  fliame  my  ielf  i*faith,  George^  fpeak 
big  words,  and  ftamp  and  ftare,  and  he  look  in  at  Key-hole» 
why  the  very  thought  of  that  would  make  me  laugh  out- 
right, and  fpoil  all;  nay  Til  tell  thee*  George^  when  I  ap- 
prehead  a  thing  once,  I  am  of  fuch  a  laxative  Laughter, 
that  if  the  Devil  himfelf  flood  by,  I  (hould  laugh  in  his 
Face. 

Pje.  Puh,  thit's  but  the  babe  of  a  Man,  and  may  eafily 
be  hu(h'd,  as  to  think  upon  fome  difafter*  fome  fad  Misfor- 
tunet  as  the  Death  of  thy  Father  i'th'  Country. 

Ccp/.  'Sfoot,  that  would  be  the  more  to  drive  me  into 
fuch  an  ecftafie,  that  I  (hould  ne*er  lin  hughing  elfe. 

Pje.  Why  then  think  upon  going  to  hanging. 

Qipt.  Mafs  that's  well  remembered,  now  I'll  do  well,  I 
warrant  thee,  ne'er  fear  me  now;  but  how  (hall  I  do,  George^ 
for  boifterous  Words,  and  horrible  Names  ? 

Pje.  Puh,  any  fuftian  Invocations,  Captain,  will  ferve  as 
well  as  the  beft,  to  you  rant  them  out  well,  or  you  may  go 
to  a  Pothecary's  Shop,  and  take  all  the  words  from  the 
Boxes. 

C^u  Troth,  and  you  fay  true,  George^  there's  flrange 
words  enow  to  raife  a  hundred  Quack-falvers,  though  they 
be  ne'er  fo  poor  when  they  begin?  but  here  lyes  the  fear 
onV,  how  if  in  this  falfe  Conjuration,  a  true  Devil  ftiould 
pop  up  indeed. 

Pje.  A  true  Devil,  Captain?  why  there  was  ne'er  fuch  a 
one,  nay  faith  he  that  has  this  place,  is  as  falfe  a  Knave  as 
our  lafl;  Church-warden. 

Capt.  Then  he's  falfe  enough  a  Confcicnce  i'faith 
•  George. 


TVfi 
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The  Crj  at  Marlhalfea*    Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Mr.  Edmood, 

and  Nicholas. 
Crj  Prifiners.  Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way,  fend  your 
relief: 

Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way,-= — Good,  Sir  Godfrcji 
Pj€.  He's  come,  he*s  come. 

Nich.  Mdfter,  that's  my  Kinfman  yonder  in  the  Buff- 
Jerkin Kinfman,  that's  my  Mafter  yonder  i'th  Taffaty 

Hat— —pray  falute  him  intirely* 

[The J  falute ;  and  Py e-boord  faint es  Mafier  Edmond 
Sir  God.  Now  my  Friend. 
Pye.  May  I  partake  your  Name,  Sir  ? 
Edm.  My  Name  is  Mafter  Edmond. 

Pje.  Mtifter  Edmondj are  you  not  a  Weljhman^  Sir? 

Edm.  A  Weljhmani  why? 

P)e.  Becaufe  Mafter  is  your  Chriften  Namc^  andfi/- 
mond  your  Sir-name, 

Ednt.  O  no :  I  have  more  names  at  home,   Mafter  -£/• 
mond  Plus  is  my  full  Name  at  length. 
Pje.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir  ?  \JVhifftriMi% 

Capt.  I  underftand  that  you  are  my  Kinfman's  good  Ma- 
fter^  and  in  regard  of  that,  the  beft  of  my  Skill  is  at  your 
Service ;  but  had  you  fortun*d  a  meer  Stranger,  and  made 
no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance,  I  ftiould  have  utterly  de- 
nied to  have  been  the  Man  ;  both  by  reafbn  of  the  Aft 
of  Parliament  againft  Conjurers  and  Witches,  as  alfo^  b^ 
caufe  I  would  not  have  my  Art  vulgar,  trite,  and  com- 
mon. 

Sir  God.  I  much  commend  your  care  there,  good  Cap- 
tain Conjurer,  and  that  I  will  be  fure  to  have  it  private 
enough,  you  ftiall  do't  in  my  jSifter's  Houfe,— -mine  own 
Houfe  r  may  call  \U  for  both  our  charges  therein  are  p(Q- 
portioned. 

Capt.  Very  good.  Sir, — what  may  I  call  your  lofs,  Sir? 
Sir  God.  6  you  may  call't  a  great  Lofs,  a  grievous  Lofe 
Sir,  as  gwjtily  a  Chain  of  Gold,  though  I  fay  it,  that  wore 
it;  how  fay 'ft  thon,  Nicholas? 

Nich.  O  'twas  as  delicious  a  Chain  of  Gold,  Kinfinaniyon 
know 

S/'rGod.  You^knaw,  did  you  know't.  Captain? 

Off* 
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Capt.  Truft  a  Fool  with  fecrcts? -Sir,  he  may  fay  I 

mow ;  his  meaning  is,  becaufe  my  Art  is  fuch,  that  by  it  I 
nay  gather  a  knowledge  of  all  Tilings- 

Sir  God.  Ay,  very  true. 

C^t,  A  pox  of  all  Fools—— the  excufc  ftuck  upon  my 
Tongue  like  Ship-pitch  upon  a  Mariner'^  Gown,  not  to  come 

oft  in  hafte ber*Iady,  Knight,  to  lofe  fuch  a  fair  Chain 

of  Gold,  were  a  foul  Lofs;  Well,  I  can  put  you  in  this  good 
comfort  on'r,  if  it  be  between  Heav'n  and  Earth,  Knight, 
ril  ha't  for  you. 

Sir  God.  A  wonderful  Conjurer,——  O  I,  'tis  between 
Heav*n  and  Earth,  I  warrant  you,  it  cannot  go  out  of  the 
Realm, 1  know  'tis  fomewhere  about  the  Earth. 

Oipu  Ay,  nigher  the  Earth  than  thou  wot'ft  on. 

Sir  God.  For  farft,  my  Chain  was  rich,  and  no  rich  thing 
fliall  enter  into  Heav'n,  you  know. 

Nich.  And  as  for  the  Devil,  Matter,  he  has  no  need  on't, 
for  you  know  he  has  a  great  Chain  of  his  own. 

Sir  God.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Nicholas,  but  he  has  put  off 
that  now,  that  lyes  by  him. 

Qift.  Faith,  Knight,  in  few  words,  I  prefume  fo  much 
upon  the  Power  of  my  Art,  that  I  could  warrant  your  Chain 
again. 

Sir  God.  O  dainty  Captain ! 

Gfi.  Marry,  it  will  coft  me  much  fvreat,  I  were  better 
go  to  fixteen  Hot-houfes. 

Sir  God.  Ay,  good  Man,  I  warrant  thee. 

Capt.  Befide  great  Vexation  of  Kidney  and  Liver. 

Nioh.  O,  'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  Coufin,  becaufe 
you  have  not  been  us'd  to'r. 

Sir  God.  No  2  have  you  not  been  us'd  to'r.  Captain? 

C^t.  Plague  of  all  Fools  ftillj— indeed,  Knighr,  I  have 
not  us'd  it  a  good  while,  and  therefore  '/will  firain  me  fo 
much  the  more,  you  know. 

SrGod.  O  it  wir,  it  will. 

Cy/.^What  plunges  he  puts  me  to?  Were  not  this  Knight 
a  Fool,  I  had  been  twice  fpoil'd  now;  that  Captain's  worfe 
than  accurft  that  has  an  Afs  to  his  Kinfman,  'sfoor,  I  fear 

he  will  drivel't  out  before  I  cometo*t. Now,  Sir,— 

to  come  to  the  point  indeed, }ou  fee  I  flick  here  ia 

the  jaw  of  the  Marjbalfea,  and  cannot  do*t% 
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Sir  Cod.  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning,  thou  wouldfl 

fay  thou'rt  a  Prifoner,  I  tell  thee  thou'rt  none. 

Capt.  How,  none?  why  is  not  this  the  Marjhalfeai 
Sir  God.  Will't  hear  mcfpeak?  I  heard  of  thy  rare  Cod- 

juring: 

My  Chain  was  loft,  I  fweat  for  thy  Releafe^ 

As  thou  flialt  do  the  like  at  home  for  me : 

Keeper. 

Enter  Keeper, 

Keep.  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Speak,  is  not  this  Man  free? 

Keep.  Yes,  at  his  Pleafurf,  Sir,  the  Fees  difcharg'd. 

Sir  God.  Gp^  go,  rU  difcharge  them,  I. 

Keep.  I  than^.your  Worftiip.  [Exit  Keejftr. 

Capt.  Now,  truft  me,  you're  a  dear  Knight;  kindnefs  un« 
cxpefted !  O  there's  nothing  to  a  free  Gentleman,^ 
I  will  conjure  for  you.  Sin  'till  Froth  come  through  017 
BufF-Jerkin. 

Sir  God-  Nay,  then  thou  fhalt  not  pafs  with  fo  little  a 
Bounty,  for  at  the  firft  fight  of  my  Chain  again,— ——forty 
five  Angels  (hall  appear  unto  thee. 

Capt.  'Twill  be  a  glorious  (how,  i'faith,  Knight>  a  very 
fine  (how;  but  are  allthefe  of  yourownHoufe?  areyoufure 
of  that.  Sir? 

Sir  God.  Ay,  ay ;  no,  no ;  what's  he  yonder  talking  with 
my  wild  Nephew,  pray  Heav'n  he  give  him  good  CounfcL 

Capt.  Who,  he  ?  he's  a  rare  Friend  of  mine,  an  admirable 
Fellow,  Knight,  the  fineft  Fortune-teller^ 

StrGod.  O!  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my  Lady  Si- 
fter, aqd  foretold  the  lofs  of  my  Chain;  I  am  not  angty 
with  him  now,  for  I  fee  'twas  my  Fortune  to  lofc  it:  Bf 
your  leave,  Mr.  Fortune-teller,  I  had  a  glimpfe  of  youtt 
home,  at  my  Sifter's  the  Widow's,  there  you  prophefied  of 

the  lofs  of  a  Chain : fimply,  though  I  ftand  here,  I  wai 

he  that  loft  it. 

Pje.  Was  it  you,  Sir  ? 

Edw.  A  my  troth,  Nunde,  he's  the  rareft  Fellow,  has 
told  me  my  Fortune  To  right;  I  find  it  fo  right  to  my  D4: 
ture. 

Sir  God.  What  is't  ?  God  fend  it  a  good  one* 

EJ0. 
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Edm.  Of  'tis  a  paffing  good  one,  Nuncle;  for  he  fays  I 
lall  prove  fuch  an  excellent  Gamefter  in  my  time,  that  I 
hall  fpend  all  fader  than  my  Father  got  it. 

Sir  God.  There's  a  Fortune  indeed. 

Edm.  Nay,  it  hits  my  humor  fo  pat. 

Sir  Cod.  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  on't;  will  the  Curfe 
>fthe  Beggar  prevail  fo  much,  that  the  Son  (hall  confume 
:hac  fooliihly,  which  the  Father  got  craftily;  ay,  ay,  ay; 
twill,  'twill,  *twill. 

Pjt.  Stay,  ftay,  ftay. 

[Pye^boord  with  an  Almanack^  and  the  Captain. 

Caft.  Turn  over,  Gtorgo. 

^J^f  J^*^^»  J^lyi  here,  Julj/j  that's  the  Month,  Sunday 
thirteen,  Yefterday  fourteen,  to  Day  fifteen. 

Capt.  Lock  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  Day, if  within 

the  compafs  of  thefe  two  Days  there  would  be  fome  boifte- 
rous  Storm  or  other,  it  would  be  the  beft,  I'd  defer  him 
off  'till  then;  fome  Tempeft,  and  it  be  thy  will. 

Pje.  Here's  the  fifteenth  Day, hot  and  fair. 

Capt.  Puh,  would  t'ad  been,  hot  and  foul. 

Pjo.  The  fixteenth  Day,  that's  to  morrow;  the  Morning 
for  the  moft  part,  fair  and  pleafant* 

Cft.  No  luck. 

a''  r.  But  about  high- noon.  Lightning  and  Thunder. 
pt.  Lightning  and  Thunder?  admirable!    beft  of  all ! 
rU  conjure  to  morrow  juft  at  high-noon,  George. 

Pje.  Happen  but  true  to  morrow.  Almanack,  and  I'll  give 
thee  leave  to  lye  all  the  Year  after. 

Capt.  Sir,  I  muft  crave  your  Patience,  to  beftow  this 

Day  upon  me,  that  I  may  furnifli  my  (elf  ftrongly, 1 

fent  a  Spirit  into  Lancajhire  t'other  Day,  to  fetch  back  a 

Knave-Drover,  and  I  look  for  his  return  this  Evening to 

ajorrow  Morning,  my  Friend  here  and  I  will  come  and 
breakfaft  with  you. 

Sir  God.  O,  you  (hall  be  moft  welcome. 

Capt.  And  about  noon,  without  fail,  I  purpofe  to  conjure. 

Sir  God.  Mid-noon  will  be  a  fit  time  for  you, 

Edm.  Conjuring?  do  you  mean  to  conjure  at  our  Houfe 
to  morrow.  Sir  ?  .   . 

Capt.  Marry  do  I,  Sir ;  'tis  my  intent,  young  Gentleman. 
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Edm.  By  my  troth,  I'll  love  you  while  I  live  fort:  0 
rare!  Nicholas^  we  (hall  have  Conjuring  tomorrow. 

Kich.  Puh  I,  I  could  hatold  vou  of  that. 

Qipt.  Law,  he  could  ha  told  him  of  that,  FooI#  C(yx« 
comb,  could  ye? 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me.  Sir,  I  deiire  more  acquaintance 
on  you,  you  (hall  earn  fome  Mony  of  me,  now  I  kflowyoo 
can  Conjure;  but  can  you  fetch  any  that  is  loft? 

Capt.  Oh,  any  thing  that's  loft. 

Edm.  Why  look  you,  Sir,  I  tell't  you  as  a  Friend  and  a 
Conjurer}  I  (hould  marry  a  Pothecary's  Daughter,  and  'twas 
told  me,  (he  loft  her  Maiden-head  at  Stony  Strut  ford :  Now 
if  you'll  do  but  fo  much  as  Conjure  for'r,  and  make  all 
whole  again—* 

Copt.  That  I  will.  Sir. 

Edm.  By  my.  troth  I  thank  you,  \u 

Capt.  A  little  merry  with  your  Sifter's  Son,  Sir^ 

Sir  God.  Oh,  a  fioiple  young  Man,  very  fimple;  come 
Captain,  and  you,  Sir;  we'll  e'en  part  with  a  Gallon  of 
Wine  *rill  to  morrow  Break-faft. 

Tip.  Capt.  Troth,  agreed,  Sir# 

Nich.  Kinfman——— Scholar. 

Pye.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  Knave*  worth  a  hundred 
Brownifts. 

Nich.  Am  I  indeed,  la ;  I  thank  you  heartily,  la.  \Ext* 


ACT    IV. 

Enter  Moll,  and  Sir  John  Penny-Dub. 

Bub.  T>  U  T  I  hope  you  will  not  ferve  a  Knight  fo.  Gen* 
J3  tlewoman,  will  you  \  to  caiheer  him,  and  caft 
him  off  at  your  Pleafurc;  what  do  you  think  I  was  dabb'd 
for  nothing,  no  by  my  Faith,  Lady's  Daughter. 

Atoll.  Przy  Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  let  it  be  dcfer'd  a-wWlfii 
I  have  a  Heart  to  marry  as  you  can  have ;  but  as  the  For* 
tune-teller  told  me. 

Dub.  Pax  o'th'  Fortune-teller,  would  Derrick  had  been 

A/s  FortunQ  fcven  Yeav  ago,  lo  ctofem^Lav^thus;  did  be 

Nam 
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6W  what  cafe  I  was  in  ?  why  this  is  able  to  make  a  Man 
own  himfelf  in's  Father's  Fiih-Pond. 
M0IL   And  then  he  told  me  moreover,  Sir  yohff,  that 
le  Breach  of  it  kept  my  Father  in  Purgatory. 
Dutm  In  Purgatory  ?   why  let  him  purge  out  his  Heart 
iere»  what  have  we  to  do  with  that  ?  there's  Phyficians 
iow  there  to  caft  his  Water»  is  that  any  Matter  to  us  ? 
>w  can  he  hinder  our  Love  i  why  let  him  be  hang'd  now 
fs  dead?  ~-  Well,  have  I  rid  Poft  Day  and  Night,   to 
A)g  you  merry  News  of  my  Father's  Death*  and  now  — — 
Moll.  Thy  Father's  Death  ?  is  the  old  Farmer  dead  ? 
Z>#^.  As  dead  as  his  Barn-Door,  AfolL 
Moll.  And  you'll  keep  your  Word  with  me  now.  Sir 
'ohn^  that  I  ihall  have  my  Coach  and  my  Coachman ,? 
Dut.  Ay  faith. 

Mill.  And  two  white  Horfes  with  black  Feathers  to 
'aw  it  ? 
Dnb.  Too. 

M0IL  A  guarded  Lackey  to  run  beforV,  and  py*d  Li- 
mes to  come  trafhing  after't. 
Lut.  Thou  fhalr,  Moll. 

Moll.  And  to  let  me  have  Mony  in  my  Purfe  to  go 
hither  I  will. 
Dub.  All  this. 

Moll.  Then  come,  whatfoe'er  comes  on'r,  we'll  be  made 
tt  together  before  the  Maids  o'th'  Kitchen.  {Exit. 

Enter  WidffWi  Frances  Md  Frailty. 
H5^.  How  now  {  whereas  my  Brother  Sir  Godfrey  ?  went 
5  forth  this  Morning  ? 

Prdil.  O  no  Madam,  he's  above  at  Brcakfaft,  with  Sir 
.evcrcnce  a  Conjurer. 

Jfid.  A  Conjurer  ?  what  manner  of  Fellow  is  he  ? 
Frail.    Oh,    a  wondrous  rare   Fellow,  Miftrefs,   very 
rongly  made  upward,  for  he  goes  in  a  Buff- Jerkin ;  he 
y%  he  will  fetch  Sir  Godfrefs  Chain  again^  if  it  hang  be« 
ireen  Heaven  and  Earth. 

Wid.  What  f  he  will  not  ?  then  he's  an  exlent  Fellow  I 
arrant ;  how  happy  were  that  Woman  to  be  bleft  with 
ch  a  Husbandj  a  Man  cunning  ?  how  do's  he  look,  FraiU 
f  very   fwartly   I  warrant,   with  black  B^^td^  fosv^!ox. 
hecks,  and  fmozky  £ye-brows«  ,^^ 
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FrdiU  Foh  ■  he's  neither  fmoak-dryed,  nor  fcorcbtj 

nor  black,  nor  nothing,  I  ttll  you,  Madan:,  he  loobai 
fair  to  fee  to  as  one  of  us ;  I  do  think,  but  if  you  fawhio 
once,'  you'd  take  him  to  be  a  Chriftian* 

FrM.  So  fair,  and  yet  fo  cunning,  that's  to  be  woodred 
at.  Mother. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  and  Sir  Andrew  TipftaiFe. 

AiHck.  Blefs  you,  fweec  Lady. 

Tip.  And  you,  fair  Miftrefs.  [Exit  Foilty. 

Wid.  Coades,  what  do  you  meani  Gentlesieo  3  Fie,  did 
I  not  give  you  your  Anfwers  ? 

Muck*  Sweet  Lady  ? 

Wid.  Well,  I  will  not  flick  with  you  for  a  Kifsj 
Daughter,  kifs  the  Gentleman  for  once. 

Fran.  Yes  Forfooth. 

Tip.  Vm  proud  of  fuch  a  Favour. 

Wid.  Truly  la.  Sir  Oliver^  you're  much  too  blame  to  coffit 
again  when  you  know  my  Mind  fowell  delivered  i^-^— asa 
Widow  could  deliver  a  thing. 

Muck.  But  I  exped  a  farther  Comfort,  Lady. 

Wid.  Why  la  you  now,  did  I  not  defire  you  to  put  off  '\ 
your  Suit  quite  and  clean  when  you  came  to  me  again  \  1 
how  fay  you  ?  did  I  not  ? 

Mfick^  But  the  fincere  Love  which  my  Heart  bean  to 
you  ■' 

Wid.  Go  to,  ru  cut  you  oflF:  and  Sir  Oliver  to  put  yoo 
in  Comfort,  afar  off,  my  Fortune  is  read  me,  I  miift  inarry 
again. 

Muck*  O  Weft  Fortune  ! 

Wid.  But  not  as  long  as  I  can  chufe^  nay,  FU  hold  ouc 
welL 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O  Madam,  Madam. 

Wid.  How  now  ?  what's  the  hafteS  [Im  btr  Eif* 

Tip.  Faith,  Miftrefs  Frances,  I'll  maintsiin  you  ^idlautlys 
ril  bring  you  to  Couit,  wean  you  aikiong  the  faij  Society 
of  Ladies  poor  Kinfwomen  of  mine  in  Cloth  of  Silver,  bc- 
fide  you  (hall  have  your  Monkey,  your  Pdrrot^  ywr  Mttl* 
kat,  and  your  Pifs,  Pifs,  Pifs. 
Fra».  It  will  do  very  wclJ^ 
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U^d.  What,  do's  he  mean  to  Conjure  here  then  ?  how 
all  I  do  to  be  rid  of  thefe  Knights,  ■  pleafe  you, 

entlemen,  to  walk  a  while  i'th'  Garden,  to  gather  a  Pink, 
a  Gilly-flower. 

Both,  With  all  our  Hearts,  Lady,  and  count  us  fa- 
)ur*d.  [Exeunt. 

Sir  God.  within.']  Step  in,  Nicholas^  look,  is  the  Coaft 
ear/ 

Nicb.  Oh,  as  clear  as  a  Carter's  Eye,  Sir. 
Sir  God.  Then  enter  Captain  Conjurer ;  >■    ^  now  ^-^^ 
)w  like  you  our  Room,  Sir  ? 
Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Captain^  Pye-boord,  Edmonds 

dnd  Nicholas. 
Cap.  O  wonderful  convenient. 

Edm.  I  can  tell  you.  Captain,  fiiDply  though  it  tiei 
s-e,  'tis  the  faiteft  Room  in  my  Mother's  Houfe,  as  dain« 
•  a  room  to  Conjure  in,  methinks,  ■  why  you  may 

d,  I  cannot  tell  how  many  Devils  welcome  in't ;  iny  Fa* 
er  has  had  twenty  in't  at  once  t 
Pje.  What,  Devils? 

Edm.  Devils,  no  Deputies^  and  the  wealthieft  M*eo  he 
ittld  get. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  put  by  your  Chats  now,  fall  to  youi:  Bu- 
lefs  roundly,  the  Fefcue  of  the  Dial  is  upofi  the  Chrif- 
3fs  of  Noon  ;  but  oh,  hear  me.  Captain^  a  qualm  comes 
sr  my  Stomach. 

Cap.  Why,  what's  the  Matter,  Sir  ? 
Sir  God.   Oh,  how  if  the  Devil  fhould  prove  a  Knave 
d  tear  the  Hangings. 
Cap.  Fuh,  I  warrant  you.  Sir  Godfrey. 
Edm.  ^y,  Nunkl?,  or  fpit  Fire  upo'th*  Sealing. 
Sir  God.  Very  true  too,  for  'tis  but  thin  Plaillered,  and 
irill  quickly  take  hold  a*  the  Laths ;    and  if  he  chance 
fpit  downward  too,  he  will  burn  all  the  Boards. 
Cap.  My  Life  for  yours.  Sir  Godfrey. 
Sir  God.  My  Sifter  is  very  curious  and  dainty  o*^  this 
obm,  I  can  tell  you,  and  therefore  if  he  muft  needs  fpit^ 
pray  defire  him  to  fpit  i*th'  Chimney. 
Pje.  Why,  affureyou,  Sir  Godfrey^  he  /hall  not  be  brought 
>  with  fo  little  Manners,    to    fpit  ^t\df^vw\  ix\w   ^<:io\4 
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Sir  God.  Whjr  I  thank  you,  good  Captain^  pray  h 
.  care  I,  — —  fall  to  your  Circle,  we'll  not  trouble  ] 
warrant  you,  come,  we'll  into  the  next  room,  and  be 
we'll  be  fure  to  keep  him  out  there,  we'll  bar  up  the  ', 
with  fome  of  the  Godlies  Zealous  Works. 
.  Edm.  That  will  be  a  fine  Device,  Nuncle ;  and  be 
the  ground  (hall  be  as  holy  as  the  Dcor»  I'll  tear  ti 
three  Rofaries  in  pieces^  and  ftrew  the  Pieces  aboui 
Chamber ;  Oh  i  the  Devil  already.       [Rufts  in.  Thm 

Pjf.  'Sfoot,  Captain,  fpeak  fome  what  for  Ihame ;  it! 
tens  and  Thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin,  why  when  i 

Capi    Pray  Peace,  George^  ■  thou'lt  make 

laugh  anon,  and  fpoil  all. 

Pje.  Ob,  now  it  begins  again;  now,  now,  now!  Capi 

Qf^p.   Rhnmbos^ragdajon^  pur»   pur,    colucundrion^   I 
Polis. 

Sir  God.  through  the  Key-hole^  within*']  Oh  admirable  ( 
jurer  !  has  fetcht  Thunder  already. 

Pye.  Hark,  hark,  again  Captain* 

Cap.  BcnjaminOf  gafpoiS'kfj'goJgothoteron*Hmbrois. 

Sir  God.  Oh,  I  would  the  Devil  would  come  away  qui 
ly,  he  has  no  Confcience  to  put  a  Man  to  fuch  Pain. 

Pji.  Again. 

Cap.  Flowfie  kak^opumpoS'dragone^UloomenoS'hodge podge 

Pje.  Well  faid.  Captain. 

Sir  God.  So  long  a  coming  ?  O  would  I  had  ne'er  I 
gun't  now,  for  I  fear  me  thefe  roaring  Tempefts  will  i 
ftroy  all  the  Fruits  of  the  Earth,  and  tread  upon  my  C 
*  oh,  i'th'  Country. 

Cap.  Cog  do  gogy  hobgoblin^  hnncks^  homjlvw^  hoc^fi) 
coome  parkt 

Wid.  O  Brother,  Brother,  what  a  Tcmpeft's  i'th*  Gardi 
fure  there's  fome  Conjuration  abroad. 

Sir  God.  'Tis  at  home.  Sifter. 

Pyo.  By  and  by  Fll  ftcp  in.  Captain. 

Cap.  NHnck^Nunck^Rip^Gafcoines,  Ip$%  Drif-Drofite. 

Sir  God.  He  drips  and  drops«  poor  Man  ;  alas^  alas. 

Pje.  Now,  I  come. 

Cap.  O  Sulphure  Sootface. 

Pje.  Arch-Conjurf  r^  what  would'ft  thou  with  me?  j 

^ 
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Sir  God.    O,  the  Devil,   Sifter,  i'th*  Dining-lChamber  ; 

ig»  Sifter,  I  warrant  yoa  that  wUl  keep  him  out ;  qaick* 

I  quickly.  iG^cf  in. 

Pye.  So,  fo*  fo ;  I'll  releafe  thee ;  enough  Captain,  e- 

ugh ;  allow  us  fome  time  p  laugh  a  little,  they're  ibud- 

ring  and  (haking  by  t^is  time,  as  if  an  Earthquake  werje 

their  Kidneys. 

Of.  Sirrah  George^  how  was't,    how  was't !  did  I  do't 

;11  enough  {• 

Fje.  Woult  believe  me,  Captain,  better  thaQ  any  Con- 

rer^  for  here  was  no  harm  in  this ;  and  yet  their  horri- 

i  expedation  fatisfied  well,  you  were  ipiuch  beholding  to 

liunder  and  Lightning  at  this  time,  it  grac'd  you  well* 

can  tell  you. 

Cap.  I   muft  needs  fay  (6^  G^prgcy  Sirrah  if  we  could  ha' 

nvey^d  hither  jcleaoly  ^  Cracker,  or  i  Fire-whee),  t?a4 

en  idmirgble. 

Tjt.  Blurt,  blurti  there's  nothing  remaitts  jo  put  tjhee  to 

in  now.  Captain. 

Cof.  Pain  ?   I  proteft,  Georgty  my  Heels  are  forcr  than 

i^hifon  Mofris-dancer's. 

V^e.   Alfs  paft  now,  ■  only  to  reveal  that  the 

Iain's  i'th'  Garden,  where,  thou  know'ft,  it  has  lain  thf Ic; 

o  Days. 

(Uf.   But  I  fear,  that  Fox  Nicholas  has  ^eveaFd  it ,  al- 

idy. 

fje.  Fear  not.  Captain,  you  muft  put  to  it  th*  venture 

w :  Nay  f  tis  time,  call  upon  'em,  take  pity  on  'em,  for  I 

lieve  fome  of  *em  are  in  9  pitiful  Cafe  by  this  time. 

Cap,  Sir  Godfrey^    Nicholas,    Kinfman,  ■  ^*\{Qpt 

cy*re  faft  at  it  ftjill ;  Georgt^  Sir  Godfrey  ?   '  ' 

Sir  God.  Oh,  is  that  the  Devil's  Voice  ?  how  fomcs  ^J5 

bow  my  Name? 

C^.  Fear  not.  Sir  Godfrey^  all's  quieted. 

Sir  God.  What,  is  he  laid  ? 

Cff.  Laid  j;  and  has  newly  dropt 

mr  Chain  i'th*  Garden. 

ftr  God.  Fth  Garden  I  in  our  Garden  f 

Cie/.  Your  Garden. 

^^fGod.  O  fweet  Conjurer!  whereabouts  thttt ^ 

^ap.  Look  well  about  a  Bank  of  R.oretnaty« 
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Sir  God.  Si(ler>  the  Rofemary-bank»  come»  come ;  there's 
my  Chain,  he  fays. 

ff^td.  Oh,  happinefs !  run,  run.  \Sufpofeth  to  go, 

Edm.  Captain  Conjurer  ?  [£diD.  at  keyhoU. 

Cap.  Who  ?  M after  Edmond  ? 

J^dm.  Ay,  M  after  Edmond ;  may  I, comic  in  fafely  with- 
out Danger,  think  you  f 

Cap.  Puh,  long  ago,  it  is  all  as  'twas  at  firft  ; 
Fear  nothing,  pray  come  near,  -  how  now,  Man? 

Edm.  Oh !  this  Room's  mightily  hot  i'faith ;  'slid,  say 
ihirt  fticks  to  my  Belly  already ;  what  a  fteam  the  Rogue 
has  left  behind  him  f  Foh,  this  room  muft  be  air'd.  Gen- 
tlemen, it  fmells  horribly  of  Brimftone,  ■  let's  open 
fhe  Windows. 

Pje.  Faith,  Matter  Edmond^  'tis  but  your  Conceit* 

Edm.  I  would  you  could  make  me  believe  that,  i'faitlii 
who  do  you  think  I  cannot  fmell  his  Savour,  from  another; 
yet  I  take  it  kindly  from  you,  becaufe  you  would  not  put 
me  in  a  Fear,  i'faith  ;  a  my  Troth  I  fliall  love  you  for  this 
the  longeft  Day  of  my  Life. 

Cap.  Puh,  *tis  nothing,  Sir,  love  me  when  you  fee 
more. 

Edm.  Mafs,  now  remember,  I'll  look  whether  he  has 
fihdged  the  Hangings,  or  no. 

Pjc.  Captain,  to  entertain  a  little  fport  till  they  cofDC ; 
make  him  believe,  you'll  charm  him  invisible,  he's  apt  to 
^dmire  any  thing,  you  fee,  let  me  alone  to  give  force 
to't. 

Cap.  Go,  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 

Edm.  I  proteft  you  are  a  rare, Fellow,  are  you  notf 

Cap.  O  Mafter  Edmond^  you  know  but  die  leaft  part  of 
me  yet ;  why  now  at  this  Inftant  I  could  flourifli  my  Wand 
thrice  o'er  your  Head,  and  charm  you  invifible. 

Edm.  What  you  could  not  }  make  rhc  walk  invifible 
Man  f  I  ftiould  laugh  at  that  i'faith;  troth  I'll  requite  your 
JCindnefs  ;  an  you'll  do't,  good  Captain  Conjurer. 

Cap.  Nay,  I  fhould  hardly  d^ny  you  fuch  a  fmall  kind- 
nefs,  Mafter  Edmond  Plus,  why,  look  you.  Sir,  'tis  no  more 
jjut  this,  and  thus  agcn,  and  now  y'are  invifible. 

pdnf.  Km  I  faith  /  who  \vould  think  it  I 

Of. 
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Cap.  You  fee  the  Fortune-teller  yonder  at  farther  end 
>*th'  chamber,  go  toward  him»  do  what  you  will  with  him, 
le  fhall  ne'er  find  you. 

Edm.  Say  you  fo,  PU  try  that  iYaith  — .  [JufiUi  him, 

Fje.  Hoe  now  Captain  ?  who's  that  juftled  me  f 

Cap.  Juftled  you  ?  I  faw  no  body. 

Edm.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ■  fay  'twas  a  Spiritp 

Cap.  Shall  I  /  »  may  be  fome  Spirit  that  haunt 

the  Circle. 

Pje^  O  my  Nofe,  agen,  pray  conjure  then,  Captain, 

iPfflls  him  bj  the  Nofe. 

Edm.  Troth  ^\%  is  exlent,  I  may  do  any  Knavery  now 
and  never  be  feen,  — —  and  no w  I  remember  me,  Sir  Godfrey 
my  Uncle  abused  me  t'other  day,  and  told  Tales  of  me  to 
my  Mother  ■  Troth  now  Fm  invifible,  1*11  hit  him 

a  round  whirrit  a'rh'ear,  when  he  comes  out  a'th'garden^  — f 
I  may  be  revcng'd  on  him  now  finely. 

Emer  Sir  Godfrey,  Jfidow^  Frances,  Nicholas 

v/ith  the  Chain. 

Sir  God.    I  have  my   Chain   again,  my  Chain^s  found 
again.  [Edmond  Jfrikjts  him. 

O  fweet  Captain,  O  admirable  Conjurer. 
O,  what  mean  you  by  that.  Nephew  ? 

Edm.  Nephew  !  I  hope  you  do  not  know  me.  Uncle  ? 

Wid.  Why  did  you  ftrike  your  Uncle,  Son  ? 

Edm.  Why,  Captain,  am  I  not  invifible  ? 

Cap.  A  good  } eft,  George^ not  now  you  are  not,  Sir, 

Why  did  not  you  fee  me,  when  I  did  uncharm  you  % 

Edm.  Not  I,  by  my  troth.  Captain  ; 
Then  pray  you  pardon  me,  Uncle, 
t  thought  rd  been  invifible  when  I  ftruck  you. 

Sir  God.  So,  you  would  do't  ?  go,  —  you're  a  foolifh  Boyi 
And  were  I  fiot  overcome  with  greater  Joy, 
I'd  make  you  tafte  Correftion. 

Edm.  Corrcftion,  pufti        ^      no,  neither  you  nor  my 
Member,  ftiall  think  to  whip  me  as  you  have  done. 

Sir  God.  Captain,  my  joy  is  fuch,  I  know  not  how  to 
thank  you,  let  me  embrace  you,  O  my  fweet  Chain,  glad« 
nefs  e'en  makes  me  giddy,  rare  Man  ;  'twas  juft  i*th'  Rofe- 
itiary-bank,  as  if  one  ihould  ha  laid  itthere^  —  O  c\>mvw^% 
cunning  I 

Hh4  W^^ 
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Sir  God.  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning,  thou  wouldll 

fay  thou'f t  a  Prifoner,  I  tell  thee  thou'rt  none* 

Capt.  How,  none?  why  is  not  this  the  Marjhalfeai 
Sir  God.  Will't  hear  mefpeak?  I  heard  of  thy  rare  Con^* 

juring: 

My  Chain  was  loft,  I  fweat  for  thy  Releafe^ 

As  thou  (halt  do  the  like  at  home  for  me : 

Keeper. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Speak,  is  not  this  Man  free  \ 

Keep.  Yes,  at  his  Pleafurr,  Sir,  the  Fees  difcbarg*d. 

Sijr<jod.  Gp^  go,  rU  difcharge  them,  I. 

Keep.  I  than^.your  Worfliip.  {Exit  Keeper. 

Capt.  Now,  truft  me,  you're  a  dear  Knight;  kindnefs  un* 
cxpcifted  I  O  there's  nothing  to  a  free  GentlcoQan,« 
I  Will  conjure  for  you,  Sir*  'till  Froth  come  through  my 
BufF-Jerkin. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  then  thou  fbalt  not  pafs  with  fo  little  a 
Bounty,  for  at  the  firft  fight  of  my  Chain  again,— —^forty 
five  Angels  ftiall  appear  unto  thee. 

Capt.  'Twill  be  a  glorious  (how,  i7aith.  Knight*  a  str^ 
fine  (how;  but  are  allthefe  of  yourownHoufe?  areyoufure 
of  that.  Sir? 

Sir  God.  Ay,  ay;  no,  no;  what's  he  yonder  talking  with 
my  wild  Nephew,  pray  Heav'n  he  give  him  good  CounfcL 

Capt.  Who,  he?  he's  a  rare  Friend  of  mine,  an  admirable 
Fellow,  Knight,  the  fineft  Fortune-teller* 

s}rGod.  O!  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my  Lady  Si' 
fter,  sit^d  foretold  the  lofs  of  my  Chain ;  I  am  not  angiy 
with  him  now,  for  I  fee  'twas  my  Fortune  to  lofe  it:  Bf 
yourfeave,  Mr.  Fortune-teller,  I  had  a  glim(>fe  of  you  it 
home,  at  my  Sifter's  the  Widow's,  there  you  prophefied  of 

the  lofs  of  a  Chain : fimply,  though  I  ftand  here,  I  wil 

he  that  loft  it. 

Pye.  Was  it  you,  Sir  ? 

Edm.  A  my  troth,  Nuncle,  he's  the  rarcft  Fellow,  has 
told  me  my  Fortune  fo  right;  I  find  it  fo  right  to  my  nt 
ture. 

Sir  God.  What  is't  ?  God  fend  it  a  good  one* 

EJm. 
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Edm.  Of  'tis  a  paffing  good  one,  Nunck;  for  he  fays  I 
all  prove  fuch  in  excellent  Gannefter  in  my  time,  that  I 
all  fpend  all  fader  than  my  Father  got  it. 
Sir  God*  There's  a  Fortune  indeed. 
Edm.  Nay,  it  hits  my  humor  fo  pat. 
Sir  God.  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  on't;   will  the  Curfe 
:  the  Beggar  prevail  fo  much,  that  the  Son  (hall  confume 
lat  foolilhly,  which  the  Father  got  craftily;  ay,  ay,  ay; 
xrill,  'twilh  *twill. 

Pje.  Stay,  ftay,  ftay. 

[Pye^boord  with  an  Almanack^  and  the  Captain. 

Gift.  Turn  over,  Ctorgo. 

^J^^  J^^»  J^ljfy  here,  Juljj  that's  the  Month,  Sunday 
lirteen,  Yefterday  fourteen,  to  Day  fifteen. 

Capt.  Look  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  Day, if  within 

le  compafs  of  thefe  two  Days  there  would  be  fome  boifte- 
3US  Storm  or  other,  it  would  be  the  beft,  I'd  defer  him 
ff  'till  then;  fome  Tempeft,  and  it  be  thy  will. 

Pje.  Here's  the  fifteenth  Day, hot  and  fair. 

Capt.  Puh,  would  t'ad  been,  hot  and  foal. 

Pjc.  The  fixteenth  Day,  that's  to  morrow;  the  Morning 
3r  the  moft  part,  fair  and  pleafant* 

C^t.  No  luck. 

Pji.  But  about  high- noon.  Lightning  and  Thunder. 

dapt.  Lightning  ahd  Thunder?  admirable  I    beft  of  all! 
'11  conjure  to  morrow  juft  at  high-noon,  George. 

Pje.  Happen  but  true  to  morrow.  Almanack,  and  I'll  give 
hee  leave  to  lye  all  the  Year  after. 

Capt.  Sir,  I  muft  crave  your  Patience,  to  beftow  this 

)ay  upon  me,  that  I  may  furnilh  my  (elf  ftrongly, 1 

snt  a  Spirit  into  Lancajhire  t'other  Day,  to  fetch  back  a 

Cnave-Drover,  and  I  look  for  his  return  this  Evening to 

Borrow  Morning,  my  Friend  here  and  I  will  come  and 
makfaft  with  you. 

Sir  God.  O,  you  (hall  be  moft  welcome. 

Capt.  And  about  noon,  without  fail,  I  purpofe  to  conjure. 

Sir  God.  Mid-noon  will  be  a  fit  time  for  you. 

Edm.  Conjuring?  do  you  mean  to  conjure  at  our  Houfe 
tomorrow.  Sir?  ,   .. 

Capt.  Marry  do  I,  Sir;  'tis  my  intent,  young Gentlemw. 
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Wid.  Awiy«  Villains)  bid  the  Maids  make  him  a  Cawdle 
frefently  to  lettle  his  Brain- — or  a  Poffet  of  Sack,  quicklyi 
quickly.  [Exeunt^  fHJhing  in  the  Qffs, 

Sher.  Sift  whatfoe*er  you  are,  I  do  more  than  admire 
you. 

Wid.  O  r,  if  you  knew  alL  Matter  Sherififi  as  you  (hall 
do,  you  would  fay  then,  that  here  were  two  of  the  rarcft 
Men  within  the  Walls  of  Chriftendom. 

Sher.  Two  of  'em,  O  wonderful :  OflScers,  I  difcharge 
you,  fct  him  free,  all's  in  tune. 

Sir  G0d.  Ay,  and  a  Banquet  ready  by  this  time,  Mafter 
Sheriff,  to  which  I  moft  cheerfully  invite  you,  and  your  late 
Prifoner  there  :  See  you  this  goodly  Chain,  Sir,  mum,  no 
more  Words,  'twas  loft  and  is  found  again ;  come,  my  in- 
eftimable  Bullies,  we'll  talk  of  your  Noble  Ads  in  fpariding 
Charnico>  and  inftead  of  a  Jefter,  well  ha  the  Ghoft  iU' 
white  Sheet  fit  at  upper  end  o'th*  Table. 

Sher.  Exlenr,  merry  Man,  i'faith,  [Exit. 

Fran.  Well,  feeing  I  am  enjoin'd  to  love,  and  marry, 
My  foolifli  Vow  thus  I  caflieer  to  Air 
Which  firft  begot  it,  now,  Love,  play  thy  part; 

The  Scholar  reads  his  Ledure  in  my  Heart,  [Exemt* 


Zi 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Enter  in  hafie  Mafier  Edmond  AfM  Frailty^    *> 

f^w.'TpHIS  is  the  Marriage-morning  for  my  Motberind  w 
A    my  Sifter.  J- 

FraiL  O  me,  Mafter  Edmonds  we  ftiall  have  rare  dcnngs. 
'  Edm.  Nay  go,  FraiUjt  run  to  the  Sexton»  you  know  nijf   c 
Mother  will  be  married  at  Saint  Antlingi^  hie  thee,  'tis  paft 
five,  bid  them  open  the  Church-door,  my  Sifter  is  almoft 
ready. 

Frail.  What  already,  Mafter  Edmond  f 

Edm.  Nay,  go  hie  thee,  firft  run  to  the  Sexton,  and  run 
to  the  Clerk,  and  then  run  to  Mafter  P#g«M»  the  Parfon,tn<l 
then  run  to  the  Milliner,  and  then  run  home  again. 
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IraiL  Here's  run,  run,  run- 

Edm.  But  hark,  JFr4i7/jr. 

FraiL  What,  more  yet? 

Edm.  Have  the  Maids  remembred  to  firew  the  way  to  the 
Church. 

Frail,  Fob,  an  hour  ago  I  help'd  *€in  my  felf. 

Edm.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then, 

FraiL  Away,  away,  away,  away  then.  [^Exit  Frailtyi 

Edm.  I  (hall  have  a  fimple  Father-in-law,  a  brave  Captain, 
able  to  beat  all  our  Street :  Captain  Idlcy  now  my  Lady  Mo- 
ther will  be  fitted  for  a  delicate  Kame,  my  Lady  Idle,  my 
Lady  IdUy  the  fineft  Name  that  can  be  for  a  Woman,  and 
then  the  Scholar,  Mafter  Pje-boord  for  my  SiHtt  Frances^  that 
will  be  Miftrefs  Frances  Pje-hordy  Miftrefs  Frances  Pje-hcard, 
they*]]  keep  a  good  Table, '  I  warrant  you  :  Now  al)  the 
Knights  Nofes  are  put  out  of  joint,  they  may  go  to  a  Bone* 
fetters  now. 

Enter  Captainy  and  Pye-boord. 

Harlf,  hark;  O  who  comes  here  with  two  Torches  before 'cm, 
my  fweet  Captain,  and  my  fine  Scholar?  O  how  bravely 
they  are  {hot  up  in  one  Nighr,  they  loolc  lilce  fine  Britains 
now  methinks,  here's  a  gallant  change  i'faith;  "(lid,  they 
have  hir'd  Men  and  all  by  the  Clock, 

Capt.  Matter  Edmonds  kind,  honeft,  dainty  Mafter  Ed^ 
mond, 

Edm.  Foh,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law,  a  rare  perfume 
i'faith. 

Pje.  What,  are  the  Brides  ftirring?  may  we  fteal  upon 'era^ 
think'ft  thou,  Mafter  Edmondi 

Edm.  Faw,  they're  e'en  upon  readinefs,  I  can  aflure  you  j 
for  they  were  at  their  Torch  e'en  now,  by  the  fame  token  \ 
tumbled  down  the  Stairs. 

Pje.  Alas,  poor  Mafter  Edmund. 

Enter  Muficians. 

Capt.  O,  the  Muficiafts !  I  prethee,  Mafter  Edmonds  caH 
'em  in,  and  liquor  'em  a  little. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law,  and  make 
each  of  them  as  drunk  as  9  gammon  Fidler.  ^Extum. 


"Enx^i 
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Enter  Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  and  Moll  ahve  Ucing  of  hn 

Cloathsn 

Duh.  Whcwh,  Miftrefs  Moll,  Miftrefs  McU. 

Moll.  Who's  there  ? 

Duh.  'Tisl. 

A/(^//.  Who,  Sir  John  Penny-Dut  ?  O  you're  an  early 
Cock  i'faith,  who  would  have  thought  you  to  be  fo  rare  a 
ftirrer  ? 

Df$b.  Prethee,  Moll^  let  me  come  up, 

MolU  No  by  my  Faith,  S'xtjohn,  rilkeep  you  down,  for 
you  Knights  are  very  dangerous,  if  once  you  get  above. 

Dnh.  ril  not  ftay  i'faith. 

MolL  I'faith  you  fliall  ftay;  for.  Sir  John,  you  muftnote 
the  nature  of  the  Climates :  Your  Northern  Wench  in  her 
own  Country  may  well  hold  but  'till  ihe  be  fifteen,  but  if 
ihe  touch  the  Sodth  once,  and  come  up  to  London,  here  the 
Chimes  go  prefently  after  twelve. 

Buy.  O  thouVt  a  mad  Wench,  il/^//,  but  I  prethee  make 
hafte,  for  the  Prieft  is  gone  before. 

Moll.  Do  you  follow  him,  I'll  not  be  long  after. 

[Extimt* 
Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  Sir  Andrew  Tipfta£F»  and  eU 

SkirmiAi  talking. 

Muck?  O  monftrous  unheard  of  Forgery! 

Ttp.  Knight*  I  never  heard  of  fuch  Villany  in  our  own 
Country,  in  my  Life. 

Mnck.  Why,  'tis  impoffible,  dare  you  maintain  your 
Words? 

Skjr.  Dare  we  ?  e'en  to  their  weaen  Pipes ;  we  know  all 
their  PlotSt  they  cannot  fquander  with  us,  they  have  knavifli'* 
)y  abusM  us,  made  only  Properties  on's  to  advance  their 
felves  upon  our  Shoulders,  but  they  (hall  rue  their  AlHife^ 
this  Morning  they  are  to  be  married. 

Muck^  'Tis  too  true,  yet  if  the  Widow  be  not  too  much 
befottcd  on  Slights  and  Forgeries,  jhq  Revelation  of  their 
Villanies  will  make  'em  loathfome,  and  to  that  end,  be  it 
in  private  to  you,  f  fent  late  laft  Nieht  to  an  Honourable 
Perfonage,  to  whom  I  am  much  indebted  in  kindnefs»  as 
he  is  to  mc,  and  therefore  prefume  upon  the  payment  of 
his  Tongntp  and  that  he  will  lay  out  good  words  for  me, 
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d  to  fpeak  Truth,  for  fuch  needful  OccaHoos,  I  only  pre- 

:ve  him  in  Bond»    and  fometimes  he  may  do  me  more 

kkI  here  in  the  City  by  a  free  Word  of  his  Mouth,  than 

he  had  paid  one  half  in  Hand,  and  took  Doomfday  for 

>then 

77/.  In  troth.  Sir,  without  foothing  be  it  fpoken,  you 

ve  publilh'd  much  Judgment  in  thefe  few  Wordf* 

Mucks  For  you  know,  what  fuch  a  Man  utters  will  be 

ought  effeftual,  and  to  weighty  purpofe,  and  therefore . 

to  his  Mouth  we'll  put  the  approved  Theme  of  their 

>rgeries. 

Skir.  And  I'll  maintain  it.  Knight,  if  ihe'U  be  true. 

Eptter  a  Servant. 
Muck*  How  now.  Fellow. 

Scr\  May  it  pleafe  you.  Sir,  my  Lord  is  newly  lighted 
om  his  Coach, 

AiHck*  Is  my  Lord  come  already?  his  Honour's  early i; 
ou  fee  he  loves  me  well ;  up  before  Heaven, 
ruft  me,  I  have  found  him  Night-capt  at  eleven  : 
here's  good  hope  yet ;  come,  I'll  relate  all  to  him. 

[Exeunt. 

nter  the  tWQ  Bridegrooms^  Captain  and  Scholar,  jifter  them^ 
Sir  Godfrey  and  Edmond,  Widow  chan£d  in  ^pparelp 
Mifirefs  Frances  led  between  two  Knights  x  Sir  John  Penny- 
Dub  and  Moll  I  there  meets  them  a  Nobleman^  Sir  Oliver 
Muck-hill,  and  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaff*. 

Nob.  By  your  leave.  Lady, 

Wid.  My  Lord,  your  Honour  is  moft  chaftly  welcomed 
Nob.  Madam,  though  I  came  now  fiom  Court,  I  come 
01  to  flatter  you  ;  upon  whom  can  I  juftly  caft  this  Blor, 
ut  upon  your  own  Forehead,  that  know  not  Ink  from 
lilk,  fuch  is  the  blind  befotting  in  the  ftate  of  an  un- 
eaded  Woman  that's  a  Widow,  For  it  is  the  property 
f  all  you  that  are  Widows  (^  Handful  excepted^  to  hate 
lofe  that  honeftly  and  carefully  love  you,  to  the  main- 
snance  of  Credit,  State,  and  Pofterity,  and  flrongly  to 
oat  on  thofe,  that  only  love  you  to  uodo  you  i  and  re- 
;ard  you  leaft,  are  beft  regarded  ;  who  hate  you  moft, 
.re  btft  beloved.  And  if  there  be  but  one  M^ici  ^twsw^ 
en  xhoufwd  Millions  of  Men,  that  is  acc\i\tt>  ^v^^^^^^i^^-* 
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and  evilly  Planeced ;  whom  Fortune  beats  mofl,  whom  God 
hates  moft,  and  all  Societies  efteem  leaft*  that  Man  is  fare  to 
be  a  Husband — = — Such  is  the  peevifti  Moon  that  rules  your 
Bloods.  An  impudent  Fellow  bed  woes  you^  a  flattering 
Lip  bed  wins  you,  or  in  mirth,  who  talks  roughlieft>  ismoft 
fweeteft;  nor  can  you  diftinguifli  Truth  from  Forgeries 
Mifts  from  Simplicity;  witfiefsthofetwo  deceitful  MonfterSi 
that  you  have  entertained  for  Bridegrooms. 

fFid.  Deceitful 

Pye.  All  will  out. 

Cap.  'Sfoot,  who  was  blab*d,  George  f  that  foolifli  Ni- 
cholas. 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  befotted  your  eafie  Blood  with* 
a),  were  nought  but  Forgeries,  the  Fortune-telling  for  Huf- 
bands,  and  the  Conjuring  for  the  Chain  ;  Sir  Godfrey  beard 
the  falfhood  of  all ;  nothing  but  meer  Knavery,  Deceit  and 
Couzertape. 

Wid.  O  wonderful  1  indeed  I  wondfed  that  my  Huf- 
band  with  all  his  Craft,  could  not  keep  himfelf  out  of  Par* 
gatory. 

Sir  God.  And  I  more  wonder,  that  my  Chain  fhould  be 
gone,  and  my  Taylor  had  none  of  it. 

Aioll.  And  I  wondred  moft  of  all,  that  I  (hould  be  tied 
from  Marriage,  having  fuch  a  mind  to't  i  come  Sir  John  Fen* 
nj^Dub^  fair  Weather  on  our  fide,  the  Moon  has  chaog'cl 
fince  Yefternight. 

Pje.  The  fting  of  every  evil  is  within  me. 

Nob.  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feign  not  with  you« 
behold  their  Fellow-a<^or  in  thofe  Forgeries*  who  full  of 
Spleen  and  Envy  at  their  fo  fudden  Advancements,  reveal'd 
all  their  Plot  in  anger. 

Pje.  Bafe  Soldier,  to  reveal  us. 

Wid.  Is'c  poflible  we  Aiould  be  blinded  fo,  and  our  Eyes 
open  5* . 

Nob.  Widow,  will  you  now  believe  that  falfe^  which  too 
foon  you  believ'd  true  ? 

Wid.  O,  to  my  fliame,  I  do. 

Sir  God.  But  under  favour,  my  Lord,  my  Chain  was  tru- 
ly lofl,  and  ftrangely  found  again. 

Nob.  Kefglve  him  of  that,  Soldier* 

Skif. 
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Skir^  In  few  wordsj  Knight,  then  ihou  wert  the  Arch* 
Gull  of  all. 

Sir  God.  How,  Sir  ? 

Shir.  Nay  I'll  prove  it :  For  the  Chain  was  but  hid  in 
the  Rofemary-bank  all  this  while*  and  thou  gotft  him  out  of 
Prifon  to  Conjure  for  itj  who  did  it  admirably  fuftianly,  for 
indeed  what  needed  any  others,  when  he  knew  where  it 
was? 

Sir  God*  O  Villany  of  Villains !  but  how  came  my  Chain 
there  ? 

Skir.  Where's  Truly  la»  indeed  la  ?  he  that  will  not  Swear, 
but  Lye ;  he  that  will  not  Steal,  but  Rob  :  Pure  Nicholas 
Saint  jintlings. 

Sir  God.  O  Villain  I  one  of  our  Society, 
Deem'd  always  Holy*  Pure,  Religious: 
A  Puritan,  a  Thief  ?  when  was't  ever  heard  ? 
Sooner  we'll  kill  a  Man*  than  Steal,  thou  know'A. 
Out  Slave,  TU  rend  my  Lion  from  thy  Back 
With  mine  own  Hands* 

JVich,  Dear  Mafter,  oh. 

JVoh.  Nay  Knight*  dwell  in  patience. 
And  now,  Widow,  being  fo  near  the  Church*  'twere  great 
pity,  nay  uncharity*  to  fend  you  home  again  without  a  Huf- 
band :  Draw  near,  you  of  true  Worftiip,  State  and  Credit : 
That  fhould  not  ftand  fo  far  off  from  a  Widow,  and  fuffer 
forged  Shapes  to  come  between  you.  Not  that  in  thefe  I 
bkxniih  the  true  Title  of  a  Captain,  or  blot  the  fair  margent  of 
a  Scholar,  for  I  honour  wordiy  and  deferving  parts  in  the  one, 
and  cherifh  fruitful  Virtues  in  the  other.  Come  Lady,  and 
you  Virgin,  beftow  your  Eyes  and  your  purcft  Affeftions, 
Upon  Men  of  Eftimation,  both  in  Court  and  City,  that  have 
long  woed  you,  and  both  with  their  Hearts  and  Wealth  fin- 
cercly  love  you. 

SirGodn  Good  Sifter,  do:  Sweet  little JFr4»i^ thefe  are  Men 
of  Reputation,  you  (hall  be  welcome  at  Court;  agreatCre- 
dit  for  a  Citizen,  fwcet  Sifter. 

Nob^  Come,  her  filence  does  confent  to>. 

Wid.  I  know  not  with  what  Face. 

Nob.  Pah,  pah>  with  yoiw  own  Face,  they  defire  no 
other. 
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tfUi  Pardon  me,  worthy  Sirs,  I  and  my  Daughter  ] 
wrong'd  your  Loves. 

AfHckz  'Tis  eafily  pardon'd,  Lady, 
If  you  vouchfafe  it  now. 

ffid.  With  all  my  Soul. 

JrAff.  And  I,  with  all  my  Heart. 

M^S.  And  I,  Sir  Jf^hn^  with  Soul,  Hearts  Lights  and 

Sir  God.  They  are  all  mine,  MoB. 

Nobf  Now  Lady  : 
What  honeft  Spirit,  but  will  applaud  your  choice. 
And  ghdly  furnifh  yoii  with  Hand  and  Voice: 
A  happy  change,  which  makes  e'en  Heav*n  rejoice. 
Come»  enter  in  your  Joys>  you  fliall  not  want* 
For  Fathers,  now  I  doubt  it  not,  believe  me> 
But  that  you  (hall  have  Hand^  enough  to  give  me. 

[^Exeunt  m 
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ACT  I.    SCENE! 

Enter  OUver>  and  Ralph,  two  Servi^-men. 
O  L  I  rE  n, 

Irrjh  Rdifh^  my  young  Mmrefs  is  in  (uch  i 
pitiful  piffionate  Humour  for  the  long  Abfeace 
o£  her  Love. 

Raifk,  Why,  can  you  blame  her!  why,' 
Apples  hanging  longer  on  the  Tre^,  than 
when  they  are  ripe,  ma&es  fo  tnaiiy  fal- 
ings,  «»..  Mad  Wenches*  becaufe  they  are  not  gathered 
ii  time,  are  fain  to  drop  of  themfelves,  and  then  'tis  com^ 
Hon  you  know  for  every  Mir  to  take  them  up. 

QUv.  Mafs  thon  &yeft  true,  'tis  common  indeed,  but  Sir* 
ru,  is  neither  our  young  Mailer  return'd,  nor  our  fellow 
Slim  come  from  Z/0«<^fi  J 

Raifh.  Neither  of  either,  as  the  ?mk»M  Bawd  fajt.  'Slid 
[  hear  Sam^  S/tm'i  come,  here  tarry,  come  i'faith*  now  m/ 
Nofe  itches  for  News. 
Oliv.  And  fo  doth  mine  Elbow; 
Sam  csllt  Tvithin,    Where  are  you  thereS 
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Enter  Sam,  fHrniflfd  with  things  frem  LondonJ 
Sam. .  Boy,  look  you  walk  my  Horre  with  Difcretioiii 
I  have  rid  him  fimply,  I  warrant  his  Skin  flicks  to  his 
Back  with  very  Heat,  if  he  (hould  catch  cold  and  get  the 
Cough  of  the  Lungs,  Iwere  well  ferved,  were  I  not?  What 
Ralfh  and  OlOjer  i 

Amb.  Honed  Fellow  Sam^  welcome  i'faith>  what  Tricb 
haft  thou  brought  from  London  i 

Sam.  You  fee  I  am  hang*d  after  the  trueft  Faihioo, 
three  Hat$»  and  two  Giaffes  bobbing  upon  them,  two  re- 
bato  Wyers  upon  my  Breaft,  a  Cap-cafe  by  my  fide,  a  Brufh 
at  my  back,  an  Almanack  in  my  Pocket,  and  three  Bal- 
kds  in  my  Codpiece*  Nay,  I  am  the  true  Pidureof  a  com- 
mon Serving-man. 

Oliv.  V\\  fwear  thou  art,  thou  may'ft  fet  up  when  thoa 
\n\u  there's  many  a  one  begins  with  lefs  I  can  tell  thee, 
that  proves  a  rich  Man  e*er  he  dyes;  but  what's  the  News 
from  London^  Sam  ? 

Ralph.  Ay,  that's  will  faid,  what  is  the  News  from  Lnh 
dony  Sirrah  i  My  young  Miftrefs  keeps  fuch  a  puling  for 
her  Love. 

Sam.  Why  the  more  Fool  ihe,  ay,  the  more  ninny-ham- 
mer ftie. 

Oliv.  Why,  Sam^  why  ? 
Sam.  Why,  he  is  married  to  another  long  ago. 
Amb.  Faith,  ye  jeft. 

Sam.  Whv,  did  you  not  know  that  'till  now  {  Why, 
he's  Marriea,  beats  his  Wife,  and  has  two  or  three  Chil- 
dren by  her.  For  you  muft  note,  that  any  Woman  bears 
the  more  when  ihe  is  beaten. 

Ralph.  Ky,  that's  true,  for  (he  bears  the  Blows. 
Oliv.   Sirrah,  Sam»  I  would  not  for  two  Years  Wagei 
my  young  Miftrefs  knew  fo  much^  (he'd  run  upon  the  lot 
Hand  of  her  Wit,  and  ne'er  he  her  own  Woman  again. 

Sam.  And  I  think  (he  was  bleftin  her  Cradle«  that  he 
never  came  in  her  Bed ;  why,  he  has  confum'd  all,  pawo'd 
his  Lands,  and  made  his  Univerfity  Brother  ftaocl  in  wax 
for  him  :  There's  a  fine  Phrafe  for  a  ScrtvcQer^  Puli|'  he 
owes  more  than  his  Skin  is  worth* 
PUv.  Is't  po(&ble  \ 
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Sdnu  Nayt  111  tell  you  moreover,  he  calls  his  Wife 
Whore»  as  familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll  and  D§ll^  and 
Children  Baftards,  as  naturally  as  can  ber—  But  what  have 
we  here  ?  I  thought  'twas  fomething  pulPd  down  my 
Breeches ;  I  quite  forgot  my  two  poking  Sticks,  thefe  came 
from  London^  now  any  thing  is  good  here  that  comes  from 
Lopulon* 

Oliv.  Ay,  far  fetcht  you  know. 

Sam.  But  fpeak  in  your  Confcience  i*faith>  have  not  we 
IS  good  poking  Sticks  i'th'  Country  as  need  to  be  put  iW 
Fire,  the  Mind  of  a  thing  is  all,  and  as  thou  faidft  even 
oow,  far  fetch*d  are  the  beft  things  for  Ladies. 

Oliv.  Kjt  and  for  Waiting-Gentlewomen  too. 

Sam.  But  Ralphs  is  our  Beer  fowre  this  Thunder  f 

Ra^h.  No,  no,  it  holds  Countenance  yet. 

Sam.  Why  then  follow  me.  Til  teach  you  the  fineft 
Humour  to  be  Drunk  in,  I  learn'd  it  at  London  laft  week. 

jimb.  Faith  let's  hear  it,  let's  hear  it. 

Sam.  The  braveft  Humour,  'twould  do  a  Man  good  to 
be  drunk  in  it,  they  call  it  Knighting  in  London^  when  they 
drink  upon  their  Knees. 

Ami.  Faith  that's  excellent. 

Sam.  Come  follow  me,  111  give  you  all  the  Degrees  of 
it  in  order.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  What  will  become  of  us  ?  all  will  away* 
My  Husband  never  ceafes  in  expence. 
Both  to  confume  his  Credit  and  his  Houfe. 
And  'tis  fet  down  by  Heav'ns  juft  Decree, 
That  Riot's  Child  muft  needs  be  Beggary. 
Are  thefe  the  Virtues  that  his  Youth  did  promife? 
Dice  and  voluptuous  Meetings,  midnight  Revels, 
Taking  his  Bed  with  Surfeits ;  ill  befeeming 
The  antient  Honour  of  his  Houfe  and  Name ; 
And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  irioft» 
When  he  recounts  his  Loifes  and  falfe  Fortunest 
The  weaknefs  of  his  State  fo  much  dejeAed, 
Kot  as  a  Man  repentant,  but  half  mid, 
Xiis  Fortunes  cannot  anfwer  his  Expence : 
He  fits  and  fullenly  locks  up  his  Arms, 

^getting  Hcav'n^  looks  downward,  ^\uc\x  m'fliK^ 
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Him  appear  fo  dreadful,  that  he  fri^ts  my  Heart; 
Walks  heavily^  as  if  his  Soul  were  Earth  ; 
Not  penitent  for  thofe  his  Sins  are  paft. 
But  vext  his  Mony  cannot  make  them  lad  : 
A  fearful  Melancholy,  ungodly  Sorrow* 
Oh  yonder  he  comes,  now  in  defpight  of  Ills 
I'll  fpeak  to  him,  and  I  will  hear  him  fpeak» 
And  do  my  beft  to  drive  it  from  his  Heart* 

Enter  Husband. 

Huf.  Pox  of  the  lafl  throw,  it  made 
Five  hundred  Angels  vani(h  from  my  fightj 
I'm  damn'd,  I'm  damn*d,  the  Angels  have  torfook  me ; 
Kay,  'tis  certainly  true;  for  he  that  has  no  Coin, 
Is  damn'd  in  this  World ;  he*s  gone,  he's  gone. 

Wife.  Dear  Husband, 

Hnf.  Oh  I  moftpuniibmentofalh  I  haveaWifi^* 

Wife*  I  do  entreat  you,  as  you  love  your  Soul, 
Tell  me  the  Caufe  or  this  your  Difcontent. 

Huf.  A  Vengeance  flripthee  Naked,  thou  art  Caufe, 
Effed,  Quality,  Property,  tb^j  thou,  thou^  \l^^ 

Wife.  Bad  turn'd  to  worfe  ? 
Both  beggary  of  the  Soul  and  of  the  Body, 
And  fo  much  unlike  himfelf  at  firft. 
As  if  fonje  vexed  Spirit  had  got  his  form  upon  him* 

Enter  Husband  again. 
He  comes  again, 

He  fays  I  aip  the  Ciufe ;  I  aever  yet 
Spoke  lefs  than  Words  of  Duty  and  of  Love. 

Huf.  If  Marriage  be  Honourable,  then  Cucjcolds  arc  Ho- 
nourable, for  they  cannot  be  made  without  Khrriage. 
iFooI,  what  meant  I  to  marry  to  get  Beggars  \ 
Now  muft  my  eldeft  Son  be  a  Knave  or  nothing,  he  can- 
Dot  \\vt  but  upo'th*  Fool,  for  he  will  have  no  Land  to 
maintain  him  ;  that  Mortgage  fits  like  a  fnaffle  upon  mine 
Inheritance,  and  makes  me  chaw  upon  Iron. 

My  fecond  Son    muft  be  a  Promoter,  and  my  third  i 
Thief,  or  an  Under-putter,  a  Slave  Pander. 
Oh  Beggary.  Beggary,  to  whatbafe  ufesdoth  itpuf  aMau. 
I  think  the  Devil  fcorns  to  be  a  Bawd  j 
He  bears  himfelf  more  proudly, 
jtos  mott  Care  on  his  Credit* 
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Bafe,  flavifli»  abjea^  filthy  Pbverty. 

Wife.  Good  Sir,  by  all  our  Vows  I  do  bdeech  you; 
3hew  me  the  true  Caufe  of  your  Difcontent. 

Huf.  Mony^  Mony,  Mony»  aiid  thou  inuft>fi]pp]y  m^. 

W^e.  Alas,  I  am  the  le^ft  Caufe  of  your  D^oont€;Qtk 
Yet  what  is  mine,  either  itf  Rings  or  Jewels, 
Ufe  to  your  own  Defire;  but  I  befeecti  you, 
As  you  are  a  Gentlemnf  by  mspy  Bloods,  j 
Though  I  my  felf  be  out  of  your  Refpefl^ 
Think  on  the  State  of  thefe  three  lovely  Boys 
You  have  been  Father  too. 

Hmf.  Puh,  Baftards,  Baftavdst  Bafbrds,  begot  in  tricks^ 
begot  in  tricks. 

fTtfe.  Heav'n  knows  how  thofe  Wcurds  wrong  me. 
But  ru  endure  thefe  Griefs  among  a  thouTand  more : 
Oh  call  to  mind  your  Lands  already  iDortgag'd> 
Your  felf  wound  into  Debts,  your  hopeful  Brother 
Kt  the  Univerficy  into  Bonds  for  you. 
Like  to  be  feiz'd  upon.  And  ■■ 

Hnf.  Ha*  done,  thou  Harlot, 
H^hom  though  for  Fa(hion  I  floarried, 
[  never  could  abide.  Think'fl  thou  thy  Wotfds 
ShaK^kill  my  Pleafure  ?  Fall  off  to  thy  Friendf, 
Thou  and  thy  Baftards  beg»  I  will  not  bate 
A  whit  in  Humour:  Midnight  fiill  I  love  you,' 
And  revel  in  your  Conpany  ;  curb'd  in  % 
Shall  it  be  faid  in  all  Societies^ 
That  I  broke  Cuftom  f  that  I  flag'd  in  Mony  ? 
No,  thofe  thy  Jewels  I  will-^ay  as  freely> 
As  when  my  Stare  was  fulleft. 

Wife.  Be  it  fo. 

Huf.  Nay  I  proteft,  and  take  tbaofbraa  eameft, 

{HeJpUTHS  her. 
I  will  for  ever  hdd  thee  in  Contempt, 
And  never  touch  the  Sheets  that  cover  thee. 
But  be  divorced  in  Bed,  'till  thou  confent, 
Thy  Dowry  (hall  be  fold  to  give  new  Life 
Unto  thofe  Fleafures  which  I  moft  affed. 

Wife.  Sir,  dt>  but  turn  a  gentle  Eye  on  me^ 
And  what  the  Law  (hall  give  me  leave  to  do^ 
You  fbiall /Emmundf 
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Huf.  Look  it  be  done,  (hall  I  want  Duft, 
-And  like  a  Slave  wear  nothing  in  my  Pockets,' 

[Holds  his  HmsuU  in  his  Pickfts. 
But  my  Hands  to  fill  them  up  with  Nails  f    i 
Oh  much  ^ainft  my  Bloodj  let  it  be  done, 
I  was  never  made  to  be  a  looker  on  ; 
A  Bawd  to  Dice ;  I'll  ihake  the  Drabs  ny  felf. 
And  make  them  yield ;  I  fay,  look  it  be  done.* 

mfe.  I  take  my  leave,  it  fliall.  ^£xit. 

Huf  Speedily*  fpeedily ;  I  hate  the  veiy  Hour  I  chofc 
a  Wife,  a  Trouble,  Trouble,  three  Children  like  three  £• 
vils  hang  upon  me,  J^e,  fie,  fie.  Strumpet  and  Bafiards, 
Strumpet  and  Ba(lards. 

Enter  three  QemUmen^  hearing  him. 

1  Gent.  Still  do  thefe  loathfome  Thoughts  jar  on  your 
Your  felf  to  ftain  the  Honour  of  your  Wife,       [Tongue  ? 
Nobly  defcended  ;  thofe  whom  Men  call  mad. 
Endanger  others,  but  he*s  more  than  mad 
That  wounds  himfelf,  whofe  own  Words 
Do  proclaim  it  is  not  fit,  I  pray  forfake  it* 

2  Gent.  Good  Sir,  let  Modefty  reprove  you« 

3  Gent.  Let  honeft  Kindnefs  fway  fo  much  with  you. 
His/:  God  den,  I  thank  you,  Sir,  how  do  you  /  adieu, 

I  am  glad  to  fee  yoii,  farewel  Inftruftion^  Admonitions. 

[JExcssnt  6em. 
Enter  a  Servant. 
How  now.  Sirrah  ?  what  would  you  f 

Ser.  Only  to  certifie  you.  Sir,  that  my  Miftrefs  was 
met  by  the  way,  by  them  who  were  fent  for  her  up  to 
London  by  her  Honourable  Uncle,  your  Worlhip's  late  Guar- 
dian. 

Huf.  So,  Sir,  then  flie  is  gonc^  and  fo  may  you  b^ 
But  let  her  look  the  thing  be  done  ihe  wots  of. 
Or  Hell  will  ftand  more  pleafant  than  her  Houfe  at  home. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Enter  a  Gentleman. 
Gent.  Well  or  ill  met,  I  care  not, 
Huf.  No,  nor  I. 

Cent.  I  am  come  with  Confidence  to  chide  you. 
Hfsf.  Who  me  f  chide  me  f  do't  finely  then,  let  it  not 

move  mt^  for  iftkou^id'&mti^ti%t^^\tbj[iXf^^ 
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Cent.  Strike  thine  own  Follies,  for  it  is  cbey 
Deferve  to  be  well  beaten ;  we  are  now  in  private* 
There's  none  but  thou  and  I,  thou  art  fond  and  peeviih. 
An  unclean  Rtoter,  thy  Lands  and  Credit 
Lie  now  both  fick  of  a  Confumption, 
[  aoi  ferry  for  thee;  that  Man  fpends  with  ihame. 
That  with  bis  Riches  doth  confume  his  Name; 
And  fuch  art  thou. 

Huf.  Peace. 

Gent.  No,  thou  (halt  hear  me  further. 
Thy  Fathers  and  Fore-fathers  worthy  Honours, 
Which  were  our  Country  Monuments^  our  Graces 
Follies  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 
The  Spring  time  of  thy  Youth  did  fairly  promife 
Such  a  moft  fruitful  Summer  to  thy  Friends, 
It  fcarce  can  enter  into  Mens  Beliefs, 
Such  Dearths  fliould  hang  on  thee,  we  that  fee  itt 
Are  forry  to  believe  it ;  in  thy  change. 
This  Voice  into  all  places  will  be  hurl*d  : 
Thou  and  the  Devil  has  deceived  the  World. 

Huf.  V\\  not  endure  thee. 

Gent.  But  of  all  the  word. 
Thy  virtuous  Wife,  right  honourably  allied. 
Thou  haft  proclaimed  a  Strumpet. 

Huf.  Nay  then  I  know  thee. 
Thou  art  her  Champion  thou,  her  private  Friend, 
The  Party  you  wot  on. 

Gent.  Oh  ignoble  Thought, 
I  am  paft  my  patient  Blood,  (hall  I  ftand  idle 
And  fee  my  Reputation  touched  to  death  § 

Huf*  This  has  gal'd  you,  has  it  ? 

Gent.  No  Monfter,  I  prove 
My  Thoughts  did  only  tend  to  virtuous  Love# 

HhJI  Love  of  her  Virtues  ?  there  it  goes. 

Gent.  Bafe  Spirit,  to  lay  thy  hate  upon 
Tfie  fruitful  Honour  of  thine  own  Bed. 

[They  fight,  ^nd  the  Husband  is  hwrt. 

Huf.  Ob. 

Gent.  Wilt  thou  yield  it  yet  ? 

Huf.  Sir,  Sir,  I  have  not  done  with  you. 

Cent.  1  hope,  nor  ne'er  fliall  do.  \Ft^t  aja^n^ 
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Huf.  Have  you  got  Tricks  ?  are  you  in  cunning  with  mi? 

Gent.  Noj  plain  and  right. 
He  needs  no  cunning  that  for  Truth  doth  fight. 

[Hiiibdnd  falls  dim. 

Hnf.  Hard  Fortune,  am  I  level'd  with  die  Ground? 

Gent.  Now,  Sir,  you  lye  at  Mercy* 

Htif.  Ay,  you  Slave. 

Gent.  Alas,  that  hate  (hould  bring  us  to  our  Grave. 
You  fee,  my  Sword's  not  thirfty  for  your  Life, 
I  am  forrier  for  your  Wound,  than  you  your  felf : 
You're  of  a  virtuous  Houfe,  ihew  virtuous  Deeds^ 
•Tis  not  your  Honour,  'tis  your  Folly  bleeds. 
Much  good  has  been  expeAed  in  your  Life, 
Cancel  not  all  Mens  hopes;  you  have  a  Wifef 
Kind  and  obedient,  heap  not  wrongful  Shame 
On  her  and  your  Pofterity;  let  only  Sin  be  fore. 
And  by  this  fall,  rife  never  to  fall  more. 
And  fo  I  leave  you.  [£jji; 

Huf.  Has  the  Dog  left  me  then. 
After  his  Tooth  has  left  me  ?  Oh,  my  Heart 
Would  fain  leap  after  him.  Revenge  I  lay, 
I'm  mad  to  be  reveng*d,  my  Strumpet  Wife^ 
It  is  thy  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  Fle(h, 
And  makes  my  Breaft  fpit  Blood,  but  thou  (halt  bleed ; 
Vanqui(h*d?  got  down?  unable  e'en  to  fpeak? 
Surely  'tis  want  of  Mony  makes  Men  weak. 
Ay,  'twas  that  overthrew  me,  I'd  ne'er  been  downelfe. [£**• 
Enter  Wife  in  a  riding  Suit,  with  d  Serving-mdH. 

Ser.  Faith,  Miftrefs,  it  it  may  not  be  Prefumption 
In  me  to  tell  you  fo,  for  his  Excufe 
You  had  fmall  Reafon,  knowing  his  Abufe. 

Wife.  I  grant  I  had,  but  alas. 
Why  (hould  our  Faults  at  home  be  fpread  abroad  f 
'  Tis  Grief  enough  within  Doors  ;  at  firft  Sight 
Mine  Uncle  could  run  o'er  his  prodigal  Life 
As  perfeftly,  as  if  his  ferious  Eye 
JIad  numbred  all  his  Follies : 
Knew  of  his  morrgag'd  Lands,  his  friends  in  Bondf, 
Himfelf  withered  with  Debt;  and  in  that  minute 
Hid  I  added  his  IJfage  and  Unkindnefs, 
Twould  have  confounded  ^nwn  x.\:wcAielit  of  Qood ; 
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IVhere  now>  fathering  his  Riots  in  his  Yoiith» 
IVhich  Time  and  tame  Experience  will  ihake  ofF, 
Guefling  his  Kindnefe  to  me  (as  I  fmooth'd  him 
IVitb  all  the  skill  I  had)  though  bis  deferts 
\re  in  form  uglier  than  an  un(hap*d  Bear, 
tie's  ready  to  prefer  him  to  feme  Office 
Aind  Place  at  Court :  A  good  and  fure  Relief 
Fo  all  his  (looping  Fortunes,  'twill  be  a  means,  I  hope^ 
To  make  new  League  between  us,  and  redeem 
His  Virtues  with  his  Lands. 

Ser.  I  (hould  think  fo  :  Miftrefs,  if  he  (hould  not  now  be 
kind  to  you,  and  love  you,  and  cberiih  you  up,  I  ihould 
think  the  Devil  bimfelf  kept  open  Houfe  in  him* 

Wife.  I  doubt  not  but  he  will  now,  prithee  leave  me,  I 
think  I  hear  him  coming, 

Ser.  Vm  gone*  {Exit. 

Wife.  By  this  good  means  I  (hall  prefer ve  my  Lands, 
And  free  my  Husband  out  of  Ufurers  Hands ; 
Now  there  is  no  need  of  Sale,  my  Uncle's  kind^ 
[  hope,  if  ought,  this  will  content  his  Mind. 
Here  comes  my  Husband. 

Enter  Husband. 

Huf.  Now,  are  you  come  \  whereas  the  Mony  ?  Let's  (ec 
theMony,  is  theRubbifh  fold?  thofeWife-akers  your  Lands 
v^hy  then>  the  Mony,  where  is  it  ?  pour  it  down|  down  with 
it»  down  with  it:  I  fay  pour't  on  the  Ground j  let*s  (ee  it, 
let's  fee  it. 

Wife.  Good  Sir,  keep  but  in  patience,  and  I  hope 
My  Words  (hall  like  you  well,  I  bring  you  better 
Comfort  then  the  fale  of  my  Dowry, 

Huf.  Ha>  whac's  that  ? 

Wife.  Pray  do  not  fright  me.  Sir,  but  vouchfafe  me  heir- 
:ng.  My  Uncle,  glad  of  your  Kindnefs  to  me  and  mild  XS-^ 
fage  ^for  fo  I  made  it  to  him)  hath  in  pity  of  your  decli* 
tiing  Fortunes,  provided  a  place  for  you  art  Courts  of  worth 
and  credit ;  which  fo  much  overjoyed  me— — 

Huf.  Out  on  thee,  filth,  over  and  overjoyed» 
When  Vm  in  Torment  [Sfums  heri 

Thou  politick  Whore,  fubtiller  th^  nine  Devils,  yts 
this  thy  Journey  to  Nun€k%  to  fet  dowa  the  Hiftory  b£ 
tte,  my  State  and  Fortunes  ? 
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Shall  I,  that  dedicated  my  felf  to  Pleafure,  be  now  confia'd 
in  Service  to  crouch,  and  fland  like  an  old  Man  i'ch'  Hams, 
my  Hat  off?  I  that  could  never  abide  to  uncover  my  Head 
rth*  Church,  bafe  Slut,  this  fruit  bears  thy  Complaints. 

Wife.  Ob,  Heav*n  knows. 
That  my  Complaints  were  Praifes,  and  beft  Words^ 
Of  you,  and  your  Eftate;  only  my  Friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgaged  Lands,  and  were  poiT^ft 
Of  every  Accident  before  I  came. 
If  you  lufped:  it  but  a  Plot  in  me. 
To  keep  my  Dowry,  or  for  mine  own  good. 
Or  my  poor  Childrens  (tho*  it  fuits  a  Mother 
To  ihew  a  natural  care  in  their  Reliefs) 
Yet  I'll  forget  my  felf  to  calm  your  Blood, 
Confume  it,  as  your  PJeafure  counfels  you. 
And  all  I  wifh,  e'en  Clemency  affords. 
Give  me  but  pleafant  Looks,  and  modeft  Words. 

Huf.  Mony,  Whore,  Mony,  or  I'll—  [Dr^wi  bis  D^(r» 

Enter  ^  Servant  hafiilj. 
What  the  Devil  ?  how  now  ?  thy  hafty  News  { 

Ser.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Sir. 

Hnf.  What,  may  I  not  look  upon  my  Dagger? 
Speak,  Villain,  or  I  will  execute  the  point  on  thee :  Quick 
ihort. 

Ser.  Why,  Sir,  a  Gentleman  from  the  UniverfityftaysI)^ 
low  to  fpeak  with  yoiu 

Huf»  From  the  Univerfity  ?  fo,  Univerfity, 
That  long  Word  runs  through  me.  [Exk^ 

Wife.  Was  ever  Wife  fo  wretchedly  bcfct  ? 
Had  not  this  News  flep'd  in  between,  the  point 
Had  offered  Violence  unto  my  Breaft. 
That  which  fome  Women  call  great  Mifery, 
Would  (hew  but  little  here,  would  fcarce  be  feeo 
Among  my  Miferies:  I  may  compare 
For  wretched  Fortunes,  with  all  Wives  that  are^ 
Nothing  will  pleafe  him,  until  all  be  nothing. 
.He  calls  it  Slavery  to  be  preferred, 
A  place  of  Credit,  a  bafe  Servitude. 
What  (hall  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  Children} 
Two  here,  and  one  at  Nurfe,  my  pretty  Beggars^ 
I  fee  how  Ruin  with  \  ^tISx^  Hitvd 
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Begins  to  ihake  the  ancient  Seat  to  duft  t 
rhe  heavy  weight  of  Sorrow  draws  my  Lids 
Over  my  darkifli  Eyes:  I  cao  fcarce  fee; 
Thus  @rief  will  laft^  it  wakes  and  fleepswith  me* 
Enter  the  HusboHdwith  the  M after  of  the  College. 

Huf.  Pleafe  you  draw  near,  Sir»  you're  exceeding  wel* 
come. 

Maft.  That's  my  doubt,  I  fear  I  come  not  to  be  wel« 
come. 

Hnf.  Yes,  howfoeven 

Maft.  'Tis  not  my  fafliion,  Sir,  to  dwell  in  long  Cir- 
cumftance,  but  to  be  plain  and  effeftual;  therefore  to  the 
Purpofe. 

The  caufe  of  my  fetting  forth  was  piteous  and  lamentable; 
chat  hopeful  y#ung  Gentleman  your  Brother,  whofe  Virtues 
ive  all  love  dearly*  thro'  your  Default  and  unnatural  Negli* 

fence,  lies  in  Bond  executed  for  your  Debt,  a  Prifoner,  all 
is  Studies  amaz*d,  his  hope  ftruck  dead>  and  the  pride  of 
Us  Youth  mu£9ed  in  thefe  dark  Clouds  of  Oppreffion* 

Hnf.  Hum,  hum,  hum. 

Maft,  O  you  have  kill'd  the  towardeft  hope  of  all  our 
Vniverfity,  wherefore  without  Repentance  and  Amends^' 
cxpeA  ponderous  and  fudden  Judgments  to  fall  grievoufly 
upon  you  ;  your  Brother,  a  Man  who  profited  in  his  Di- 
vine Employments,  and  might  have  made  ten  thoufand  Souls 
fit  for  Heaven,  now  by  your  carelefs  courfes  caft  into  Prilbny 
^hich  you  mud  anfwer  for,  and  afTure  your  Spirit  it  will 
come  home  at  length. 

Hnf.  O  God,  oh. 

Maft^  Wife  Men  think  ill  of  you,  others  fpeak  ill  of  yoo^ 
DO  Man  loves  you,  nay,  even  thofe  whom  Honefty  coo* 
demns,  condemn  you;  and  take  this  from  the  virtuous  Af« 
fcftion  I  bear  your  Brother,  never  look  for  profperous  Hour, 
good  Thoughts,  quiet  Sleep,  contented  Walks,  nor  any 
thing  that  makes  Man  perfed,  *till  you  redeem  him  :  What 
is  your  Anfwer  \  how  will  you  beftow  him  ?  upon  defpe« 
rate  Mifery,  or  better  hopes  ?  I  fuflPer  'till  I  hear  your 
Anfwer. 

Hnf.  Sir,  you  have  much  wrought  with  me,  I  feel  yott 
10  my  Soul,  you  are  your  Arts  Mafter. 
I  never  had  Seak  'till  now  ;  your  S^\lab\n  Wv^  ^^l^  ^^v 
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both  for  your  Words  and  Pains  I  thank  you  i  I  cannot  but 
acknowledge  grievous  Wrongs  done  to  my  Brother^  niightj, 
mighty,  mighty,  mighty  Wrongs, 
Within  there. 

Enter  d  Serving^mdHn 

Huf.  Fill  me  a  Bowl  of  Wine.  Alas,  poor  Brother, 
£ruis*d  with  an  Execution  for  my  fake. 

Mafl.  Abruife  indeed  makes  many  a  mortal  Sore, 
TTill  the  Grave  cure  them. 

Enter  with  Wim* 

Hnf.  Sir,  t  begin  to  you,  you've  chid  your  welcome. 

Mdp^.  I  could  have  wiHit  it  better  for  your  ik^^ 
t  pledge  you,  Sir,  to  the  kind  Man  in  Prifon. 

Huf.  Let  it  be  fo. 
Now,  Sir,  if  youpleafe,  to  fpend  but  a  few  Minutes  in  waft* 
ing  about  my  Grounds  below,  my  Man  (hall  here  attend  yoof 
I  doubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be  furnifht  of  a  fufficientsQ- 
fwer,  and  therein  my  Bcother  fully  fatisfied. 

Ma^.  Good  Sir,  in  that  the  Angels  would  be  pleafed. 
And  the  World's  murmurs  calm*d,  and  I  fiiould  fay, 
Ifet  forth  then  upon  a  lucky  Day.  [£^*» 

Hrnf.  O  thou  confufed  Man,  thy  pleafant  Sins  have  un- 
done thee,  thy  Damnation  has  beggar  d  thee.  That  Heav'o 
Ihould  fay  we  muft  not  Sin,  and  yet  made  Women :  Givc$ 
our  Senfes  way  to  find  Pleafure,  which  being  found,  coQ- 
ibunds  us,  why  (hould  we  know  thofe  things  fo  much  ffliT* 
ufe  us  ?  O  would  Virtue  had  been  forbidden,  we  (houW 
then  have  prov'd  all  virtuous,  for  'tis  our  Blood  to  love 
what  we  are  forbidden,  what  Man  would  have  been  for- 
bidden, what  Man  would  have  been  fool  to  a  Beaft,  and 
zany  to  a  Swine,  to  (hew  tricks  in  the  Mire ;  what  is  there 
in  three  Dice,  to  make  a  Man  draw  thrice  three  thoufiod 
Acres  into  the  compafs  of  a  little  round  Table,  and  with  the 
Gentleman's  Palfie  in  the  Hand  (hake  out  his  Pofterityi 
Thieves,  or  Beggars?  *Tisdone,  I  have  don't  i'faith:  Te^ 

rible,  horrible  Mifery, how  well  was  I  left,  very  wclli 

very  well. 

My  Lands  (hew'd  like  a  Full-Moon  about  me,  but  now  the 

Moon's  in  the  laft  Qjarter,  waining,  waining,  *tad  I  am 

mad  to  think  that  Moon  was  mine  %  mine  tnd  mv  Fathei% 

4Ad  my  Fore^fatheis  G^v\w^t\otvs,  Q«L«(^»no&>  down  ^[oei 
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ie  Houfe  of  US|  down,  down  it  (inks :  Now  is  the  name  i 
(^gar,  begs  in  me  that  name  which  hundreds  of  Years 
AS  made  this  Shire  famous ;.  in  me  and  my  Pofterity  runs 

ut. 

Id  my  Seed  five  are  made  miferable  befides  my  felf,  my 
Lioc  is  now  my  Brother's  Jaylor,  my  Wife's  fighingf  my 
hree  Boys  penury,  and  mine  own  ConfuHon. 

\He  tedrs  his  Hair. 
Jfhy  fit  my  Hairs  upon  my  curfed  Head  I 
iViii  not  this  Poifon  fcatter  them  ?  oh  my  Brother*s 
[n  Execution  among  Devils  that  ftretch  him : 
A^ndmake  him  give;  and  I  in  want, 
Not  able  for  to  live,  nor  to  redeem  him* 
Divines  and  dying  Men  may  talk  of  Hell, 
But  in  ray  Heart  her  feveral  Torments  dwell. 
Slavery  and  Mifery.    Who  in  this  cafe 
Would  not  take  up  Mony  upon  his  Soul? 
Pawn  his  Salvation,  live  at  Intereft : 
I,  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell, 
Por  me  to  want,  exceeds  the  throes  of  Hell. 

Enter  his  little  Son,  with  d  Top  and  Scourge. 
Sen.  What  ail  you.  Father,  are  you  not  well,  I  cannot 
iboQFge  my  Top  as  long  as  you  fiand  fo  :   You  take  up  all 
the  Room  with  your  wide  Legs,  puh,  you  cannot  make  me 
afraid  with  this,  I  fear  no  Vizards^  nor  Bugbears. 

[He  takes  tip  the  Child  h  the  Skirts  ef  hisUng  Coat  in  one 
Handj  and  draws  Jsis  Dagger  with  the  other. 
Hnf.  Up  Sir^  for  here  thou  haftno  Inheritance  left* 
Son.  Oh  what  will  you  do^  Father  ?  I  am  your  white  Boy. 
Huf.  Thou  (halt  be  my  red  Boy,  take  that.  \SnH^shim. 
Son.  Oh  you  hurt  me.  Father. 

Huf.  Mv  eldeft  Beggar*  thou  (halt  not  live  to  ask  an  U- 
furer  BreacL  to  cry  at  a  great  Man's  6ate,  or  follow*  Good 
your  Honour,  byaCoach^  no,  nor  your  Brother :  'TisCha* 
rity  to  Brain  you. 
Sen.  How  ihail  I  learn  now  my  Head's  broke? 
Huf.  Bleed,  bleed,  rather  than  beg,  beg.  [Stahshim. 

Be  not  thy  Name's  Difgrace  : 
Spurn  thou  thy  Fortune's  firft*  if  they  be  bafe : 
Come  view  thy  fecond  Brother :  Fates, 
MyChildrens  Blood  /halt  (pin  into  your  T^c^^ 
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You  (hall  Tee; 

How  confidently  we  fcorn  Beggary.         {Exit  wiA  hit  Soi 

Enter  4.  Maid  with  d  Child  in  herArms^  the  Mother  bj  Im 

ajleepm 

Maid.  Sleep,  fweet  Babe,  Sorrow  makes  tby  Mother  fleep^ 
It  bodes  finall  good  when  l^avinefs  falls  fo  deep.  ■ 
Hufti,  pretty  Boy,  thy  hopes  might  have  been  better, 
'Tis  loft  at  Dice,  what  ancient  Honour  won. 
Hard  when  the  Father  plays  away  the  Son : 
Nothing  but  mifery  ferves  in  this  Houfe, 
Ruin  and  Defolation  ;  oh. 

Enter  Husband  with  the  Bej  bleeding. 
Huf.  Whore,  give  me  that  Boy. 

{Hefirives  with  her  far  the  (M. 

Maid.  Oh  help,  helpi  out  alas,  murder,  murder. 

Huf.  Are  you  Goffipping,  prating  flurdy  Quean, 
ril  break  your  Clamour  with  your  Neck, 
Down  Stairs  ;  tumble,  tumble,  headlong. 

[He  throws  her  dewih 
So,  the  fureft  way  to  charm  a  Woman's  Tongue, 
Is  break  her  Neck,  a  Politician  did  it. 

Son.  Mother,  Mother,  I  am  kiird.  Mother. 

[His  Wife  awakes^  and  catcheth  up  the  jeungejt  OnltL 

Wife.  Ha,  who's  that  cry  *d?  O  me  my  Children, 
Both,  both ;  bloody,  bloody. 

Huf.  Strumpet,  let  go  the  Boy,  let  go  the  Beggar. 

Wtfe.  Oh  my  fweet  Husband. 

Huf.  Filth,  Harlot. 

ffyi.  Oh^  what  will  you  do,  dear  Husband  { 

Huf.  Give  me  the  Baftard. 

VKfe.  Your  own  fweet  Boy. 

Huf  There  are  too  many  Beggars. 

VKfe.  Good  my  Husband. 

Huf  Doft  thou  prevent  me  ftill? 

mfe.  Oh  God  I 

IStabs  at  the  Child  in  her  Arms^  anipts  it  firm  her. 

Huf  Have  at  his  Heart. 

Vnfe.  Oh  my  dear  Boy. 

Huf  Brat,  thou  (halt  not  live  to  {hame  thy  Houle. 

Wife.  Oh  HeaVn.  [She  is  hurt^  and  Jmkf  iirm^ 

Sff.  And  perifti,  no>i  bt  %otvt.  ^ 
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There's  Whores  enough^  titi  want  would  nMe  th^  one. 

Efffer  d  l^f  Servant. 

Ser.  Qfip'Sif,  what  Deeds  ard  thefe? 

Huf.  Bifc  STave,  my  Vrffer, 
Com'ft  thou  between  my  fury  to  queflion  me?- 

S/r,  W<ff  c  you  the  I>eVit  I  would  hold  you,  Sir* 

Huf.  Hold  me  ?  Prerumpttoti,  Til  undo  thee  for  it. 

Ser.  *Sblood,  you  have  undone  us  aU|  Sir. 

Huf.  Tu^  at  tSy  Maftdr? 

Ser.  Tug-'at  »  Monftcr. 

Huf.  Ha  ve  1 1)0  l^owerl  (hall  my  Slave  fetter  me? 

Ser.  Nay  then  the  Devil  wraftles,  lam  thrown* 

■  ■■■  ^  ■  [Husband  overcomes  him. 

Hnf.  Ofr  Villain,  how  Til  tag  thee*  now  I'll  tear  theet 
Set  quick  Spurs  to  tny  Vaflfal,  bruife  him^  trample  htm  ; 
So,  I  think  thou  wilt  not  folld^  kiie  in  hafte. 
My  Horfe  ffahds  ready  fadled,  rfVay,  away. 
Now  to  my  Brat  at  Nurfe,-  my  fucking  Beggtrj 
Fates,  ril  not  leave  you  one  to  trample  on. 

\The  MafUr  meets  hint. 

Mafl,  How  is'c  with  you  Sir,  methinks  you  look  of  a  di* 
ftraded  Colour. 

Hnf.  Wb6,T  Sir? 'tis  but  your  fancy, 
Pleafe  you  walk  in.  Sir,  and  Til  foon  refolve  you* 
I  want  one  fmall  part  to  make  up  the  Sum; 
And  then  my  Brother  ihall  reft  fatisfied. 

Mafi.  I  (hall  be  glad  to  fee  it.  Sir,  111  attend  you. 

[Exmm. 

Ser.  Oh,  I  am  fcarce  able  to  heave  up  my  felff 
He  has  fo  bf  uis'd  me  With  his  devilli(h  weight. 
And  toVn  my  Flefh  with  his  Blood-hafty  Spur, 
A  Man  b^fbri  of  ei(ie  Gbrtffitution, 
'Till  now  Helps  Power  fuppFi^d,  to  his  SouPs  wrong. 
Oh  how  Damnation  can  make  Weak  Men  ftrong. 

Enter  Mafier  and  two  Servants. 

Ser.  O  h the!  moft  piteous  Dted,  Sir,  fince  you  came* 

Mafi.  A  deadly  greeting ;  hath  he  fumm'd  up  the(e 
To  fatisfie  his  Brother?  here's  another* 
And  by  the  bleeding  Infants,  the  dead  Modidr. 

mfe.  Oh,  oh. 

Jilafi.  Surg€on%  Siuseons>  (he  recovtn  \i&«\ 
Vol.  VL  KV  " 
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One  of  his  Men  aU  faint  and  bloodied^ 

I  Ser.  FoUo w,  our  murderous  Mafter  has  took 
Horfe  to  kill  his  Child  at  Nurfe,  oh  follow  quickly^ 

Mafl.  I  am  the  readieft,  it  (hall  be  my  charge 
To  raife  the  Town  upon  him. 

[ExiUHt  Mdficr  and  Senm 
I  Scr^  Good  Sir  follow  him^ 
Wife.  Oh  my  Childrenir 
I  Ser.  How  is  it,  my  mod  afflided  MiAre&i 
Wtfe.  Why  do  I  now  recover?  why  half  live  $ 
To  (ee  my  Children  bleed  before  mine  Eyes^ 
A  fight,  able  (b  kill  a  Mother's  Breaft  without 
An  Executioner  I  what,  art  thou  mangled  too  ? 

I  Ser.  I,  thinking  to  prevent  what  his  quick  Mifchiefi 
Had  fo  foon  a&ed»  came  and  rulbt  upon  him. 
We  ftruggled,  but  a  foulerStrength  than  his 
Overthrew  me  with  his  Arms,  then  he  did  bruifemeg 
And  rent  my  Fleih,  and  robb'd  me  of  my  Hair> 
Like  a  Man  mad  in  Execution, 
Made  me  unfit  to  rife  and  follow  him* 

fPifi.  What  is  it  hath  beguil'd  him  of  all  Grace  I 
And  ftole  away  Humanity  from  his  Breaft, 
To  flay  his  Children,  purposed  to  kill  his  Wifi^ 
And  fpoil  his  Servants. 

Enter  two  ServMHts. 
Both.  Pleafe  you  leave  this  accurfed  Place, 
A  Surgeon  waits  within. 

fPife.  Willing  to  leave  it ; 
'Tis  guilty  of  Iwect  Blood,  innocent  Bloodj 
Murder  hath  took  this  Chamber  with  full  Hands, 
And  will  not  out  as  long  as  the  Ffeufe  ftands*         lExmt* 
Enter  Husband^  as  being  thrown  ojf  his  Horfi^  undfells^ 
Huf.  Oh  ftumbling  Jade^  the  Spavin  overtake  dliec^ 
The  fifty  Difeafes  flop  thee : 
Oh,  I  am  forely  bruis'd.  Plague  founder  thee. 
Thou  run'ft  at  eafe  and  pleafurc^  Heart  of  chance. 
To  throw  me  now<  within  a  flight  o'th'Town, 
In  ftich  plain  even  Ground, 
'Sfoot,  a  Man  may  Dice  upon  \t%  and  throw  away  the 
Meadows,  ah  filthy  Bcaft. 
Crj  within.  Follow>  follow^  follow. 


^  Yorkfhire  Tragedy.  j  x^j 

Huf.  Ha !  I  hear  founds  of  Men,  likeHue  and  Cry ; 
Jp,  up^  and  ftruggle  to  my  Horfc»  make  on, 
>ifpatch  that  little  Beggar,  and  all's  done. 

Orj  within.  Here,  this  way,  this  way. 

Huf.  Ac  my  Ba^k?  oh, 
rhat  Fate  have  I,  my  Limbs  deny  me  to  gOf 
Iv  Will  is  bated.  Beggary  claims  a  part» 
)h  I  could  here  reach  to  the  Infant*s  Healrc 

Enter  Mdfier  oftht  (^lUge^  three  Gentlemen^  and  ethers  with 

Hitlberie. 

jUU  Here,  here,  yonder,  yonder. 
^  Mitfi.  Unnatural,  flinty*  more  than  barbarous, 
*he  Scjthium  in  their  marble-hearted  Fates^ 
^ould  not  have  afted  more  rMiorfelefs  Deeds 
1  their  relentlefs  Natures*  than  thefe  of  thine  ; 
l^as  this  the  anfwer  I  long  waited  on, 
'heSatisfaftion  for  thy  Prifon'd  Brother? 

Huf.  He  can  hare  no  more  of  us  than  our  Skin^^ 
^nd  fome  of  them  want  but  fleaing. 

X  Gent.  Great  Sins  have  made  htm  impudent. 

Mufi.  He's  (hed  fo  niuch  Blood,  that  he  cannot  blulk*        ^ 

2  Gent.  Away  with  him*  bear  him  to  the  Juftices ; 
^  Gentleman  of  Wor(hip  dwells  at  hand, 
'here  (hall  his  Deeds  be  blazed. 

Huf.  Why  all  the  better, 
ly  glory  'tis  to  have  my  Adion  known, 
grieve  for  nothing,  but  I  mifs'd  of  one. 

Maft.  There's  little  of  a  Father  in  that  Grief: 
'car  him  away.  {Exetml 

Enter  d  Kmght^  mth  twe  w  three  Gentlemen. 

Knight.  Endangered  fo  his  Wife,  murder'd  his  Children  { 

X  Gent.  So  the  cry  goes. 

Knight.  I  am  forry  I  eVr  knew  bun. 
liat  ever  i^e  took  Life  and  natural  Beii^ 
^m  (i^ch  an  honoured  Stock*  and  fair  Defcent, 
pin  thhjAzdk  minute  without  Stain  or  Bleoiiih. 

T^^eit.  Here  come  the  Men. 
'nter  the  Mdfter  ef  the  CeUege^  dnd  the  refi^  with  the  Prifinerl 

Knight.  The  Serpent  of  his  Moufe :  Vm  forry  for  this 
ioie,  that  I  am  in  place  of  Juftice.        "    j  ~ 

n  Kk  1  Mm^ 


}i<?4  -^  Yorkfhire  Tragedy. 

Maft.  Pleafe  you.  Sir. 

Knight.  Do  not  repeat  it  twice,  I  ktx>w  too  mucb* 
Would  it  had  ne'er  been  thought  on. 
Sir>  I  bleed  for  you. 

I  Gent.  Your  Father's  Sorrows  arc  alive  in  me  : 
'  What  made  you  (hew  fuch  monftrous  Cruelty  \ 

Hnf.  In  a  word*  Sir, 
I  have  confum*d  all,  plaid  away  long  Acre, 
And  I  thought  it  the  charicableft  Deed  I  could  do 
To  cozen  Beggary,  and  knock  my  Houfe  o'ch'  Head. 

Knight.  I  do  not  think,  but  in  To-morrow's  Judgmcoji 
The  Terror  will  fit  clofer  to  your  Soul, 
When  the  dread  Thought  of  Death rememt;>ers  you; 
To  further  which^  take  this  fad  Voice  from  me» 
Never  was  ad  plaid  more  unnaturally. 

Huf.  I  thank  you,  Sir> 

Knight.  Go  lead = him  to  the  JayL 
Where  Juftice  claims  all,  there  muft  Pity;  fftil. 

Hmf.  Come,  come,  away  with  me.         [fixit  Prifnuri 

Mafi.  Sir»  y ou  deferve  the  WorAiip  of  your  places 
Would  all  did  fo;  in  you  the  Law  is  Grace. 

Knight.  It  is  my  Wi(h  it  (hould  be  (b ; 
Ruinous  Manj  the  Defolation  of  his  Ho^, 
The  blot  upon  his  PredeccdOTor's  honoured  Name : 
That  Man  is  neareft  (hame,  that  is  paft  ih^une.  [Emu 

Entn  Hmband  with  the  Officer St  the  Mufier  4md  GemUmtei 

as  going  hy  his  Heufe^ 

Huf.  I. am  right  againft  my  Houfe,  Seat  of  my  Ancefi- 
orsrlhearmy  Wife's  alive,  but  much  endangered;  letflC 
intreat  to  fpeak  with  hei;  before  the  Prifoo  gripe  me. 

iMter  his  Wife  kr ought  in  a  Chair. 

Gent.  See  here  (he  comes  of  her  klf. 

Wife.  O  my  fweet  Husband,  my  dear  diftrefled  flat  |h 
band,  now  in  the  Hands  of  unrelenting  Lawf» 
My  greateft  Sorrow,  my  extreameft  Bleeding ; 
Now  my  Soul  bleeds. 

Hnf^  How  now  ?  kind  to  me  ? 
Did  not  I  wound  thee,  leave  thee  for  dead  \ 

Wife.  Tur,  far  greater  Wounds  did  ,my  Biieaft  ftely 
Unkindnefs  ftrikes  a  deeper  Wound  than  StecL 


Too 


\ 
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\f ou  havt  been  fttll  unkind  to  me. 

Hnf.  Faith,  and  fo  I  think  I  have; 
[  did  my  Murders  roughly  out  of  hand, 
Defperate  and  fudden,  but  thou  haft  devis'id 
A  fine  way  now  to  kill  me,  thou  haft  given  my  Eyea 
ieveo  wounds  apiece ;  now  glides  the  Devil  from 
Me,  departs  at  every  joint,  heaves  up  my  Nails. 
O  catch  him  new  Torments,  that  were  ne'er  invented : 
Bind  him  one  thoufand  more,  you  bleffed  Angels> 
In  chat  bottomlefs  Pit,  let  him  not  rife 
To  make  Men  aft  unnatural  Tragedies, 
To  fpreid  into  a  Father,  and  in  fury. 
Make  him  his  Childrens  Executioners, 
Murder  his  Wife,  his  Servants,  and  who  not? 
For  that  Man's  dark,  where  Heav*n  is  quite  forgot. 

Wife.  O  my  repentant  Husband! 

Huf.  My  dear  Soul,  whom  I  too  much  have  wroog*d 
For  death  I  die,  and  for  this  I  have  long*d. 

Wife.  Thou  fliouWft  nor>  be  affui*d,  for  thefe  Faults 
Die,  if  the  Law  could  forgive  as  Toon  as  I. 

[Childrw  laid  cut. 

Hnf.  What  Sight  is  yonder  ? 

Wfe.  Oour  two  bleeding  Boys 
I^id  forth  upon  the  Threfhold, 

Huf.  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  a  Heart-ftr^Dg  crack# 
O  were  it  lawful  that  your  pretty  Souls 
Might  took  from  Heav'n  into  your  Father's  Eyes, 
TMXi  (hould  you  fee  the  penitent  GlaiTes  mel^ 
And  both  your  Murders  (hoot  upon  my  Chedcs* 
Sut  you  are  playing  in  the  Angels  Laps,  t 
-And  will  not  look  on  me,  1 

Who  void  of  Grace,  kiird  you  in  beggary* 
O  that  I  might  my  wifhet  now  attain, 
Ilhould  then  wi(h  you  Uving  were  ^^n; 
Though  I  did  beg  with  you,  which  thing  I  fear*d» 
f> 'twas  the  Enemy  my  Eyes  (b  blear'd. 
O  would  you  could  pray  Heaven  me  to  forgive^ 
"That  will  unto  my  End  repentant  live. 

Wife.  It  makes  me  e*en  forget  all  other  Sorrowii 
And  leave  part  with  this* 

^  Cbai(>  will  you  go  {  „ - 


ja.tf^  A  Yprkfiiirc  Tra%fiy.       ' 

Hitf.  I'll  kils  the  Blood  I  TpUt.  tnd  then  Illgof 
My  Soul  is  bloodied,  well  may  my  Lips  be  fo. 
Farewet,  dear  Wifs,  now  thou  and  I  muft  put* 
I  of  thy  wrongs,  repent  me  with  my  Heart. 

Wifu  O  fiay,  thou  fhalc  not  go. 

H»f.  That's  but  in  vain,  you  fee  it  muft  be  ib. 
Farewel  yc  bloody  Allies  o£  my  Boys* 
My  Punifhments  are  their  eternal  Joyi< 
Let  every  Father  Iod(  well  into  his  Deeds, 
And  then  their  Heirs  may  profper,  while  mine  bleeds^ 

{Exit  HmsUnd  with  Offctr 

Mfe.  More  wretched  am  I  now  in  this  diftiefs. 
Than  former  Sorrows  made  me. 

Mafi.  O  kind  Wife,  be  comfotted» 
One  joy  ii  yet  unmurdered. 
You  have  a  Boy  at  Nurfe,  your  Joy'i  in  him. 

Wife>  Dearer  than  all  is  my  poor  Husband's  Life : 
Heav'n  give  my  Body  ftrength,  which  is  yet  faint 
With  much  ezpence  of  Blood,  and  I  will  kneel. 
Sue  far  his  Lite,  number  up  ill  my  Friends 
To  plead  for  pardon  for  my  dear  Husband's  Life. 

Jkfdfi.  Was  it  in  Man  to  wound  To  kind  a  Creature? 
I'll  ever  praife  a  Woman  few  thy  fake. 
I  muft  rettu-n  with  giief,  my  Mfwcr*!  fet» 
I  (Kail  bring  News  weighs  heavier  than  the  Debt. 
Two  Brothers;  the  one  in  Bond  lyes  overthrowD, 
This  on  a  deadlier  Execution.  [Exemnt  mk 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

ter  Ate,  with  Thunder  and  Lightnin^^  all  in 
black,  with  a  burning  Torch  in  one  Hand,  and  a 
bloody  Sword  in  the  other  Hand  f  and  prefently 
let  there  come  forth  a  Lion  running  after  a  Bear^ 
then  come  forth  an  Archer^  -who  muji  kill  the  Lion 
in  adumb  Show^  and  then  depart,  kentain  Ace. 

ATE. 

/»  pasnam  Je^aiur  (jr  ZJmhra. 
Mighty  Lion,  Ruier  of  the  Woods, 
Of  vondrous  Strength  and  great  Proportion,' 
Withbideousnoife  fearing  thetremhlingTreei^ 
With  yelling  Clamours  fhaking  all  th«  Earth, 
Traveift  the  Groves^  and  chac'd  the  w»ndriog 
Beafts : 

•ng  did  he  range  amoag  the  fhady  Trees. 
Id  drave  die  Bly  Baas  befoit  his  ¥%c«  -. 
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When  fuddenly  from  out  a  thorny  Bufli 

A  dreadful  Archer  with  his  Bow  ybenc^ 

Wounded  the  Lion  with  a  difmal  Shaft, 

So  he  him  ftrook,  that  it  drew  forth  the  bloody 

And  fili*d  bis  furious  Heart  with  fretting  Ire  ; 

But  all  in  vain  he  threatneth  Teeth  and  Pawi* 

And  fparkleth  Fire  from  forth  his  flaming  Eyes^ 

For  the  (harp  Shaft  gave  him  a  mortal  Woijuid ; 

So  valiant  Brutt^  the  terror  of  the  World, 

Whofe  only  looks  did  fcare  his  Enemies, 

The  Archer  Death  brought  to  his  lateft  end. 

O  what  may  long  abide  above  this  Ground, 

In  State  of  Blifs  and  healthful  Happinels  !  \lt 

SCENE    IL 

Entif  Brutus  carried  in  4  Chair^  Locrine*  Cambefi  / 
banad,  G>rineius,  Guendeline,  Aifaracus,  DeboD,  4 
Thrafimachus* 

Brn.  Mod  loyal  Lords^  an4  faithful  Followers* 
That  have  with  me>  unworthy  General* 
Paifed  the  greedy  Gulf  of  th"  Ocean* 
Leaving  the  Confines  of  fair  lialj^ 
Behold,  your  Brmm  draweth  nigh  his  end. 
And  I  muft  leave  you,  though  againft  my  Will ; 
My  Sinews  ihrunk,  my  numberM  Senfes  fail, 
A  chilling  cold  poiTefleth  all  my  Bones, 
Black  ugly  Death  with  Vifage  pale  and  wanj 
Prefents  himfelf  before  my  dazled  Eyes» 
And  with  his  Dart  prepared  is  to  ftrike  : 
Thefe  Arm%  my  Lords,  thefe  never  daunted  ArmSf 
That  oft  have  <|ueird  the  Courage  of  my  Foes, 
And  eke  difmay'd  my  Neighbour's  Arrogance^ 
Now  yield  to  Death,  overlaid  with  crooked  Age, 
Devoid  of  Strength  and  of  their  proper  Force  ;   ' 
Even  as  the  lufty  Cedar  worn  with  Years* 
That  far  abroad  her  dainfy  Odour  throws, 
'Mongft  all  the  Daughters  of  proud  Lihunon^  '-- 

This  Heart*  my  Lords,  this  ne*er  appalled  Heartf    ;^ , 
Thzt  was  a  Terror  to  the  botderitig  Landst 
A  doleful  Scourge  unto  my  titi^oMt 
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'ow  by  the  Weapons  of  uopartial  Death 

clove  afunder,  and  bereft  off  Life, 
s  when  the  facred  Oak  with  Thunderbolts, 
Mit  from  the  fiery  Circuit  of  the  Heav*ns» 
iding  along  the  Airs  celeftial  Vauks, 
;  rent  and  cloven  to  the  very  Roots. 
I  vain  therefore  I  ftruggle  with  this  Foe, 
hen  welcome  Death*  fince  God  will  have  it  (o. 

jifsr.  Alas  my  Lord»  we  forrow  at  your  Cafe, 
nd  greive  to  fee  your  Perfon  vexed  thus  ; 
m  whatfoe'er  the  Fates  determined  have, 

lieth  not  in  us  to  difannul^ 
nd  he  that  would  annihilate  his  Mindt 
>aring  with  Icarus  too  near  the  Sun, 
lay  catch  a  fall  with  young  BelUr0fhon. 
or  when  the  fatal  Sifters  have  decreed 
o  feparate  us  from  this  earthly  mould, 
Fo  mortal  Force  can  countermand  their  Minds : 
'hen,  worthy  Lord»  fince  there's  no  way  but  one, 
cafe  your  Laments,  and  leave  your  grievous  moan* 

Cor.  Tour  Highnefs  knows  how  many  Vidories> 
tow  many  Trophies  I  erc&ed  have 
numphantly  in  every  place  we  came* 
*be  GrecUn  Mooarcbt  warlike  Paudraffus^ 
.nd  all  the  Crew  of  the  MoloJJUns  : 
ofarius  the  arm-ftrong  King  ofGauls^ 
ave  felt  the  Force  of  our  viftorious  Arms, 
nd  to  their  Cod  beheld  our  Chivalrie  : 
^here-e'er  yfivr^r^,  handmaid  of  the  Sun, 
/here*e'er  the  Sun,  bright  Guardian  of  the  Day, 
^here-e'er  the  joyful  Day  with  cheerful  Light, 
^here-e'er  the  Light  illuminates  the  World, 
*he  Trojans  Glory  flies  with  golden  Wings, 
(Tings  that  do  foar  beyond  fell  envious  flight, 
'he  fame  of  Sn^iv/ao^.h is  followers  .r 

ierceth  the  Skies,  and  with  the  Skies  the  Throne      '^ 
>f  mighty  7ove»  Commander  of  the  World, 
rhen,  worthy  Brmusi  leave  thefe  fad  Laments, 
>»iifort  your  felf  with  this  your  great  Renown, 
ixA  fear  not  Deatl^  though  he  feem  tetrLble% 


l^tHk^ 


}27^        ^^  T^^^g^^y  ^f  Locrinc. 

JKritf»  Nay»  Corineif^s^  you  mtftake  my  Mind. 
In  conftruing  wrong  the  Caafe  of  my  Complaints; 
I  fear'd  not  t'  yield  my  felf  to  fatal  Death, 
God  knows  it  was  the  leaft  of  all  my  Thoughts, 
A  greater  Care  torments  my  very  Bonesj 
And  makes  me  tremble  at  the  thought  of  itf 
And  in  your  Lordings  doth  the  Subftance  lye. 

Thfa.  Moft  NoUe  Lord,  if  ought  your  Loyal  Peen 
Accom^ih  may,  to  eafe  your  lingring  Grief, 
I,  in  the  name  of  all,  proteft  to  you. 
That  we  would  boldly  enterprife  the  fame. 
Were  it  to  enter  to  black  Tdridrns^ 
Where  triple  CerbetHs  with  his  venomous  Throat, 
Scareth  the  Ghofts  with  high  refounding  Noife, 
We'll  either  rent  the  Bowels  of  the  Earth, 
Searrching  the  entrails  of  the  brutiih  Earthy 
Or  with  bis  IxioHS  overdaring  foon. 
Be  bound  in  Chains  of  ever*during  Steek 

Brn^  Then  barken  to  your  Soveraign*s  lateft  Words, 
In  which  I  will  unto  you  all  unfold. 
Our  Royal  Mind  and  refolute  Intent. 
When  golden  Hcbty  Daughter  to  great  J^ve^ 
Cover'd  my  n>anly  Cheeks  with  youthful  Down, 
Th'^unhappy  Slaughter  of  my  lucklefs  Sire, 
]>rove  me  and  old  ^Jfar4chHs  mine  Eame,. 
As  Exiles  from  the  Bounds  of  Italp 
So  that  perforce  we  were  conftrain'd  to  fly 
To  Grecians  Monarch,  noble  Pandrdjfusy 
There  I  alone  did  undertake  your  Caufe, 
There  I  reftor*d  your  antique  Liberty, 
Though  Gresid  frowned)  and  all  M0hJJU  ftorm*d. 
Though  brave  Antigonm^  with  martial  Band, 
In  pitched  Field  encountred  me  and  mine. 
Though  PandrmffHS  and  his  Contributaries, 
With  all  the  rout  of  their  Confederates^ 
Sought  to  deface  our  glorious  Memory^ 
And  wipe  the  Name  ot  Trojans  from  th^  Ettth ; 
Him  did  I  captivate  with  this  mine  Ahtl, 
And  by  Compulfion  forc'd  him  to  agre^ 
To  certain  Articles^  which  there  we  did  ^ro^otuid* 
AQm  GreeU  through  the  bovfiteto\xi  H«\Uff«iit^ 
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came  into  the  Fields  of  Leftrigen^ 
lereat  our  Brother.  CorinHus  was ; 
ich  when  we  pafled  the  CkiUan  ©ulf, 

I  fo  transfretting  tht  lUkinn  Seat 
ived  on  the  Coafts  of  ^mitain  ; 

ere  with  an  Army  of  his  barbarous  GamU 
Iftrius  and  His  Brother  GsuhelHs 
rountring  with  our  Hoft,  fi^ft^in'd  the  FoiI» 
i  for  your  falm  my  Tfirnm  there  I  loft  ; 
ntis  that  flew  (ix  hundred  Men  at  Armsp 
in  an  Hour,  with  his  Aiarp  Battle-Axe, 
m  thence  upon  the  ftronds  of  Albion 

Corm  Haven  happily  we  came, 
d  queird  the  Giants*  come  of  Albion* s  Race, 
th  Gogmagogt  Son  to  SamothcHSj 
e  curfed  Captain  of  that  damned  Crew, 
d  in  that  Ifle  at  length  I  placed  you. 
w  let  me  fee^  if  my  laborious  Toils, 
.11  my  Care,  if  all-  my  grievous  Wounds* 
.11  my  Diligence  were  well  cmploy'd. 
7aK  When  firft  I  followed  thee  and  thine,  brave  King^ 
azarded  my.  Life  and  deareft  Blood, 

purchafe  Favour  at  your  Princely  Hands, 
d  for  the  fame-  in  dangerous  Attempts, 
fundry  Conflidf,;  and  in  divers  Broils,' 
lew'd  the  Courage  of  my  manly  Mind  ; 
:  this  I  combated  with  G^uhelus, 
le  Brother  to  Gofflf^rim  of  GomI  ; 
r  this  I  fought  with  furious  Goimagog, 
favage  Captain  of  a  favage  Crew  ; 
d  for  thefe  Deeds  brave  Cornwall  I  receiv'd, 
grateful  Gift  eiv*n  by  a  gracious  King  ; 
d  for  this  Gin^  this  Life  and  deareft  Blood 

II  Corineim  fpend  for  Brmns  good* 

Dob.  And  what  my  Friend,  brave  Prance,  hath  vow*d  tip 

you, 
e  fame  will  Dobom  do  unto  his  end. 
Brn.  Then,  Loyal  Peerst  fince  you  are  all  agreed^ 
id  refolute  to  follow  Brmmi  Hefts, 
irour  my  Sons,  favor  thofe  Orphans^  Lbrds^ 
id  ihield  them  from  the  Dangers  of  their  Foea^ 
trifff,  the  Columo  of  my  FimUyt  ^s^ 


}  Z74       ^*  Tragedy  of  Locritie. 

And  only  Pillar  of  my  weaken*d  Age  : 

Locritte^  draw  near,  draw  near  unto  thy  Sire» 

And  take  thy  lateft  Bleffings  at  his  Hands : 

Andy  for  thou  art  the  eldeft  of  iiiy  Sons, 

Be  thou  a  Captain  to  thy  Brethren, 

And  imitate  thy  aged  Father's  fteps, 

Which  will  condud  thee  to  true  Honour's  Gate  ; 

For  if  thou  follow  facred  Virtues  lore» 

Thou  (halt  be  crowned  with  a  Laurel  Branchy 

And  wear  a  Wreath  of  fempiternal  Fame, 

Sorted  aroongft  the  Glorious  happy  ones. 

Lm.  If  Locrine  do  not  follow  your  Advice, 
And  bear  himfelf  in  all  things  like  a  Prince 
That  feeks  to  amplifie  the  great  Kenown, 
Left  unto  him  for  an  Inheritance^ 
By  thofe  that  were  his  Anceftors, 
Let  me  be  flung  into  the  Ocean^ 
And  fwallow*d  in  the  Bowels  of  the  Earth* 
Or  let  the  ruddy  Lightning  of  great  Jove^ 
Defcend  upon  this  my  devoted  Head. 

[Brutus  tak^g  Guendeline  by  tbf  Hini. 

Brn.  But  for  I  fee  you  all  to  be  in  doubt. 
Who  fhall  be  matched  with  our  Koyal  Son, 
Locrine,  receive  this  Prefent  at  my  Hand  ; 
A  Gift  more  rich  than  are  the  wealthy  Mines 
Found  in  the  Bowels  of  Americd. 
Thou  (halt  be  fpoufcd  to  fair  Gnendelimx 
Love  her,  and  take  her,  for  (he  is  thine  own. 
If  fo  thy  Uncle  and  her  felf  do  pleafe. 

Cor.  And  herein  how  your  Hi^hneis  honours  me. 
It  cannot  now  be  in  my  Speech  expreft  ; 
For  careful  Parents  glory  not  fo  much 
At  their  Honour  and  Promotion, 
As  for  to  fee  the  iffue  of  their  Blood 
Seated  in  Honour  and  Profperity. 

Giun.  And  far  be  it  from  my  pure  maiden  Thoughts 
To  contradid  her  aged  Father's  Wilf. 
Therefore  (ince  he  to  whom  I  muft  obey, 
Harh  giv'n  me  now  unto  your  royal  felf, 
I  will  not  ftand  aloof  from  off  the  lure. 

Lib 
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fou  havt  been  (Itll  unkind  to  me. 

Hnf.  Faith,  and  fo  I  think  I  have; 
did  my  Murders  roughly  out  of  hand, 
)efperate  and  fudden,  but  thou  haft  devis'd 
I  fine  way  now  to  kill  me,  thou  haft  given  my  Eyea 
ieveo  wounds  apiece ;  now  glides  the  Devil  from 
Me,  departs  at  every  joint,  heaves  up  my  Nails. 
3  catch  him  new  Torments,  that  were  ne'er  invented : 
Bind  him  one  thoufand  more,  you  bleffed  Angelsj 
In  dbat  bottomlefs  Pit,  let  him  not  rife 
To  make  Men  aft  unnatural  Tragedies, 
To  fpread  into  a  Father,  and  in  fury, 
ilake  him  his  Childrens  Executioners, 
Murder  his  Wife,  his  Servants,  and  who  not  ? 
'or  that  Man's  dark,  where  Heav'n  is  quite  forgot. 

Wife.  O  my  repentant  Husband! 

Hmf.  My  dear  Soul,  whom  I  too  much  have  wronged 
or  death  I  die,  and  for  this  I  have  |ong*d. 

Wife.  Thou  fliouWft  nor>  be  affui*d,  for  thefe  Faults 
>ie,  if  the  Law  could  forgive  as  fobn  as  I. 

[ChiUrw  laid  otit. 

Huf.  What  Sight  is  yonder  ? 

Wife.  Oour  two  bleeding  Boys 
uid  forth  upon  the  Threshold. 

Hnf.  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  a  He^-ftrjtog  cracK* 
!>  were  it  lawful  that  vour  pretty  Souls 
liig^  took  from  Heav  n  into  your  Father's  Eyes, 
rhen  (hould  you  fee  the  penitent  GlaiTes  melt, 
Ind  both  your  Murders  (hoot  upon  my  Checks. 
)ut  you  are  playing  in  the  Angels  Laps,  t 
Und  will  not  look  on  me,  > 

XTho  void  of  Grace,  kill'd  you  in  beggary. 
D  that  I  might  my  wifhet  now  attain^ 
[  (hould  then  wi(h  you  Itving  were  ^^n; 
Though  I  did  beg  with  you,  whi^h  thing  I  fear*d> 
3 'twas  the  Enemy  my  Eyes  fo  blear'd. 
D  would  you  could  pray  Heaven  me  to  forgive^ 
That  will  unto  my  End  repentant  live. 

Wife.  It  makes  me  e*en  forget  all  other  Sorrowi^ 
KtA  leave  part  with  this* 

qfi  Come,  will  you  go  ?  ^  . 


3 17^      ^^  Tragedy  of  Lo^riii«^ 

Mine  Eyes  wax  dim,  o*cr-caft  with  CloudS  of  Age. 

The  pangs  of  Death  compafs  my  erased  Bofiesy 

Thus  to  you  all  my  Bleffings  I  bequeath. 

Arid  with  my  Blefling?,  this  my  fleeting  SouL 

My  Glafs  is  rufij  and  all  my  Miferies 

Do  end  with  Life;  Death  clofeth  up  milfc  Eyes, 

My  Soul  in  haft'e  flies  to  the  Eljfian  Fields.  [flip  die 

Loc.  Accurfed  Strfrs,  damn'd  and  accurfed  Stars, 
T*  abbreviate  my  noble  Father's  Life; 
Hard  hearted  Gofls,  and  too  too  envious  Fates, 
Thus  to  cut  ofF-my  Father's  fatal  Thread, 
Brutus  that  was  a  Glory  to  us  all, 
Brutus  that  was  a  Terror  to  his  FOcs, 
Alas  too  (oon  by  Demogargons  Knift,v 
The  martial  Brt^us  is  bereft  of  Life. 
No  fad  Complaints  may  move  juft  Eaeus. 

Cor.  No  dreadful  Threats  can  fear  Judge  Rhcd&maHtk 
Wert  thou  as  ftrong  as  mighty  Hercules, 
7  hat  tamed  the  huge  Monfters  of  the  World, 
PJaid'ft  thou  as  fweet,  ort  the  f \^ect  founding  Lute, 
As  did  the  Spoufe  of  hnEuridicej 
That  did  encfeattt'the  Waters  with  his  Noifcj 
And  made  the  Stohes,  Birds,  Beafts,  tdleadaDarice, 
Conftrain'd  the  hilly  Trees  to  foflow'  him. 
Thou  could'ft  not* move  the  Judge  of  Er^bus^ 
Nor  move  Compaffiqii  ih  grim  Plmtfs  Heart, 
For  fatal  Mors  e3cpe(9feth  all  the  World, 
And  every  Man  muft  tread  the  way  of  Death' ; 
Brave  Tantalus^  the  valiant  Pekfs  Sire, 
Gueft  to  the  Gods,  fiiflfered"  untimelt  Death, 
And  old  Ttthonus  Husband  to  the  Mbrn, 
And  eke  grim  Aiin^s  whom  juft  Jupiter 
Deign'd  to  admit  unto  his  Sacrifice, 
The  thundring  Trumpets  of  B1bod-thir(!y  At^s. 
The  fearful  raw  of  fell  TiJ^hoen. 
The  boiftrous  Waves  of  humid  Ocean, 
Are  Inftrumenrs  and  Tools  of  difo^aF  Death. 
Then  noble  Coufin  ceafe  to  mourn  his  chance, 
Whofe  Age  and  Years  were  Signs  that  he  ftiould  dye. 
It  refteth  now  that  we  inter  his  Bones, 

Tfe 
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That  was  a  Terror  to  his  Enemies. 

Fake  up  his  Coarfe,  and  Princes  hold  him  dead» 

IVho  while  he  liv'd,  upheld  the  Trojan  State. 

Jound  brums  and  Trumpets,  march  to  Trinovantl 

There  to  provide  our  Chieftaio^s  Funeral.  [Exeunu 

SCENE     Hi. 

Enter  Strumbo  above  in  a  Gown^  with  Ink  and  Paper         ^ 

in  his  hand. 

Strum.  Either  the  four  ElemeoY^y  th'e  feven  Planets  and  z\i 
lie  particular  Stars  of  the  Pole  Ahtartick,  are  adyerfitive 
gainft  me,  or  elfe  I  was  begotten  and  born  in  the  Wain  of 
le  Moon,  when  every  thing,  as  LaUantiut  in  his  fourth  Book 
f  Conftultatibns  doth  fay,  goeth  arfward*     Ay  Mafters,  ay, 
ou  may  Iaugh>  butlmuft  weep;  youmayjoy^  butlmuft 
irrow;  (hedding  fait  Tears  from  the  watry  Fountains  of  my 
loift  dainty  fair  Eyes,  along  my  comely  and  fmooth  Cheeks, 
I  as  great  plenty  as  the  Water  runneth  from  the  Bucking- 
lbs,  or  red  tVine  out  of  the  Hogs-heads :   for  trtift  me^ 
rentlemen  and  my  very  good  Friends,  and  fo  forth :  the  lit- 
e  god,  nay  the  defperate  god  Ct^rit^  withoneof  his  vengible 
irds  bolts,  hath  (hot  ine  unto  the  Heel :  fo  not  only,  but 
ioy  oh  fine  phrafe,  I  burn,  I  btirn,  and  I  burn  a,   in  love^ 
i  love,  and  m  fove  a^  thStrttmtoM  whgt  haft  thou  feen,  not 
'iua  with  the  Afs  Tom  f  Yea,  with  thefe  Eyes  thou   haft 
en  her,  and  therefore  pull  them  out,  for  they  will  work 
ly  Bail.     Ah  Strumbo^  haft  thou  heard  the  Voice  of  the  * 
fightingale,  but  a  Voice  fweetcr  than  hers,  yea,  with  thefe 
ars  haft  thou  heard  them,  and  therefore  cut  them  oflF,  for 
ley   have  caus'd  thy  forrow.     Nay  Strnmboy  kill  thy  fel^ 
"own  thy  felf,  hang   thy  felf,  ftatve  thy  felf.     Oh,  but 
len  I  (hall  leave  my  fwcet  Heart,     Oh  my  Heart  i  Now 
ite  for  thy  Mafter,  I  will  dite  an  aliquant  Love-piftle  to 
iTy  and  then  (he  hearing  the  grand  verbofity  of  my  Scrip- 
re,  will  love  my  prefently. 

[Let  him  T^rite  a  Utile,  and  then  readi 

yot.  vr,  Li  ^M 
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My  Pen  is  naught.  Gentlemen,  lend  me  a  Knife,  I  think tk 
more  hafte  the  worft  fpeed. 

[Then  write  agAin^  and  after  reaJL 

So  it  iSi  Miftrefs  Dorotkji  and  the  fole  efTence  of  mySooIi 
that  the  little  fparkles  of  afi^ftion  kindled  in  me  cowards  your 
fweet  felf>  hath  now  increas'd  to  a  great  flames  and  will  e'er 
it  be  long  confume  my  poor  Heart,  except  you  with  the 
pleafant  water  of  your  fecret  Fountain,  quench  the  furious 
heat  of  the  fame.  Alas,  I  am  a  Gentleman  of  good  FamCi 
and  Name,  majeflical>  in  Apparel  conaelj,  in  Gate  portly. 
Let  not  therefore  your  gentle  Heart  be  fo  hard,  as  to  a^ 
ipife  a  proper  tall  young  Man  of  a  handfome  Life,  and  by 
defpifing  him,  not  only  but  alfo  to  kill  hi(pr  Thus  ex- 
pe(^ing  time  and  tide,  I  bid  you  fareweL  Your  Servant^ 
Signior  Strumho* 

Oh  Wit,  O  Pate,  O  Memory,  O  Hand,  O  Ink,  O  P^- 
Well,  now  I  will  fend  it  away.  Tromffru  Trompart^  whit 
a  Villain  is  this?  Why  Sirrah,  come  when  your  Mailer 
calls  you.     Trompart. 

Trowpart  entring  faiths  Anon,  Sir. 

Strnm.  Thou  knoweft*  my  pretty  Boy,  what  a  good 
Mafter  I  have  been  to  thee  ever  Hnce  I  took  thee  into  my 
lervice.  t 

Trom.  Ay,  Sir.  ii 

Strum.  And  how  I  have  cheriihed  thee  alwaysj  asif  thoa 
hadft  been  the  fruit  of  my  Loins,  Fleih  of  my  Flefh,  and 
Bone  of  my  Bone,    . 

Trom.  Ay,  Sir.      * 

Strnm.  Then  ftiew  thy  felf  herein  a  tnifty  Servant,  and 
carry  this  Letter  to  Miftrefc  Dorothy^  and  tellhen  ■ 

[speaking  in  his  Ear.    Exit  Trompirt* 

Strnm.  Nay,  M afters,  you  (hall  fee  a  Marriage  by  and  by. 
But  here  ihe  comes.     Now  muft  I  frame  my  amorous  FalSoDSt  j^ 

Enter  Dorothy  and  Trompart. 

Dor.  Signior  Strnmboj  well  met,  I  received  your  Letters 
by  your  Man  here,  who  told  me  a  pitiful  ftory  of  your 
anguilh,  and  fo  underftanding  your  Faxons  were  fo  greiti 
I  came  hither  fpeedily. 

Strum.  Oh,  my.  fweet  and  Pigfney,  the  fecundity  of 
my  ingcny  is  net  fo  great,  that  may  declare  unto  you  tht 

for- 


r 
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forrowftil  Sohs,  and  broken  Sleeps  that  I  fuffer'd  for  you 
ake;  and  therefore  t  defire  yoii  Yo  receive  rhe  into  your 
ainiliarity« 

Fo^jomr  Lovt  doth  Ije, 
As  near  and  as  ni^h, 
Vnto  mj  Heart  within^ 
At  mint  Eye  to  my  Nofe^ 
Mj  Leg  unto,  my  Hofe^ 
And  mj  Fkjb  untio  my  Skin. 

lior.  Truly,  Mn  Strun^o^  ybu  fpeak  too  learnedljr 
*or  me  to  undecftand  the  drift  6f  your  Mind,  and  there- 
ore  tell  your  Tale  in  plain  terms,  and  leave  6ff  your  dark 
liddles; 

Strum.  Alas,  Miftrefs  Dorothy^  this  is  my  luck,  that  when 

taoft  would,  I  cannot  be  underftood :  fo  that  my  .great 

itming  is  an  inconvenience  unto  me.    But  to  fpeak  in  plain 

Mtns,  I  love  you,  TAxfixtts  horothy,  if  you  Kke  to  accept  me 

Ito  your  familiarity. 

Dor.  If  this  be  alJ,  I  am  content. 

[Turning  t^  thfi, People^ 

Strum.  Say 'ft  thou  fo^  fwect  Wench,  let  nac  hck  thy  Toes. 
arewel»  Miftrefs*  If  any  of  ypu  be  in  love,  provide  ye  a 
^p  Cafe  full  of  new  coin'd  words^  and  thep  ihall  you  foon 
»vc  the  fuccddo  de  labres^  and  fomething  elfe.         [Exeunt. 

S    GENE.      IV. 

ntcr  Locrine,  Guendeline,  Camber,  Albanad:,  Corineiusi 
Aflarachus,  Debon,  and  Thrafimachus* 

Lot.  Uncle  and  Princes  of  brave  Biritany^ 
Dce  that  oiir  noble  Father  is  Entomb'd, 
s  beft  befeem'd  fo  brave  a  Prince  as  he> 
*fo  you  pleafe,  this  day  my  Love  and  I, 
^ithin  the  Temple  of  Concordia^  * 
ill  folemni:£e  our  Royal  Marriage. 

Thra.  Right  noble  Lord,  ^jfSurSubjefls  everyone 
Luft  needs  obey  your  Highnefs  at  command^ 
fpecially  in  fuch  a  Caufe  as  this, 
bat  much  concerns  your  Highnefs  great  cotvutvx. 

LI  2  ^^^^ 
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Lou  Then  Frolick,  Lordings,  to  fair  Concord's  Walls, 
Where  we  will  pafs  the  Day  ip  Knightly  fports^ 
The  Night  in  Dancing  and  in  figurd  Masks, 
And  ofter  to  God  Rtfm  all  our  (ports,  \^£xeMurl 

ACT     II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

£nter  Ate  as  before,  after  a  little  Lightning  and  Thnndring^  let 
there  come  forth  this  floowm  Perleus  and,  Andromeda*  h^Mi 
in  hand,  and  Cepheus  alfi  with  Swords  and  Targets.  Then  let 
there  come  ont  of  another  DowVhmeM^  allltUck^in  ArmoWt 
with  ^Ethiopians  after  him,  driving  in  VttkuSy  and  having 
taken  awaj  Andromeda,  let  them  depart.  Ate  remainingjfajs, 

Regit  omnia  ntfmen» 

WHen  Perfeus  married  fair  jlndromed^^  . 
The  only  Daughter  of  King  Cefhens, 
He  thought  he  had  efl:abli(h*d  well  his  Crownf 
And  that  his  Kingdom  (hould  for  aye  endure. 
But  lo  proud  Phineus  with  a  Band  of  Men*  | 

Contrived  of  Sun-burnt  ^y£thiofians^ 
By  force  of  Arms  the  Bride  he  took  from  him^ 
And  turn'd  their  joy  into  a  flood  of  tears. 
So  fares  it  with  young  Locrine  and  bis  Love, 
He  thinks  this  marriage  tendeth  to  his  weal» 
But  this  foul  day,  this  foul  accurfed  day. 
Is  the  beginning  of  his  miferies. 
Behold  where  Humber  and  his  Scythians 
Approacheth  nigh  with  all  his  Warlike  TraiD^ 
I  need  not  I»  the  fequcl  fliall  declare. 
What  tragick  chances  fell  out  in  this  War.  [J&wri 

SCENE      II. 

£;y/^ Humber,  Hubba,  Eftrild,  Segar,  and  their  Soldkrs, 

Hnm.  At  length  the  Snail  doth  climb  the  higheft  tops, 
Afcending  up  the  (lately  Caftle  Walls; 
At  length  the  Water  with  continual  drops» 
Doth  penetrate  the  hardcft  Marble  Stone ; 
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At  length  we  are  arriv'd  in  jUbion. 

Nor  could  the  barbarous  DMcian^  SoveraigOi 

Nor  yet  the  Ruler  of  brave  Belgia,  ^ 

Stay  us  from  cutting  over  to  this  Ifle ; 

Whereas  I  hear  a  Troop  of  Phrygians 

Under  the  Condud  of  P9fihmmiHS  Son, 

Have  pitched  up  Lordly  Pavillions, 

And  hope  to  profper  in  this  lovply  Ifle : 

But  I  will  fruftrate  all  their  Foofifh  hope. 

And  teach  theoi  that  the  Scythian  Emperor 

Leads  Fortune  tied  in  a  Chain  of  Goldi 

Conftraining  her  to  yield  unto  his  will. 

And  grace  him  with  their  R  egal  Diadem : 

Which  I  will  have,  maugre  their  treble  Hofts^ 

And  all  the  power  their  petty  Kings  can  make. 

Hub.  If  (he  that  rules  fair  Rhamtfis  golden  Gate, 
Grant  us  the  honour  of  the  Viftory, 
As  hitherto  (he  always  favoured  us. 
Right  noble  Father,  we  will  rule  the  Land» 
Enthonifed  in  Seats  of  Topaz  ftohes. 
That  Locrinc  and  his  Brethren  all  may  know, 
Nonemufl  be  King  but  Humber  znd  his  Son. 

Hnm.  Courage  my  Son>  Fortune  (hall  favour  us. 
And  yield  to  us  the  Coronet  of  Bays, 
That  decketh  none  but  noble  Conquerors. 
But  what  faith  Eftrild  to  thefe  Regions  ? 
How  liketh  (he  the  temperature  thereof? 
Are  they  not  pleafant  in  her  gracious  Eyes  ?  ^ 

Efi.  The  Plains,  my  Lord,  garnilh'd  with  FUra*s  wealth* 
And  over- fpread  with  party-colour'd  Flowers,  *^^ 
Do  yield  fweet  contentation  to  my  mind ; 
The  airy  Hills  enclos'd  with  (ha(iy  Groves, 
The  Groves  repleni(h'd  with  fweet  chirping  Birds, 
The  Birds  refounding  Heav'nly  Melody, 
Are  equal  to  the  Groves  of  TToeJJaly, 
Where  Phcehns  with  thefe  learned  Ladies  nine. 
Delight  themfelves  with  Mufick's  Harmony, 
And  from  the  moifture  of  the  Mountain  tops^ 
The  (ilent  Springs  dance  down  with  murmuring  ftreaniSy 
And  water  all  the  ground  with  cryftal  WaNt% 
Thecemh  bhds  of  Eur  us  modeft  >N\t\4> 
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Moving  the  pattering  Leaves  of  SilvancS  Woods^ 

Do  equal  it  with  Tempers  Paradife, 

And  thus  conforted  m  to  onq  effeft. 

Do  make  me  think  thefe  are  the  happy  Iflcs, 

Moft  Fortunate  if  Hnmber  may  them  win. 

H:ih.  Mada«n,  where  Refbltition  leads  the  wayjl 
And  Courage  lollows  with  embolden'd  pace^ 
Fortuue  can  never  ufe  h?r  Tyranny; 
For  Valiantnefs  is  hke  ni^to  a  Rock 
That  ftandeth  on  the  Waves  of  Opean, 
Which  though  the  Billows  beaf  oa  every  fid&, 
And  Boreas  fdl  with  his  tempeftuous  ftorms* 
Bloweth  upon  it  with  a  hideous  clamour, 
Yet  it  remaineth  ftill  unmpveable. 

H^m.  Kingly  refolv'd,  thop  glory  of  thy  Sire  : 
But  worthy  Seg^r^  what  uncouth  novelties 
Bring'ft  thou  unto  our  Royal  l^ajefty  ? 

Seg.  My  Lord,  the  youn^eft  of  all  Brmtus  Sons," 
Stout  AlbmaU^  with  millions  of  Men, 
Approacheth  nigh,  and  mean^th  e'er  tne  Morn, 
To  try  your  force  by  dint  of  fital  Sword. 

Hum.  Tut,  let  him  come  with  millions  of^Hofts^ 
He  (hall  find  entertainment  good^cnough. 
Yea,  fit  for  thofc  that  are  our  Enemies : 
For  we'll  receive  them  at  the  Lances  points. 
And  maffacre  their  Bodies  with  our  Blades : 
Yea,  though  they  were  in  number  infinite. 
More  than  the  mighty  Baitjloman  Queen, 
Semiramis  the  Ruler  of  the  Weft, 
Brought  'gainft  the  Emperor  of  the  Sfjfhiansi 
Yet  would  we  not  ftart  back  one  foot  from  them: 
That  they  might  know  we  are  invincible. 

Hnb.  Now  by  great  Jovej  the  fupream  King  of  Hcav'ni 
And  the  immortal  Gods  that  live  therein. 
When  as  the  Morning  fliewsjiischearful  JFace, 
And  Lucifer  mounted  upon  his  Steed, 
Brings  in  the  Chariot  of  the  golden  Sun, 
rjl  mebt  young  jSlbana^  in  th*  open  Field, 
And  cracic  i^y  Launce  upon  his  Burganet, 
To  try  the  Valour  of  his  boyifli  Strength: 
Then  mil  I  (hew  fuch  luiYituV  C^t&^cV^:i 
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Und  caufe  fo  great  effufion  of  Blood, 

That  all  his  Boys  (hall  wonder  at  my  ftrdngth. 

\s  when  the  warlike  Queen  of  jitHaiutns^ 

^enthefilea^  armed  with  her  Launce^ 

Sirt  with  a  Corflet  of  bright  (hinihg  Steel, 

Coopt  up  the  faint-heart  Grecians  in  the  Camp. 

Hum.  Spoke  like' a  warlike  Knight,  my  noble  Son, 
t4ay,  like  a  Prince  that  feeks  his  Father's  Joy. 
rhierefore  to  Morrow  e*er  fair  Titan  ihine, 
&.nd  balhful  Eos  Meflenger  of  Light, 
Expels  the  liquid  flieep  from  out  MensEyes, 
rhou  fhalt  condud  the  right  Wing  of  the  Hod, 
The  left  Wing  (hall  \k  under  Scgdr^s  change. 
The  Rearward  (hall  be  under  me  my  felf; 
And  lovely  El/hid^  fair  and 'gracious, 
[f  Fortune  favour  me  in  mine  attempts^ 
Thou  (halt  be  Qixitn  of  lovely  jilthn. 
Fortune  (hall  favour  me  in  mine  attempts* 
And  make  thee  Queen  of  lovely  Albion. 
Come  let  us  in  and  mufter  up  our  Train, 
And  furni(h  up  our  lufty  Soldiers, 
That  they  may  be  a  Bulwark  to  our  flate, 
And  bring  our  wiflied  joys  to  perfed  end.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      III. 

Enter  Strumbo,  Dorothy,  and  Trompart*  CobUng  Shooes^ 

and  Singing. 

Trom.  We  Coblers  lead  a  merrj  life : 
All.  Dany  dan,  dan^  dan» 
Strum,  yhid  of  aU  envy  and  ftrife  : 
AD.  Dan  diddle  dan. 
Dor.  Ottr  eafe  is  greats  o$er  labour  fmall : 
All.  Dan^  dan^  dan^  dan. 
Strum.  And  yet  our  gains  be  much  withal : 
All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 
Dor.  With  this  art  fifine  and  fair  : 
All.  Dan^  dan;  dan^  dan. 
Trom.  No  occupation  may  compare  : 
All.  Dan  diddle  dan. 

Strum.  For  merry  pajtime  and  jojifnl  gUc  ;  , 

Daff,  da^,  dan,  dan^  ^^  \  ^^ 
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Dor.  Mofi  happy  Men  we  Coolers  be  ; 

Dan  diddle  aan» 
Trom.  The  Can  fiands  full  of  nappy  jUc^ 

Dartj  dan^  dan^  dan. 
Strum.   In  our  Skjof  Jitll  withoftten  fail  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Dor.  Tlois  ts  our  Meat,  this  is  our  Food  : 

Dany  dan^  dapj  dan* 
Trom.  This  brings  us  to  a  merry  mood  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Strum.  This  makes  HS  workJorCprnpanj  : 

Danj  dany  dan^  dan. 
Dor.  To  pull  the  T^itkards  cheerfully  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Trom.  Drinks  to  thy  Husban4f  porothy,' 

Dany  dany  dany  dan. 
Dor.  Pfljy  then  my  Strumbo  there's  tP  thee  : 

Dan  diddle  dan. 
Scrum.  Drinks  thoH  the  refi  Trompart>  amain: 

Dany  dany  dany  dan. 
Dor,  IVhen  that  is gonOy  wllfilCt  again: 
Dan  diddle  dan. 

Eifter  Captain* 
Cap.  The  pooreft  ftate  is  fartheft  from  annoyi 
How  merrily  he  iittech  on  his  Stool : 
But  when  he  fees  that  need's  he  muft  be  prefix, 
{ie'll  turn  hi$  note  and  (ing  another  tune. 
Ho,  by  your  leave  Maftcr  Cobler. 

Strum.  You  are  welcome,  Gentleniany  what  will  you  an]r 
old  Shooes  or  Buskins,  or  will  you  have  your  Shooes clouted; 
I  will  do  them  as  well  as  any  Cobjer  in  Cathnes  whatfoever! 

[Captain  Jbewing  him  Prefs-mnsj* 

Capt^  O  Matter  Coyer,  y  pa  are  far  deceiv*d  in  me,fordooc 

you  fee  this?    I  come  not  to  buy  any  ShooeSf  but  to  buy 

your  felf ;  come^  Sir,  you  piuft  hf  a  Soldier  iD  the  King's 

Caufe. 

Strum.  Why,  but  hear  yop.  Sir,  has  your  King  any 
Comniiflion  to  take  any  Man  againft  his  will  ?  I  promife 
you,  I  can  fcant  believe  it^  or  did  he  give  you  Commif- 

fion  ?  '       '  V     •   . 

^  Of. 
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Cdpt»  O  Sir,  you  need  not  care  for  that,  I  need  no  Com- 
million :  hold  here»  I  command  you  in  the  name  of  our 
King  jilbanatl^  to  appear  to  Morrow  in  the  Town-Houfe  of 
Cathnes. 

Strum.  King  NaStabaU^  I  cry  God  mercy,  what  have  we 
to  do  with  him,  or  he  with  us  ?  but  you.  Sir  Matter  Ca- 
pontail,  draw  your  Pafiboard,  or  elfe  I  promife  you,  I'll 
give  you  a  Canvafado  with  a  Baftinado  over  your  Shoulders^ 
and  teach  you  to  come  hither  with  your  implements. 

Caf.  I  pray  thee  good  Fellow  be  content,  I  do  the  King's 
Comimand* 

Strum.  Put  me  out  of  your  Book  them 

Cap.  I  may  nor,  \Sttumho  fnatching  up  a  ftaff. 

Strum,  No  will,  come,  Sir»  will  your  Stomach  ferve  you,  by 
gogs  blew  hood  and  halidom,  I  will  have  a  bout  with  you, 

\Tight  both. 
Enter  ThraGmachus. 

Thrd.  How  now,  what  noife,  what  fudden  clamoui^s  this? 
How  now,  my  Captain  and  the  Cobler  fo  hard  at  it§ 
Sirs  what  is  your  quarrel  ? 

Caf.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  that  be  will  not  take  Prefs*mo- 
ny. 

Thra.  Herf ,  good  Fellow,  take  it  at  my  command, 
Unlefs  you  mean  to  be  ftretch'd.  ' 

Strum.  Truly,  Maftcr  Gentleman,  IlacknoMony,  if  you 
pleafe  I  will  refign  it  to  one  of  thefe  poor  Fellows.  •  • 

Thra.  No  fuch  matter, 
Look  you  be  at  the  common  Houfe  to  morrow. 

\Exit  Thralimachus  and  the  Captain. 

Strum.  O  Wife,  I  have  {pun  a  fair  thread,  if  I  had  been 
quiet,  I  had  not  been  Preft,  and  therefore  well  may  I 
lament ;  But  come  Sirrah,  (hut  up,  for  we  muil  to  the  Wars. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

Enter  Albanad,  Debon,  Thrafimachus,  and  the  Lords. 

Alba.  Brave  Cavaliers,  Princes  of  jilbanj^ 
Whofe  trenctiant  Blades  with  our  deceafed  Sire, 
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Faffing  the  Frontires  of  brave  Grecia, 

Wde  bathed  in  our  Enemies  lukewarm  blood. 

Now  is  the  time  to  manifeft  your  wilki . 

Your  haughty  minds  and  refolutions. 

Now  opportunity  is  ofiFered 

To  try  your  courage  and  your  eaneft  zeal. 

Which  you  always  proteft  to  AlbanaS^ 

For  at  tnis.  time,  yea  at  this  prefent  time. 

Stout  Fugitives  come  from  the  Scythians  bounds 

Have  peiired  every  p]ax:e  with  mutinies: 

But  trufl:  me,  Lordings,  I  will  never  ceafe 

To  perfecuce  the  Rafcal  Runnagates, 

*TiIl  att.  the  Rivers  flain^  with  their  blood. 

Shall  fully  (hew  their  fatal  overthrow. 

Dib.  So  (hall  your  HJghnefs  merit  great  renown^ 
Aud  imitate  your  aged  Father's  fteps. 

Alba.  But  tell  me,  Coofin,  cam'ft  thou  through  the  Plains? 
Aodfaw'ft  thou  there  the  faint-heart  Fugitives 
Kluftring  their  Weatfaer-beaten  Soldiers, 
What  order  keep  they  in  their  MarfliaUiog? 

Thr4. .  After  we  paft  the  Groves  of  Cahdont^ 
We  did  behold  the  ftragling  Scythians  Camp, 
Repleat  with  Men,  ftor'd  with  Munition; 
There  might  we  fee  the  valiant  minded  Knights 
Fetching  Carriers  along  the  fpacious  Plains, 
Hstmber  and  Hubia  arm'd  in  azure  blue. 
Mounted  upon  their  Couriers  white  as  Snow, 
Went  to  behold  the  pleafant  flowring  Fieldsf 
/fiflfif^vaod  TroHnsi  Priamsss  lovely  Sons, 
Chafing  the  Grecians  over  Simoets^ 
Were  not  to  be  compared  to  thefe  two  Knights. 

Alb^  Well  haft  thou  painted  out  inEloquence 
The. Portraiture  of  Humber  and  his  Son ; 
As  fortunate  as  was  Polycratesy 
Yet  (hould  they  not  efcape  our  conquering  Swords, 
Pt  boaft  of  ought  but  of  our  Clemency. 

Entir  Strumbd  and  Trompart  crying  ^fitn$ 
Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  Wild-fire  and  Pitch,  &^c. 

Thra.  What  Sh-s,-^hat  mean  you  by  thefe  clamws  loade, 
Thofe  outcries  rais'd  in  out  ftatdy  Court? 
S/rM/ff.  Wild-fire  and  ?VtcV\,  VJfM-^tt  \tv^Vvxevi. 
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Tijra.  Villains  I  fay,  tell  us  the  caufb  hereof? 

Sirum.  Wild-'fire  and  Pitchy  Wild-fire  and  Pitch. 

Thra.  Tell  me  you  Villains,  v/hy  you  np^ke  this  noife. 
Or  with  iny  Lance,  I  will  prick  your  Bowels  our. 

uii.  Where  are  your  Houfcs,  where's  your  dwelling- 
place? 

Strum.  Place,  Ha^h^f  ha,  laugh  a  month  and  adayathim; 
place  {  I  cry  God  mercy,  why  do  you  think  that  iuch|>oor 
honeft  Men  as  we  he,  hold  our  H^hitacles  in  Kings  Palaces: 
Ha,  ha,  h^.  But  becaufe  you  feem.  to  b&  ^n  abominable 
jCbi^ftain,  I  will  tell  you.o^r.  ft«e. 

From  the  top  to  the  toe. 
From  the.heddto  the.  fHoe ; 
From  the  beginning  to  the  ending. 
From  the  bmlding  to  the  bmrnimg. 

This  honeft  Felloyr  and  I  had  our  mansion  Cottage  in  the 
Suburbs  of  this  City»  l^rd  by  the  Temple  of  Mercury.  AncT 
by  the  common  Soldiers  of  the  ShUteus^  the  Scythians^  what 
do  you  call  them  ?;  with .  alt  the  Subuchf^  were  burnt  to  the 
ground,  and  the  a(h^  areJeft  there,  for  theCouptry  Wives 
to  waih  Bucks  withal.  And  that  which  grieves  me  moft, 
my  loving  Wife,  Q  auel  ftrife;.  the  ^fi^icked  Flames  did 
roaft. 

jind  therefore  Captain  Cruft, 
We  wiU  continually  cry. 
Except  you  feel^a  remedy. 
Our  Houfes  to  re-edify. 
Which  now  are  burnt  to  dufi. 

Both  cry.  Wild^firp  and  Pitch,  Wild-fire  and  Pitch., 
Alb.  Well,  we  muft  remedy  thefe  outrages, 
Jlnd  throw  revenge  upon  their  hateful  Heads, 
^nd  you  good  Fellows  for  your  Houfes  burnt, 
Wc  will  remunerate  ypur  ftore  of  Gold, 
^nd  build  your  Houfes  by  our  Palace  Gatet 

Strum.  Gat;eJ  O^ctty  Treafon  to  my  Pcrfon,  no  where 
elfe  but  by  your  backfidis;  Gatef  oh  hpw  I  am  vexed  in  rof 
Coller:  0ate!  I  cry  God  mercy,  do  you  hear,  Mafterifiwrf? 
If  you  mean  to  gratifie  fuch  poor  M^n,  as  we  be,  yOu-muft 
bujld  our  Houfes  by  the  Tavero« 
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^l^a.  It  fhall  be  done.  Sir. 

Strum.  Near  the  Tavern,  Ay,  by  Lady,  Sir,  it  was  fpo« 
ken  like  a  goodFellow*  do  you  hear,  Sir?  when  our  Houfe 
is  builded,  if  you  do  chance  to  pafs  or  re-pafs  that  way,  we 
will  beftow  a  Quart  of  the  beft  Wine  upon  you,        [£jr//. 

^Iba.   It  grieves  me,  Lordings,  that  my  Subje&s  goods 
Should  thus  be  fpoiled  by  the  Scythians^ 
Who  as  you  l^ee  with  lightfoot  Foragers, 
Depopulate  the  Places  where  they  come: 
BiUr,  curfed  Humber^  thou  (halt  rue  the  day 
That  e'er  thou  cam'ft  unto  Cathnefia.  ^Exmnt, 

SCENE     V^ 

Enter  Humber^  l)ubba,Segar,  Thraffier,  and  their  Soldiers. 

Hnm.  HMny  go  take  a  Coronet  of  onr  Horfc, 
As  many  Lanciers,  and  Light-armed  Knights^ 
As  may  (uffice  for  fuch  an  cnterprife. 
And  place  them  in  the  Grove  of  ChaUid^n^ 
With  thefe,  when  as  the  Skirmifli  doth  encreafe. 
Retire  thou  from  the  (helters  of  the  Wood, 
And  fet  upon  the  weakned  Trojans  backs, , 
For  Policy,  joined  with  Chivalry, 

Can  never  be  put  back  from  Viftory,  [^Exeuntp 

Enter  Albanad,  Clowns  witjh  hh»* 
Alba.   Thou    bafe-born   Jlunn^  how  durft   thou  be  fo 
bold. 
As  once  to  menace  warlike  ^IbanaH, 
The  great  Commander  of  thefe  Regions  ? 
But  thoii  (halt  buy  thy  radinefs  with  thy  Deaths 
And  rue  too  lai;e  thy  over-bold  attempts» 
For  with  this  Sword,  this  Inftrument  of  Death, 
That  hath  been  drenched  in  my  Foe-mens  Blood, 
I'll  feparate  thy  Body  from  thy  Head  ; 
And  let  that  Coward  Blood  of  thine  abroach. 

Strum.  Nay,  with  this  Staff,  great  Strumbo*s  Inftrumeot, 
111  crack  thy  Cockscomb^  paltry  Scythian. 

Hum.  Nor  wreak  I  of  thy  threats  thou  princoz  Boy, 
Nx)r  do  I  fear  thy  Voolilh  {nfolency, 
\nd  but  thou  better  ufe  t\\v  ie>T^es\T\^  VA^ie^ 
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Than  thou  doft  rule  thy  overflowing  Tongue, 
Superbious  Britenj  thou  (halt  know  too  foon 
The  force  of  Humber  and  his  Scythians. 

[They  fight^  Humber  and  his  Soldiers  rnnin. 
Strum.  O  horrible*  terrible. 

S  C  E  N  E     VI. 

SoHnd  the  Alarm.    Enter  Humber  and  his  Soldierr^ 

Hum.  How  bravely  this  young  Briton^  Albanatty  , 

Darteth  abroad  the  Thunderbolts  of  War, 
Beating  down  Millions  with  his  furious  Mood: 
And  in  his  glory  triumphs  over  all. 
Moving  the  maffie  Squadrants  of  the  Ground ; 
Heap  Hills  on  Hills,  to  fcale  the  ftarry  Sky : 
As  when  Briarens  arm'd  with  an  hundred  Hands, 
Flung  forth  an  hundred  Mountains  at  great  Jove, 
And  when  the  monftrous  Giant  Monychus 
Hurl'd  Mount  Olympus  at  great  Mars  his  targe. 
And  ihot  huge  Cedars  at  Minerv£%  Shield. 
How  doth  he  overlook  with  haughty  Front 
My  fleeting  Hoft,  and  lifts  his  lofty  Face  . 
Againft  us  all  that  now  do  fear  his  Force  ; 
Like  as  we  fee  the  wrathful  Sea  from  far. 
In  a  great  Mountain  heapt  with  hideous  Noife,^ 
With  thoufand  Billows  beat  againft  the  Ships, 
And  tofs  them  in  the  Waves  like  Tennis  Balis. 

\Somtd  the  Alarm. 
Ah  me,  I  fear  my  I/ubba  is  furpris*d. 

Sound  again.     Enter  Albanad. 

Alba.  Follow  me,  Soldiers,  follow  AlbanaS; 
Purfue  the  Scythians  flying  through  the  Field: 
Let  none  of  them  efcape  with  Vidory : 
That  they  may  know  the  Britons  force  is  more 
Than  all  the  Power  of  the  trembling  Hunns.  \ 

Thra.  Forward,  brave  Soldiers,  forward,  keep  the  chsLfei 
He  that  takes  Captive  Humber  or  his  Son, 
Shall  be  rewarded  with  a  Crown  of  Gold. 
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Sound  AUrm^  then  let  them  fight^  HMuAiCTgive  bdck^  Ha 
ba  enters  at  their  backf^  and  ksUs  Debon^  Strumbo  fd 
doivn,  Albanaft  rtii^s  in^  and  afterwards  enter  ii>o$4ndcd. 
Alba.  Injurious  Fortune,  haft  thou  croft  me  thiis  § 

Thus  in  the  Morning  of  my  Viftorics, 

Thus  in  the  Prime  of  my  Felicity 

To  cut  me  off  by  fuch  hard  overthrow. 

Hadft  thou  no  time  thy  rancour  to  declare^ 

But  in  the  Spring  of  all  my  Dignities? 

Hadft  thou  no  place  to  fpit  thy  Venomc  dlit^ 

But  on  the  Perfon  of  young  AlbanaSf 

I  that  e'erwhile  did  fcare  online  Enemies^ 

And  drove  them  almoft;  to  a  ihameftd  Flight : 
I  that  e'erv/hile  full  Lion-like  did  fare 

Amongft  the  dangers  of  the  thick  throng'd  Pike^, 

Muft  now  depart  lAoft  lamentably  flafn 

By  Htimber*s  Treacheries  and  Fortane^s  fpights : 

Curft  be  her  Charms,  daiAn'd  b^  her  citrfed  Charms 

That  doth  delude  the  wayward  Hearts  of  Men, 

Of  Men  that  trtft  unto  her  fickle  Wheel, 

Which  never  leaveth  turning  upfide-ddwin* 

O  Gods,  O  Heav'ns,  allot  me  but  the  place 

Where  I  may  find  her  hateful  Manfion, 

I'll  pafs  the  Ahs  to  watry  Aierie^ 

Where  fiery  PhceMs  in  his  Chariot, 

The  Wheels  wherebf  af^  deck'd  with  Emeraldsy 

Cafts  fuch  a  Heat,  yea  fuch  t  fcordilrig  Hear, 

And  fpoHeth  Fkta  of  her  chequered  Grafs^* 

I'll  overturn  the  Mountatt  Cancafn^ 

Where  fell  Chinuera  in  her  triple  Sbipei 

Rolleth  hot  Flames  from  out  her  monftrous  Panc^ 

Scaring  the  Beafts  with  Iffue  of  her  Qbrge? 

I'll  pafs  the  frozen  Zont  where  Icy  flakes 

Stopping  the  Paffage  of  the  fleeting  Ships 

Do  lycy  like  Mountains  in  the  congeaPd  Sea, 

Where  if  I  find  that  hateful  Houfe  of  hers, 

I'll  pull  the  fickle  Wheel  f'rora  out  her  Hands/ 

And  tye  her  felf  in  evcrlafting  Bands. 

But  all  in  vain  I  breathe  thefe  Threatnings* 

Ths  Day  is  loftj  the  Hnms  are  Conquerors^ 
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Dibof$  is  flain»  my  Mm  are  done  to  Dtzth^ 
The  currents  fwift  fwim  violently  with  Blood» 
And  laft,  O  that  this  iaft  Night  fj  long  Jaft, 
My  felf  with  Wounds  paft  all  Recovery, 
Muft  leave  my  Crown  for  Hnmber  to  poflefs. 

Strum.  Lord  have  Mercy  upon  us,  Mafters,  I  think  this 
is  a  Holy*day,  very  Man  lyes  fleeping  in  the  Fields^  but 
God  knows  full  fore  againft  their  Wills. 

Thra.  Fly»  noble  jilhdMoR^  ind  fave  thy  felf^ 
The  Scjthi^s  follow  with  great  Celerity, 
And  there's  no  way  but  Flight,  or  fpeedy  Death, 
Fly,  noble  AllfaMoS^  and  fave  thy  felf.      [S$9md  the  Alarm. 

jilbd.  Nay  let  them  fly  that  fear  to  die  the  Death, 
That  tremble  at  the  Name  of  fatal  Mers^ 
Ne'er  fhall  proud  Hnmber  boaft  or  brag  himfelf. 
That  he  hath  put  young  jflhoM^  to  flight : 
And  lell  he  fhould  triumph  at  my  decay. 
This  Sword  fliall  reave  his  Matter  of  his  Life, 
That  oft  hath  fav'd  bis  Matter's  doubtful  Life: 
But  oh  my  Brethren  if  you  care  for  me» 
Kevenge  my  Death  upon  his  Traiterous  Head 

Et  vos  queis  domus  efi  nigramis  regtA  Mtis^ 
Qui  regit  is  rigido  ftjgies  moderdmine  Imces^ 
Nox  caci  regind  poli,  fwriaUs  Erinnjs^ 
DiicjHe  deaqne  omnes^  jtlbantem  toUite  regem^ 
Tollite  flnmineis  nndis  rigidaeftie  palfuU; 
Nunc  me  fata  vocant^  hee  condom  feSlore  ferrmn, 

rStabs  himfelf. 

Enter  Trompart. 
O  what  hath  he  done?  his  Nofe  bleeds;  but  I  fmdLaH(n>Y, 
1.00k  where  my  Matter  lyes.  Matter,  Matter. 

Strum.  Let  me  aloae>  I  tell  thee,  for  I  am  dead* 

Trom.  Yet  one,  good,  good.  Matter. 

Strum.  I  will  not  fpeak,  for  I  am  dead,  I  tell  thee. 

Trom.  And  is  mj  Mailer  dead  f  [Singing. 

O  Sticks  and  Stones^  Brickbats  and  Bones^ 

And  is  mj  Mafter  deadi 
O  jfou  Cockatrices^  andjeu  BablatrieeSy 

TToat  in  the  Woeds  dwell : 
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Tom  Briers  and  Brambles^  ]ou  Co$k^Jbops  and  Shamblesl         ] 

Cofiu  howl  dnd  jell. 
With  howling  andfcreekfngy  with  wiling  and  we^ingi 

Come  joH  to  lament. 
O  Colliers  i/Croyden,  and  Rnfticks  of  Royden, 

jlnd  Fip^ers  of  Kent. 
For  Strunabo  the  Cobler^  thi  fine  merrj  Cobler   \ 

Of  Cathnes  Town  : 
At  this  fame  fioure^  at  this  very  hour 

Lies  dead  on  the  Ground. 
O  Mafter,  Thieves,  Thieves,  lyiieves; 

Strum.  Where  be  they?  cox  me  tunny,  bobekin^  letifie 
be  rifing,  be  gone,  we  ihall  be  robb*d  by  and  by. 

S  C  £  N  E     VIIL 

Enter  Humber,  Hubba^  Segar,  Thi^er,  Eftrild*  and  the 

SoUieri, 

Hum.  Thus  from  the  dreadful  Shocks  of  furious  Mars^ 
Xhundring  Alarums,  and  Rhamnnfi^^  Drum^ 
We  are  retired  with  jdyful  Viftory, 
The  flaughter'd  Trojans  fcjueltring  in  their  Bloody 
Infedl  the  Air  with  their  Carcaffes, 
And  are  a  Prey  for  every  rav'nous  Bird. 

Efi.  So  perifli  they  that  are  our  Eneimies  i 
So  perifti  they  that  love  not  Humbert  Weal. 
And  mighty  Joije^  Commander  of  the  Worlds 
Proteft  my  Love  from  all  falfe  Treacheries. 

Hum.  Thanks,  lovely  Eflrildj  folace  to  my  So\x\. 
But,  valiant  Hubbay  for  thy  Chivalry 
Diclar'd  againft  the  Men  o\  Albany j 
Loe  here  a  flowring  Garland  wreath'd  of  Bay, 
As  a  reward  for  this  thy  forward  Mind.  [^Sets  it  on  his  Head. 

Hub.  This  unexpeAed  Honour,  noble  Sir, 
Will  prick  my  Courage  unto  braver  Deedsi 
And  caufe  me  to  attempt  fuch  hard  Exoloits, 
That  all  the  World  (hall  found  of  Hnbba's  Name; 

Hum.  And  now,  brave  Soldiers,  for  this  good  Succefrj 
Caroufe  whole  Cups  of  Amazonian  Winei 
S^feeter  than  Ne£lar  or  Ambro/ta, 
And  caft  away  the  Clods  of  curfed  care. 
With  Goblets  crown'd  wi'h  SemeUiHs  Gifts,- 
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Now  let  us  inarch  to  Ahh  Silver  Streams, 

iThat  clearly  elide  along  the  Champane  Fields, 

And  moift  thp  graffie  Meads  with  humid  drops. 

Sound  Drunks  and  Trumpets,  found  up  chearfully,' 

Sith  we  return  with  Joy  and  Viftory.  [Exeuml 


ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Dnmb  Show.  Enter  Ate  as  before.  A  Crocodile  Jit  ting  on  a 
Rivers  Banl^  and  a  little  Snake  flinging  it.  Then  both  of 
them  fall  into  the  Water. 

Ate.^Celera  in  anthorem  cadunt. 

i3  High  on  a  Bank  by  Nilus  boifterous  Streams, 
Fearfully  fat  tli  Egyptian  Crocodile, 
Dreadfully  grinding  in  her  (harp  long  Teeth 
The  broken  Bowels  of  a  filly  Fifti« 
His  Back  was  arm'd  agiinft  the  dint  of  Spear» 
With  Shields  of  Brafs  that  fhin'd  like  burnifht  6oldy 
And  as  he  ftretched  forth  his  criiel  Paws^ 
A  fubtil  Adder  creeping  clofely  near, 
Thrufting  his  forked  Sting  into  his  Claws, 
Privil V  fhed  his  Poifon  through  his  Bones^ 
V^hicn  made  him  fwell  that  there  his  Bowels  burff^' 
That  did  fo  much  in  his  own  greatnefs  trufl; 
So  Humber  having  conquered  jilbana^. 
Doth  yield  his  Glory  unto  Locrine^s  Sword. 
Mark  what  enfues,  and  you  may  eafily  feej 
"That  all  our  Life  is  but  a  Tragedy.  [^Exit, 

SCENE   ii. 

Enter  Locrine,  Guehdeline*  C^orineius,  Affaracus,  Thrafi^ 

machus,  and  Camber. 

Loci  Ahd  is  this  true^  is  AtbanaBus  (lain  ? 
Hath  curfed  Humber  with  his  flragling  Hoft, 
^ith  that  his  Army  made  of  mungrel  Curs, 
Brought  our  redoubted  Brother  to  his  end? 
O  tbait  t  had  the  Thracian  Orpheus  Harp,  ^ 
Por  to  awake  out  of  th*  infernal  Shade 
Thofe  ugly  Devils  of  black  Erebtts^   , 
rhat  might  torment  the  cjamned  Traitor's  Soul  : 
D  that  I  had  Amphion\  Inftrumcnt  ^ 

Vol.  VI.  "  M  trt  V^ 
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To  quicken  with  his  vital  Notes  and  Tunes 
The  flinty  Joints  of  every  ftony  Rock, 
By  which  the  Scythians  might  be  puniftied ; 
For,  by  the  lightning  of  almighty  Jove, 
The  Hhmh  (hall  die,  had  he  ten  thoufand  Lives: 
And  would  to  God  he  had  ten  thoufand  Lives, 
That  I  might  with  the  arm-ftrong  HercuUs 
Crop  off  fo  vile  an  Hjdra^s  hiding  Heads* 
But  fay  me,  Coufin,  for  I  long  to  hear. 
How  AlhanaEl  came  by  untimely  Death. 

Thra.  After  the  traiterous  Hoft  of  Scythians 
Entred  the  Field  with  Martial  Equipage,. 
Young  uilhanaH,  impatient  of  delay, 
Led  forth  his  Army  'gainft  the  ftragling  Mates,. 
Whofe  multitude  did  daunt  our  Soldiers  Minds,  ^ 
Yet  nothing  could  difmay  the  forward  Prince; 
But  with  a  Courage  moft  heroicaU 
Like  to  a  Lion  *mongft  a  flock  of  Lambs* 
Made  havock  of  the  &int-heart  Fugitives* 
Hewing  a  padage  through  them  with  his  Sword  ;^ 
Yea  we  had  almoft  giv*n  them  the  Repulfe* 
When  fuddenly  from  out  the  filent  Wood 
Huhba  with  twenty  thoufand  Soldiers* 
Cowardly  came  upon  our  weakned  Backs, 
And  murthered  all  with  fatal  Maflfacre ; 
Amongft  the  which  old  Dehony  martial  Knight, 
With  many  wounds  was  brought  unto  the  Death 
And  AlbanaH  oppreft  with  multitude, 
Whilft  valiantly  he  feld  his  Enemies, 
Yielded  his  life  and  honour  to  the  Dufl:, 
He  being  dead,  the  Soldiers /fled  amain, 
And  I  alone  cfcaped  them  by  flight. 
To  bring  you  Tidings  of  thefe  accidents. 

Lqc.  Not  aged  Priamy  King  of  ftately  7r<y, 
Grand  Emperour  of  barb'rous  AJtay 
When  he  beheld  his  noble-minded  Sons 
Slain  traiteroufly  by  all  the  Mirmidoxs, 
Lamented  more  than  I  for  jilhanaH. 

Gnen.  Not  Hecuba  the  Queen  of  IliHrn, 
When  flie  beheld  the  Town  oi  Pergamusj 
Her  Palace  burnt,  wiiVv  ^W-dtvoMtvR^  ftame% 
Her  fifty  Sons  and  Dw^t^x^litftv  ot>NOft^ 
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MurthcrM  by  wicked  Pyrrhus  bloody  Sword, 
Shed  fuch  fad  Tears  as  I  for  jilbanaSt. 

Cam.  The  grief  of  Niobcj  fair  jithens  Queen, 
For  her  feven  Sons  magnanimous  in  Field, 
For  her  feven  Daughters  fairer  than  the  faireft. 
Is  not  to  be  compared  with  my  laments. 

Cor.  In  vain  you  forro w  for  the  flaughter'd  Prince* 
In  vain  you  forrow  for  his  overthrow ; 
He  loves  not  moft  that  doth  lament  the  moft. 
But  he  that  feeks  to  venge  the  Injury* 
Think  you  to  quell  the  Enemies  warlike  Train, 
With  childifh  Sobs  and  womanifh  Laments? 
Unfheath  your  Swords,  unftieath  your  conquering  Stvordsi 
And  feek  revenge,  the  comfort  for  this  fore : 
In  Corrjwall,  where  I  hold  my  Regiment, 
Even  juft  ten  thoufand  valiant  Men  at  Arms 
Hath  Corineius  ready  at  command : 
All  thefe  and  more,  if  need  (hall  more  require. 
Hath  Corineius  ready  at  command* 

Cam.  And  in  the  Fields  of  martial  Cambria^ 
Clofe  by  the  boiftrous  Ifcan\  Silver  dreams. 
Where  light-foot  Fairies  skip  from  Bank  to  Bank,         ^     x 
Full  twenty  thoufand  brave  couragious  Knights 
Well  exercis'd  in  feats  of  Chivalry, 
In  manJy  manner  moft  invincible. 
Young  Camber  hath  with  Gold  and  Vidual. 
All  thefe  and  more,  if  need  (hall  more  require, 
I  oflFer  up  to  venge  my  Brother's  Death, 

Loc^  Thanks,  loving  Uncle,  and  good  Brother  too^ 
For  this  revenge,  for  this  fweet  Word  revenge 
Muft  eafe  and  ceafe  my  wrongful  Injuries; 
And  by  the  Sword  of  bloody  Mars  I  fwear^ 
Ne'er  (hall  fweet  quiet  enter  this  my  Front, 
Till  I  be  venged  on  his  traiterous  Head 
That  flew  my  noble  Brother  AlbanaU. 
Sound  Drums  and  Trumpets,  mufter  up  the  Camp^ 
For  we  will  ftraight  march  to  Albania.  [Exesintd 

SCENE     IIL 

JEmer  Humber,  Eftrild,  Hubba,  Thraffier,  and  the  Soldierss 

Hnm.  Thus  are  we  come,  vidorious  Cotvc^^tw^ 
XJnto  the  Rowing  Current's  Silver  ilitaxns^  ^,^ ,  v. 

Mm  *  ^^^^ 
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Which,  in  memorial  of  our  Viftory, 

Shall  be  agnominated  by  our  Name, 

And  talked  of  by  our  Pofterity : 

For  fure  I  hope  before  the  Golden  Sun 

Pofteth  his  Horfes  to  fair  Thetis  Plains, 

To  fee  the  Waters  turned  into  Blood, 

And  change  his  blueifh  Hue  to  rueful  red» 

By  reafdn  of  the  fatal  Maflfacre, 

Which  (hall  be  made  upon  the  virent  Plains* 

Enter  tU  Ghofi  c>/Albanafl:« 
Chofl.  See  how  the  Traitor  doth  prefage  his  harm* 
See  how  he  glories  at  his  own  decay* 
See  how  he  triumphs  at  his  proper  Lofs, 
O  Fortune  vile,  unftable,  fickle,  frail  I 

Hum.  Methinks  I  fee  both  Armies  in  the  Field, 
The  broken  Lances  climb  the  Cryftal  Skies, 
Some  headlefs  lye,  feme  bje;rtlJ^fs  on  the  Ground, 
And  every  place  is  ftrew^  with  carcaffes. 
Behold  the  Grafs  hat)i  loft  his  pi eafant  green. 
The  fwecteft  Sight  that  ever  might  be  feen. 

Ghoft.  Ay,  Traitcrous  Ilumtery  thou  (halt  find  it  fo, 
Yea  to  thy  coft  thou  (haft  the  fame  behold. 
With  Angui(h,  Sorrow,  and  with  fad  Laments ; 
The  gra(he  Plains,  that  now  do  pleafe  thine  Eyes, 
Shall  e'er  the  Night  be  coloured  all  with  Blood; 
The  (hady  Groves  that  now  inclofe  thy  Camp, 
And  yield  fweet  favour  to  thy  damnea  Corps, 
Shall  e'er  the  Night  be  figured  all  with  Blood; 
The  profound  Stream  that  paflTeth  by  thy  Tents, 
And  with  his  Moiftare  ferveth  all  thy  Camp* 
Shall  e'er  the  Night  converted  be  to  Blood, 
Yea  with  the  Blood  of  thofe  thy  ftragling  Boys  : 
For  now  revenge  (hall  cafe  my  lingring  Grief, 
And  now  revenge  (hall  glut  my  longing  SouL 

Hub.  Let  come  what  will,  I  mean  to  bear  it  out. 
And  either  live  with  glorious  Viftory, 
Or  die  with  Fame  renowned  for  Chivalry: 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  Honey-comb, 
That  (huns  the  Hives  becaufe  the  Bees  have  flings; 
That  likes  me  btft  tV\at  is  tv^x.  ^ot  with  eafe, 
Which  thoufand  Dangers  do  ^cQotWJ^t\^  \ 


.-.1 
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For  nothing  can  difmay  our  regal  Mind; 
Which  aims  at  nothing  but  a  Golden  Crown, 
The  only  upihot  of  mine  ^nterprifps. 
Were  they  in  chanted  in  grim  Pinto's  Court, 
And  kept  for  treafure  'mongft  his  hclli()i  Crew, 
I  would  either  quell  the  triple  Cerberus 
And  all  the  Army  of  his  hateful  Hags, 
Or  roll  the  Stone  with  wretched  Sjfiphus^ 

Hum.  Right  martial  be  thy  Thoughts,  my  noble  Sonji 
And  all  thy  words  favour  of  Chivalry,  ,  [J^^ter  Seg^r. 

But,  warlike  Segar,  what  ftrange  Accidents 
Make  you  to  leave  the  warding  of  the  Camp? 

Seg0ir.  To  Arms,  my  Lord,  to  honourable  Arms ; 
Take  helm  and  targe  in  Hand,  the  Britons  come 
With  greater  Multitude  than  erft  the  Greeks 
Brought  to  the  Ports  of  Phrygian  Tenedos^ 

Hum.  But  what  faith  Segar  to  thefe  Accidents? 
What  Counfcl  gives  he  in  Extremities? 

Segar.  Why  this,  my  Lord,  experience  teacheth  us. 
That  Refolution's  a  fole  help  at  need. 
And  this,  my  Lord,  our  honouj:  teacheth  us. 
That  we  be  bold  in  every  entcrprife ; 
Then  fince  there  is  no  way  but  6ght  or  die, 
fie  refolute,  my  Lord,  for  Viftory. 

Hum.  And  refolute,  Segar,  I  mean  to  be. 
Perhaps  fome  blifsful  Star  will  favour  iis. 
And  comfort  bring  to  our  perplexed  State ; 
Come  let  us  in  and  fortifie  our  Camp» 
So  to  withftand  their  ftrong  Invafion.  [Exennt. 

SCENE   IV. 

£nter  Strumbo,  Trompart,  Oliver,  and  his  Son  William 

folloiving  them. 
Strum.  Nay  Neighbour  Oliver^  if  you  be  fo  whot,  come 
Prepare  your  felf,  you  (hall  find  two  as  ftout  Fellows  of  us, 
IS  any  in  all  the  North. 

Oliv.  No  by  my  dorth  Neighbour  Strumboj  Ich  zee 
iat  you  are  a  Man  of  fmall  zideration,  dat  will  zeek  to 
njure  your  old  vreends,  one  of  your  vamiliar  guefts,  and 
lerefore  zeeing  your  pinion  is  to  deal  withoutcn  reazon, 
ch  and  my  zonne  William  will  take  dat  couife^  d^^  (fcivVL 

M  m  5  ,  ^'^ 
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be  fardeft  vrom  reafon,-  how  zay  you,  will  you  have  my 
Daughter  or  no? 

^trum.  A  very  hard  queftion.    Neighbour,    but  I  will 

folvc  it  as  I  may ;  what  reafon  have  you  to  demand  it  of  me? 

WdL  Marry  Sir,  what  reafon  had  you  when  my  Sifter 

was  in  the  barn  to  tumble  her  upon  the  Hay,   and  to  fiili 

her  Belly? 

Strum,  M^fs  thou  fay'ft  true ;  well,  but  would  you  have 
me  marry  her  therefore  ?  No,  I  fcorn  her,  and  you,  and 
you :  Ay',  I  fcorn  you  all. 

OUv.  Ycu  will  not  have  her  then  ? 
Strum.  No,  as  I  am  a  true  Gentleman. 
JVdl.  Then  will  we  School  you,  e'er  you  and  we  part 
hence. 
Enter  Margery,  and  fnatches  the  Staff  out  of  her  Brother^ i 

Hand  as  he  is  fighting. 
Strum.  Ay,  you  come  in  Pudding  time,  or  elfc  Ihaddreft 
them. 

Mar.  You  Mafter  Sawcebox,    Lobcocks,    Cockfcomb, 
you  Slopfawce,  Lickfingers,  will  you  not  hear  ? 
Strum.  Who  /peak  you  to,  me? 

Mar»  Ay,  Sir,  to  you^'John  Lack-honcfty,  little  Wir,  is 
it  you  that  will  hive  none  of  me  ? 

Strum.  No  by  my  troth,  Miftrefs  Nicebice,  how  fine  you 
can  Nick-name  me;  I  think  you  were  brought  up  in  the 
Univerfity  of  Br ideri/elly  you  have  your  Rhetorick  fo  ready 
at  your  Tongues  end,  as  if  you  were  never  well  wam'd 
when  you  were  young. 

Mar.  Why  then  Goodman  cods-head,  if  you  will  have 
none  of  me,  farewel. 

Strum.  If  you  be  fo  plain,  Miftrefs  Driggle*draggle,  fare 
you  well. 

Mar.  Nay,  Mafter  Strumbo^  e*er  you  go  from  hence  we  muft 
have  more  words,  you  will  have  none  of  me?     \Thej Fight. 
Strum.  Oh  my  Head,  xay  Head,  leave,  leave,  leave,  I 
will,  I  wil],  I  will. 

Mar.  Upon  that  condition  I  let  thee  alone. 
OUv.  How  now  Mafter  Strumboy  hath  my  Daughter  taught 
you  a  new  Leflbn  ? 

Strum.  Ay  but  hear  you,  Goodman  O/rt/rr,  it  will  not  be 
for  my  eafe  to  have  my  He^d  bic^i^ti  ^n^\^  tivf^  therefore 
remedy  this,  and  we  Iha\V  agt^^*  QW^j- 
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'  Oliv.  WelU  ZoD,  well,  for  you  are  my  Zon  now,  all  fliall 
be  remedied.  Daughter  be  Friends  with  him.  [Shake  Hunds. 
Strum.  You  are  a  fweet  Nut«  the  Devil  crack  you.  Ma- 
•^  fiers,  I  think  it  be  my  Juck,  my  firft  Wife  was  a  loving  quiec 
Wench,  but  this  I  think  would  weary  the  Devil.  I  would 
(he  might  be  burnt  as  my  other  Wife  was;  if  nor,  I  muft 
run  to  the  Halter  for  help.  O  Codpiece,  thou  haft  undone 
thy  Mafter,  this  it  is  to  be  medling  with  warm  Plackets. 

\Exeunu 

SCENE     V. 

Enter  Locrine,  Camber,  Corineius^  Tbrafimachus,  and 

Aflarachus. 

Iac^  Now  am  I  guarded  with  an  hoft  of  Men* 
Whofe  haughty  Courage  is  invincible ; 
Now  am  I  hem'd  with  Troops  of  Soldiers^ 
Such  as  might  force  BeUona  to  retire. 
And  make  her  tremble  at  their  Puiflance;. 
Now  fit  I  like  the  mighty  God  of  War, 
When  armed  with  his  Coat  of  Adamant, 
Mounted  his  Chariot  drawn  with  Inighty  Bulk, 
He  drove  the  Argives  over  Xanthm  Streams. 
Now,  curfed  Hnmber^  doth  thy  end  draw  nigb^ 
Down  goes  the  Glory  of  his  Vi&ories, 
And  all  his  Fame,  and  all  his  high  Renown^ 
Shall  in  a  moment  yield  to  lAcrine^  Sword : 
Thy  bragging  Banners  croft  with  argent  Streams* 
The  Ornaments  of  thy  Pavillions, 
Shall  all  be  captivated  with  this  Hand, 
And  thou  thy  felf,  at  AlbanaSus  Tomb 
Shalt  ofFer'd  be,  in  Satisfadion 
Of  all  the  wrongs  thou  didft  him  when  he  liv'd. 
But  canft  thou  tell  me«  brave  Thrafimachus^ 
How  far  we  are  diftant  from  Humberts  Camp  ? 

Thra.  My  Lord,  within  yon  foul  accurfed  Grove, 
That  bears  the  Tokens  of  our  overthrow. 
This  Humber  hath  intrench'd  his  damned  Camp. 
March  on,  my  Lord,  becaufe  I  long  to  fee 
The  treacherous  Scythians  fqueltring  in  their  gorcw 

Loc.  Sweet  Fortune,  favour  Locrine  With  a  (inile^ 
That  I  may  vcnge  my  noble  BrotV\et*sT5t^x\v» 

Mm  ^  ^ 
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And  in  the  midft  of  ftately  Trojnovant^ 

V\\  build  a  Temple  to  thy  Deity 

Of  perfcd  Marble,  and  of  Jacinth  Stones, 

Thit  it  ihall  pafs  the  highcft  Pjframids^ 

Wh  cii  with  their  top  mrniount  the  firmament. 

Cam.  The  arm-ftrong  OflF-  fprrng  of  the  doubted  Knight, 
Stout  HerculeSy  jilcmena*^  mighty  Son, 
That  tam'd  the  Monfters  of  the  three-fold  World, 
And  rid  the  oppreffed  from  the  Tyrants  Yokes, 
Did  never  (hew  fuch  valiantnefs  in  Fight, 
As  I  will  now  for  noble  AihanaU. 

Cor.  Full  ifourfcore  Years  hath  Corineins  liv'd. 
Sometimes  in  War,  fometimes  in  quiet  Peace, 
And  yet  I  feel  my  felf  to  be  as  ftrong 
As  erft  I  was  in  Summer  of  mine  Age, 
Able  to  tofs  this  great  unwieldy  Club, 
Which  hath  been  painted  with  my  foe-mens  Brains  2 
And  with  this  Club  I'll  break  the  ftrong  array 
Of  Humher  and  his  ftragling  Soldiers, 
Or  lofe  my  Life  amongft  the  thickeft  prefs. 
And  die  with  Honour  in  iny  lateft  Days  : 
Yet  e'er  I  die  they  all  fiiali  underftand. 
What  force  lyes  in  ftout  Corineius  Hand. 

Thra.  And  if  ThrafimachHs  detrafl:  the  Fight, 
Hither  for  weaknefs  or  for  cbwardife. 
Let  him  not  boaft  that  Brutus  ^ is  Yds  Eame, 
Or  that  hrvft  Ccrineius  was  his  Sire. 

Loc.  Then  courage,  Soldiers,  firft  for  your  Safety, 
Next  for  your  Peace,  laft  for  your  Viftory.  [ExeuMt. 

Sound  the  Alarm.    Enter  Hubba  and  Segfar  at  one  Boor^ 

and  Corineius  at  the  other. 

Cor.  Art  thou  that  jaWw^,  Prince*  of  Fugitives^ 
That  by  thy  Trcafon  flew'ft  young  AlhanaSl  ?       ' 

Hub.  I  am  his  Son  that  ftew  young  Albanail^ 
And  if  thou  take  not  heed,  proud  Phrygiatt^ 
I'll  fend  thy  Soul  unto  the  Stygian  lake. 
There  to  complain  of  Humlfer's  Injuries. 

Cor.  You  triumph.  Sir,  before  the  Viftory, 
For  Corineius  is  not  fo  foon  flain. 
Bat,  curftd  Scythians^  you  (hiU  tue  the  Day, 
fb^t  e'er  you  came  into  Albania. 
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So  periih  they  that  envy  Britain  s  wealth. 
So  let  them  die  with  endlefs  infamy. 
And  he  that  feeks  hisSoveraign's  overthrow. 
Would  this  my  Club  might  aggravate  Us  woe* 

[Strikes  them  both  down  with  bis  Qnk. 

Enter  Humber# 
Hum.  Where  may  I  find  (ome  defart  Wildernefs, 
Where  I  may  breathe  out  curfes  as  I  would. 
And  fcare  the  Earth  with  my  condemning  Voice, 
Where  every  Echoes  repercuffion 
May  help  me  to  bewail  mine  ovenhrow. 
And  aid  me  in  my  forrowful  laments? 
Where  may  I  find  fome  hollow  uncouth  Rock^ 
Where  I  may  damn,  condemn,  and  ban  my  fill  i 
The  Heavens,  the  Hell,  the  Eartb,  the  Air,  theFire^ 
And  utter  curfes  to  t^ie  concave  Sky, 
Which  may  infcft  the  airy  Regions, 
And  light  upon  the  Briton  Locrinc's  Head. 
You  ugly  Spirits  that  in  Cocitus  mourn. 
And  gnafti  your  Teeth  with  dolorous  laments. 
You  fearful  dogs  that  in  black  Lethe  howh 
And  fcare  the  Ghofts  with  your  wide  open  throats. 
You  ugly  Ghofts  that  flying  from  thefe  dogs. 
Do  plunge  your  felvcs  in  PurjfLegiton^ 
Come  all  of  you,  and  with  your  ihrieking  notes 
Accompany  the  Britons  Conquering  Hoaft» 
Come  fierce  Erinnjs^  horrible  with  Snakes, 
Come  ugly  Furies,  armed  with  your  Whips, 
You  threefold  Judges  of  black  Tartarus^ 
And  all  the  Army  of  your  hellifti  Fiends, 
With  new  found  torments  rack  proud  Locrim^s  Bones^ 
O  Gods  and  Stars,  damn'd  be  the  Gods  and  Stars, 
That  did  not  drown  me  in  fair  Thetis  Plains. 
Curft  be  the  Sea  that  with  outragious  Waves, 
With  furging  Billows  did  not  rive  my  Ships 
Againft  the  Rocks  of  high  CeranniOj 
Or  fwallowed  me  into  her  watry  Gulf. 
Would  God  he  had  arriv'd  upon  the  Shore 
Where  Polyphemus  and  the  Cyclops  dwell. 
Or  where  the  bloody  jinthropophagie 
With  greedy  Jiw$  devours  the  Vfandtitv^NHX^^V 
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Entir  the  Ghofi  of  Albanad. 
But  why  comes  AlkanaUus^s  bloody  Ghoft> 
To  bring  a  corfive  to  our  miferiesi 
I^c  not  enough  to  fu£Fer  (hameful  flight. 
But  we  mufjb  be  torinented  now  with  Ghofts? 
With  Apparitiona  fearful  to  behold  ? 

Ghofi.  Revenge*  revenge  for  Blood* 

Hum.  So,  nought  will  fatisfie  your  waadring  Ghoftj 
But  dire  revenge,  nothing  but  i/i^w^^i fall^ 
Becaufe  he  Conquer *d  you  in  Alb^nj. 
Now  by  my  Soul,  Hnmher  would  be  condemn'd 
To  Tantals  Hunger,  ox  lxion\  Wheel, 
Or  to  the  FUltHre  of  Prometheus, 
Rather  than  that  this  Murther  were  undone* 
When  as  I  die  Vl\  drag  thy  curfed  Ghoft 
Through  all  the  Rivers  of  foul  Erebns^ 
Through  burning  Sulphur  of  the  Limbo*lake, 
To  allay  the  burning  fury  of  that  heat. 
That  rageth  in  mine  everlafting  Soul* 

Ghofi.  VtHdiH^t  tfrndiSa.  [Exeunu 


ACT     IV.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  Then  Omphale  Daughter  to  the  King «/ 
Lydia,  having  a  Club  in  her  Handy  and  a  Liorft  skjn  on  hir 
Backj  Hucuks  follomng  with  a  Diftaffl'  Then  Omphale 
turns  about,  and  taking  of  her  Pantofie,  fir  ikes  Herculcs  ^ 
the  Heady  then  phej  depart.     Ate  remaining,  fajs ; 

QVem  non  Argolici  mandata  fever  a  Tjranni, 
Nonfotuit  Juno  vincerc,  vicif  amor^ 

Stout  Hercules,  the  mirror  of  the  World, 
Son  to  Alcntena  and  great  Jupiter, 
After  fo  many  Conquefts  won  in  Field, 
After  fomany  Monftersquell'd  by  force. 
Yielded  his  valiaqt  Heart  to  Omphale, 
A  fearful  Woman  void  of  manly  ftrengtb. 
She  took  the  Club,  and  wore  the  Lion's  Skin, 
fie  took  tht  Wljcel,  and  mivdttA^  ^^tv  t^v^^ 


The  Tragedy  of  Locrine.  3  50^ 

So  Martial  Locrine  cheer*d  with  Viftory, 

Falleth  in  love  with  Hnmber*^  Concubine, 

And  fo  forgetteth  peerlcfs  Gnendeline. 

His  Uncle  Corineius  dorms  at  this. 

And  forceth  Locrine  for  his  Grace  to  fue, 

Lo  here  the  Sum,  the  Procefs  doth  enfue.  [Exit. 

SCENE     IL 

£ii/fr  Locrine,  Camber^CorineiuS)  AfTarachus,  ThraHmachus, 

and  the  Soldiers. 

Log.  Thus  from  the  fury  of  Bellon^s  broilsy 

With  found  of  Drum  and  Trumpets  melody, 

The  Britain  King  returns  triumphantly. 

The  Scythians  (Iain  with  great  occifion,  • 

Do  equalize  the  Grafs  in  multitude. 

And  with  their  Blood  have  flain'dthe  dreaming  Brooks, 

Offering  their  Bodies  and  their  deareft  Blood 

As  facrifice  to  ^IbanaSus  Ghod. 

Now  curfed  Humber  haft  thou  paid  thy  du^ 

For  thy  Deceits  and  crafty  Treacheries, 

For  all  thy  guiles,  and  damned  ftraragems, 

With  lofs  of  Life  and  everduring  (hame. 

Where  are  thy  Horfes  trap'd  with  burnifli'd  Gold, 

Thy  trampling  Coarfers  rulM  with  foaming  bits? 

Where  are  thy  Soldiers  ftrong  and  numberlefs? 

Thy  valiant  Captains,  and  thy  noble  Peers; 

Ev'n  as  the  Country  Clowns  with  fliarpeft  Scythes, 

Do  mow  the  withered  Grafs  from  off  the  Earth, 
Or  as  the  Plough-man  with  his  piercing  Share 
Kenteth  the  Bowels  of  the  fertile  Fields, 
And  rippeth  up  the  Roots  with  Razors  keen; 
So  Locrine^  with  his  mighty  curtle  Axe, 
Hath  cropped  off  the  Heads  of  all  thy  Hnnns^ 
So  Locrine  %  Peers  have  daunted  all  thy  Peers, 
And  drove  thine  Hoft  unto  confufion. 
That  thou  may'ft  fuffer  penance  for  thy  fault. 
And  die  for  murdering  vHiiiXit  Albanatt. 

Cori.  And  thus,  yea  thus,  (hall  all  the  reft  be  ferv*d| 
That  feck  to  enter  Albion  'gainft  our  wills. 
If  the  brave  Nation  of  the  Tr^glodites, 
If  all  the  coal-black  t/Ethiofians, 
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If  all  the  Forces  of  the  Amaz^onsy 

If  all  the  Hofts  of  the  Barbarian  Lands^ 

Should  dare  to  enter  this  our  little  World, 

Soon  ihould  they  rue  their  over-bold  attempts, 

That  after  us  our  Progeny  may  fay, 

There  lyes  the  Beaft  that  fought  to  ufurp  our  Land* 

Loc.  Ay,  they  are  Beafts  that  feek  to  ufurp  our  Land, 
And  like  to  brutifh  Beafts  they  ihali  be  ferv'd* 
For  mighty  yove^  the  fupream  King  of  Heav'n, 
That  guides  the  concourfe  of  the  MeteorSf 
And  rule?  iht  motion  of  the  azure  Sky, 
Fights  always  for  the  Britains  fafety. 
But  ftijy,  mechinks  I  hear  fome  (hrieking  noife. 
That  drawetji  near  to  our  Pavilion. 

Emer  Soldiers  leading  in  Eftrild. 

Eft.  What  Prince  fae'er  adorn'd  with  golden  Crown, 
Doth  fway  the  l^cgal  Sceptre  in  his  hand; 
And  thinks  no  chance  can  ever  throw  him  down. 
Or  that  his  ftatc  fli  ill  everlafting  ftand. 
Let  hif/i  :    ?j  U?  ;  oox  Eftrild  in  this  plight. 
The  puiiw^-  iv  /  •:;rn  uf  a  troubled  Wight. 
Once  was  I  guarded  with  mavortial  bands, 
Compaft  with  Princes  of  the  noble  Blood, 
Now  am  I  f^lFn  into  my  Foe-mens  hands. 
And  with  my  death  niuft  pacifie  th^ir  mood. 
O  Life,  the  harbour  of  calamities, 

0  Death,  the  haven  of  all  miferies, 

1  could  compare  my  forrows  to  thy  woe,* 
Thou  wretched  Queen  of  wrerched  Pergamusy 

'  But  that  thou  viewd'ft  thy  Enemies  overthrow, 
N/gh  to  the  Rock  of  high  Capharens. 
Thou  faw'ft  their  death,  and  then  departed'ft  thence-i 
I  muft  abide  the  VicStors  infolence. 
The  Gods  that  pitied  thy  continual  grief. 
Transformed  thy  Corps,  and  with  thy  Corps  thy  care. 
Poor  Eftrild  lives  defpairing  of  relief. 
For  Friends  in  trouble  are  but  few  and  rare. 
What,  faid  I,  few?  Ay,  few  or  none  at  all. 
For  cruel  Death  made  havock  of  them  all. 
Thrice  happy  they  whofe  fortune  was  fo  good. 
To  end  their  lives,  and  witVv  iVitu  YvNt*^  xVvdi  ^oes^ 
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Thrice  haplefs  I,  whom  Fortune  fo  withftood. 
That  cruelly  (he  gave  me  to  my  Foes* 

0  Soldiers,  is  there  any  mifery 

To  be  compared  to  Fortune's  treachery.  ' 

Lqc.  CdmBer^  this  fame  (hould  be  the  Scythian  Queeiu 
Cam.  So  may  we  judge  by  her  lamenting  word^. 
L$c.  So  fair  a  Dame  mine  Eyes  did  never  fee* 

With  floods  of  woes  ihe  feems  o'erwhelm*d  to  be* 
Cam.  O  Locrim,  hath  ihe  not  a  caufe  for  to  be  fad  { 

[Locrine  at  onepU  of  the  Sti^ 
Loc.  If  ihe  have  caufe  to  weep  for  Htmhr^s  deaths 

And  ihed  fait  tears  for  her  overthrow: 

Locrine  may  well  bewail  his  proper  grieff 

Locrine  mzy  move  his  own  peculiar  woe^ 

He  being  Conquer'd,  died  a  fpeedy  deatht 

And  felt  not  long  his  lamentable  fmart» 

1  being  a  Conqferon  live  a  lingring  Lile^ 
And  feel  the  force  of  Cmpi£s  fudden  ftrokeJ 
I  gave  him  caiife  to  die  a  fpeedy  death. 

He  left  me  caufc  to  wi(h  a  fpeedy  death. , 

0  that  fweet  Face  painted  with  Nature's  dyet 
Thofe  rofeal  Cheeks  mixt  with  a  fnowy  whiter 
That  decent  Neck  furpaffing  Itory, 

Thofe  comely  Breafts  which  f%MU  well  might  fpite# 
Are  like  to  fnares  which  wily  fowlers  wrought. 
Wherein  my  yielding  Heart  is  prifoner  aught; 
The  golden  treffes  of  her  dainty  Mair, 
Which  (hine  like  Rubies  glittering|  with  the  Sun, 
Have  fo  entrap'd  poor  Locrin^s  love-fick  M^art, 
That  from  the  fame  no  way  it  can  be  won. 
How  true  is  that  which  oft  I  heard  declar'd. 
One  dram  of  Joy  muft  have  a  pound  of  Core. 

Efi.  Hard  is  their  fall,  who  from  a  Golden  Cr0wn 
Are  caft  into  a  Sea  of  wretchednefs. 

Loc.  Hard  is  their  thrall,  who  by  Cnfid^s  frown 
Are  wrapt  ih  Wavies  of  endlefs  caret ulnefs. 

Efi.  O  Kingdom*  Objeft  to  all  miferies. 

Loc.  O  Love,  the  extream'll  of  all  extremities. 

[Goes  imo  his  Chair  I 

Sold.  My  Lord,  in  ranfacktng  the  Scjthian  Tecits^ 

1  fouiid  this  Lzdy^  and  to  matv\u& 
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That  earneft  Zeal  I  bear  unto  your  Grace, 
I  here  prefent  her  to  your  Majefty. 

Another  Sold.  He  lies,  my  Lord,  I  foulxl  the  Lady  firft. 
And  here  prefent  her  to  your  Majefty. 

1  Sold.  Prefumptuous  Villain,  wilt  thou  take  my  prize  f 
a  Sold.  Nay,  rather  thou  depriv'ft  me  of  my  right. 

3  Sold.  Refign  thy  Title,  Caitive,  unto  me. 
Or  with  my  Sword  Til  pierce  thy  Cowards  Loins. 

2  Sold.  Soft  words,  good  Sir,  'tis  not  enough  to  fpeal : 
A  barking  Dog  doth  feldom  Strangers  bite. 

Loc.  Unreverent  Villains,  ftrive  you  in  our  fight  ? 
Take  them  hence.  Jailor,  to  the  Dungeon, 
There  let  them  lye  and  try  their  quarrel  out. 
But  thou,  fair  Princefs,  be  no  whit  difmay'd. 
But  rather  joy  that  Locrine  favours  thee. 

Eft.  How  can  he  favour  me  that  flew  mySpoufe? 

Loc.  The  chance  of  War,  my  Love,  toojc  him  from  thee. 

Eft.  But  Locrine  was  the  caufer  of  his  itiXh. 

Loc.  He  was  an  Enemy  to  Locrine* s  State, 
And  flew  my  noble  Brother  jilhanaH. 

Eft.  But  he  was  link'd  to  me  in  Marriage-bond, 
And  would  you  have  me  love  his  fliughtercr  } 

Loc.  Better  to  live,  thai^  not  to  live  at  all. 

Eft.  Better  to  die  renown'd  for  chaftity. 
Than  live  with  fhame  and  endlefs  infamy. 
What  would  the  common  fort  report  of  me. 
If  I  forget  my  love,  and  cleave  to  thee? 

Loc.  Kings  need  not  fear  the  vulgar  fentences. 

Eft.  But  Ladies  muft  regard  their  honeft  Name* 

Loc.  Is  it  a  fhame  to  live  in  Marriage-bonds  ? 

Eft.  No,  but  to  be  a  Strumpet  to  a  King. 

Loc.  If  thou  wilt  yield  to  L^criWs  burning  Love, 
Thou  (halt  be  Queen  of  fair  Albania. 

Eft.  But  Guendeline  will  undermine  my  State. 

Loc.  Upon  mine  Honour,  thou  fhalt  have  no  harm« 

Eft.  Then  lo,  brave  Locrine^  Eftrild  yields  xo  thee. 
And  by  the  gods,  whom  thou  deft  invocace. 
By  the  dread  Ghoft  of  thy  deceafed  Sire, 
By  thy  right-hand,  and  by  thy  burning  Love, 
Take  pity  on  poor  Eftrild*s  wretched  thrall. 

Ccri.  Harh  Locrine  then  fotgpt  K\s  GHenclcfinc^ 
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Thtt  thus  he  courts  the  Scythians  Paramour  { 
What,  are  th^  words  of  Brnte  fo  foon  forgot  ? 
Are  my  deferts  fo  quickly  out  of  mind  f 
Have  I  been  faithful  to  thy  Sire  now  dead? 
Have  I  proteded  thee  froti  Humberts  hand. 
And  do'ft  thou  quit  me  with  Ungratitude! 
Is  this  the  guerdon  for  my  grievous  wounds? 
Is  this  the  Honour  for  my  labours  paft  ? 
Now  by  my  Sword,  Locritu^  I  fwear  to  thee. 
This  injury  of  thine  (hall  be  repaid. 

Ltc.  Uncle,  fcorn  you  your  Royal  Soveraign,^ 
As  if  we  flood  for  Cyphers  in  the  Court  ? 
Upbraid  you  me  with  thofe  your  benefits? 
Why,  it  was  a  Subjcd's  duty  fo  to  do. 
What  you  have  done  for  our  deceafed  Sire 
We  know,  and  all  know,  you  have  your  reward. 

Cori.  Avant,  proud  Princox,  brav*ft  thou  me  withal» 
Affure  thy  felf,  though  thou  be  Emperor, 
Thou  ne'er  (halt  carry  this  unpuni(hed. 

Camb.  Pardon  my  Brother,  noble  Cmneius^ 
Pardon  this  once,  and  it  (hall  be  amended. 

jifft.  Coufm,  remember  Brums  latefl  wordsy 
How  he  defired  you  to  cheri(h  them : 
Let  not  this  fault  fo  much  incenfe  your  Mind, 
Which  is  not  yet  paiTed  all  remedy. 

C§ri.  Then  Locriney  lo  I  reconcile  my  felf. 
But  as  thou  lov'ft  thy  Life,  fo  love  thy  Wife. 
But  if  thou  violate  thofe  promifes. 
Blood  and  revenge  (hall  light  upon  thy  Head« 
Come,  let  us  back  to  flately  Troynovant^  . 

Where  all  thefe  matters  (hall  be  lettled. 

Loc.  Millions  of  Devils  wait  upon  thy  SouL     \To  himfilf. 
Legions  of  Spirits  vex  thy  impious  Ghoft: 
Ten  thoufand  torments  rack  thy  curfed  bone^ 
Let  everything  that  hath  the  ufe  of  breath. 
Be  inftruments  and  workers  of  thy  death.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  Humber  ahpte^  his  Hair  hanging  over  his  Shos$Uers$  bii 
Arms  all  bhodj^  and  a  Dart  in  one  Hatsd^ 

Hnm.  What  Bafilisk  hath  hatched  in  this  placCs 
Where  every  thing  confumed  is  to  nought  ? 
What  fearful  Fury  haunts  thefe  curfed  Groves, 
Where  not  a  root  is  left  for  HHmber*%  Meat  \ 
Hath  fell  jileHo  with  envenom'd  blafts» 
Breathed  forth  poifon  in  thefe  tender  Plains  ? 
Hath  tripple  Cerberus  with  contagious  foam, 
Sow'd  Aconitum  'mongft  thefe  wither*d  Merbs  % 
Hath  dreadful  Fames  with  her  charming  rods 
Brought  barrennefs  on  every  fruitful  Tree? 
What  not  a  Rooc,  no  Fruir,  no  Beaft,  no  Bird^ 
To  nouriOi  Humber  in  this  Wildernefs? 
What  would  you  more,  you  Fiends  of  Erebus  ? 
My  very  Intrails  burn  for  want  of  drink. 
My  Bowels  cry,  Humber  give  us  fome  meat^ 
But  wretched  Humber  can  give  you  no  meat^ 
Thefe  foul  accurfed  Groves  afford  no  meat  t 
This  fruitlefs  foil,  this  ground  brings  forth  no  ineat^ 
The  Gods,  hard-hearted  Gods,  yield  me  no  meat. 
Then  how  can  Humber  give  you  any  meat  ? 

Enter  Strumbo  with  a  Pitch^for\  and  a  Scotch-Ci^; 

Strum.  How  do  you,  Mafters,  how  do  youi  ^how  have 
you  Ycap'd  hanging  this  long  time  ?  i'faith  I  have  'fcaped 
many  a  fcouring  this  Year,  but  I  thank  God  I  have  pift 
them  all  with  a  good  coufragio,  couragio,  and  my  Wife 
and  I  are  in  great  love  and  charity  now>  I  thank  my  Man- 
hood and  my  ftrength;  for  I  will  cell  you,  Mafters,  upon  i 
certain  Day  at  Night  I  came  home,  to  fay  the  very  truth, 
with  my  Stomach  full  of  Wine,  and  ran  up  into  the  Cham- 
ber, where  my  Wife  foberly  fate  rocking  my  little  Baby» 
leaning  her  back  againft  the  Bed,  Hnging  lullaby.  Now 
when  ftie  faw  me  come  with  my  Nofe  foremoft,  thinking 
that  I  had  been  Drunk,  as  I  was  indeed,  fnatch'd  up  a  Fag- 
got-ftick  in  her  hand,  and  came  furioufl/  marching  towards 
me,  with  a  big  Face,  as  though  (he  w  )uld  have  eaten  me 
at  a  bit;  thundering  out  thefe  words  unto  me*  Thou 
drunken  Knave,  where  h^ft  iKqu  been  fo  long  ?    I  ft*" 
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teach  thee  how  to  benight  me  another  time ;  and  To  ihe 
began  to  piay  Knaves  Trumps.  Now»  although  I  tremblecU 
fearing  (he  would  fet  her  ten  Commandments  in  my  Face) 
ran  within  her*  and  taking  her  luflily  by  the  middle,  I  car-» 
ried  her  valiantly  to  the  Bed*  and  flinging  her  upon  ir^ 
flung  my  felfuponher*  and  there  I  delighted  her  fo  with  the 
iport  I  made,  that  ever  after  (he  would  call  me  fweet  Hu& 
bind)  and  fo  banifti'd  brawlii^  f6r  ever;  and  to  fee  the 
^ood  Wilt  of  the  Wench,  (he  bottght  with  her  Portion  a 
Yard  of  Land,  and  by  that  I  am  now  become  one  of  the 
richeft  Men  inourPari(h.  Well,  Mafters,  what's  a. Clock { 
It  is  now  Breakfaft  time,  you  iOiiall  fee  what  Meat  I  have 
here  for  my  G^reakfaft. 

\HiJ$t$  down  dndpuUs  cm  his  yi^nals. 

Hnm.  Was  ever  Land  fo  fruitlcfs  as  this  Land  ? 
Was  ever  Grove  fo  gracelefs  as  this  Grove  ? 
Was  ever  Soil  fo  barren  as  this  Soil  / 
Oh  no:  the  Land  where  hungry  F^^j^^i  dwelt. 
May  no  ways  equalize  this  curfed  Land  ; 
No,  even  the  climate  of  the  Torrid  Zone 
JKriogs  forth  more  fruit  than  this  accurfed  Grove* 
Ne'er  came  fweet  Ceres^  ne'er  came  Fenns  here  ; 
Triptolemus  the  God  of  Husbandmen, 
Ne'er  fow'd  his  Seed  in  this  foul  Wilderneis* 
The  hunger-bitten  Dogs  of  ^chcron^ 
Chac*d  from  the  nine-fold  pHriphl^itmj 
Have  fet  their  Foot-^€ps  in  this  damned  Ground* 
The  Iron-hearted  Furies  arm'd  with  Snakes, 
Scattered  huge  Hjdrds  over  all  the  Plain;, 
Which  have  confum'd  the  Grafs,the  Herb^  the  Trees, 
Which  have  drunk  up  the  flowing  Water  Springs. 
St r umbo  hearing  his  f^ice  Jtarts  mpf  and  pmts  his  Meat  in  his 

PBckfty  fitking  to  hide  him/elf. 

Huns.  Thou  great  Commander  of  the  ftarry  Sky, 
That  guid'ft  the  Life  of  every  mortal  Wight, 
From  the  inclofures  of  the  fleetine  Clouds 
Rain  down  fome  Food,  or  eWc  t  m'ntind  dye. 
Pour  down  fome  Drink,  or  elfe  I  faint  and  dye. 
*0  Jupiter^  has  thou  fcnt  M&cwrj 
In  clowni(h  Shape  t6  minifter  fome  Food? 
Some  Meat,  fome  Meat,  fome  Meat. 

Vol.  VL  Hn  Stxw?^.^ 
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Strnm.  O  alas,  Sir,  ye  are  deceived,  I  am  not  MereMrj] 
I  am  Sfrumbo. 

Hum.  Give  me  fome  Meat,  Villain^  give  me  fome  Meat, 
Or  'gainft  this  Rock  PUMalh  thy  curfed  Brains, 
And  rend  thy  Bowels  with  my   bloody  Hands, 
Give  me  fome  Meat,  Villain*  give  me  fome  Meat. 
.    Strum*  By  the  Faith  of  my  Body,  good  Fellow,  I  had 
rather  give  a   whole  Ox,  than  that  thou  fhouldft    ferve 
tie  in  that  fort     Dafli    out  my   Brains  I     O   horrible, 
terrible.     I    think    I    have   a  quarry  of  Stones    in  soy 
Pocket. 

He  makes  4S  though  he  would  give  him  fime^  and  as  he  pm* 
teth  out  his  Haud,  enters  the  Ghojt  of  Albanad,  and 
fir  ikes  him  on  the  Hand^  and  fa  Strumbo  runs  ont^  Huin- 
ber  following  him.  [Exeunu 

Ghofl.  Lo  here  the  Gift  of  fell  Ambition^ 
Of  Ufurpation  and  of  Treachery. 
Lo  here  the  harms  that  wait  upon  all  thofe 
That  do  irtrude  them(elves  in  others  Land^ 
Which  are  not  under  jheir  Dominion.  {Exiu 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Locrine  alone. 

hoc.  Seven  Years  hath  aged  Corineim  liv*(f 
To  Locrine\  Grief,  and  fair  Efirild^nWoc^ 
And  feven  Years  more  he  hopeth  yet  to  live* 
Ohrfapreme  Jove^  annihilate  this  thought. 
^  Should  he  enjoy  the  Air's  Fruition? 
Should  fie  enjoy  the  Benefit  of  Life  3 
Should  he  contemplate  the  radiant  Sun, 
That  makes  my  Life  equal  to  dreadful  Death  I 
Venus  convey  this  Monfter  from  the  Earth, 
That  difobeyeth  thus  thy  facred  Hefts. 
Cupid  convey  this  Moafter  to  dark  Hell, 
That  difannuls  thy  Mother's  itigar'd  Laws. 
Mars  with  thy  Target  all  befet  with  Flames, 
With  murthering  Blade  bereave  him  of  his  Life^ 
That  hindreth  Locrine  in  his  fweeteft  Joys. 
Atid  yet  for  all  his  diUgent  ^t^tOt^ 
iih  vrarhful  Eyes  pierc\TvcY\VelAtvc^^^^^%  , 
^e//  have  I  ovtrmatcVd  Yus  S>x\>xV^v^i.  ^^^ 
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Nigh   ^  eueolitHm  by  the  pleafant  Lecy 

VS%ere  brackifli  Thamis  Aides  with  filver  Screams, 

Making  a  Breach  into  the  graffie  Downs* 

A  curious  Arch  of  coftly  Marble  fraught* 

Hath  Locrine  framed  underneath  the  Ground, 

The  Walls  whereof,  garniiht  with  Diamonds, 

With  Ophirs*  Rubies,  gliftering  Emeralds, 

And  interlaced  with  Sun-bripht  Carbuncles, 

Lightens  the  room  with  artificial  Day* 

And  from  the  Lee  with  Water<^flowing  Pipes 

The  moifture  is  derived  into  this  Arch, 

Where  I  have  plaC'd  fair  Elhild  fecretly. 

Tliither  eftfoons  accompanied  with  my  Page, 

I  covertly  vifit  my  Heart's  DeCre, 

Without  fufpicion  of  the  meaneft  Eye, 

For  Love  aboundeth  ftill  with  Policy. 

And  thither  flill  means  Locrine  to  repair, 

^TiW  Atrof  OS  cvx  oS  ism&  Uncle's  Life,  \Exit. 

SCENE     V. 

^  Enter  Humber  alone^  fiji^g ; 

O  vita  mifero  longa^  foelici  krevis  ! 
Eheu  malornm  fames  extremum  malum.  ^: 

Long  have  I  lived  in  this  defart  Cave* 
With  eating  Haws  and  miferable  Roots* 
Devouring  Leaves  and  beaftly  Excrements* 
Caves  were  my  Beds,  and  Stones  my  Pillowberes^ 
Fenr  was  my  Sleep,  and  Horror  was  my  Dream ; 
JPor  ftill  metbought  at  every  boifterous  Blaft, 
Kow  Locrine  comes,  now  Number  thou  muft  die; 
So  that  for  Fear  and  Hunger,  Humbert  Mind  ^ 

Can  never  reft,  but  always  trembling  ftands. 
O  what  Danubius  now  may  quench  my  Thirft  i 
-'IVhat  Eufhratesy  what  light  foot  Euripus 
^ay  now  allay  the  Fury  of  that  Hear, 
^hich  raging  in  my  Entrails  eats  me  up  ? 
^ou  ghaftly  Devils  of  the  ninefold  Stjx^ 
TTou  damned  Ghofts  of  Joy  left  Acheron, 
fc  ^ou  mournful  Souls,  vext  in  Abjjfus  Vaults* 
E  ^ou  cole-black  Devils  of  Avemus  Pond, 
^me  with  your  FkOi^iqokss  rend  my  f jLtavt^t  Ktto^^ 
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Thefe  Arms,  that  hive  fuiUio'd  thdr  AiUftcr'iS  XifeS 
Come  with  your  Razors  rip  tny  Jtewfik  Mf  9 
With  your  (harp  Fire-forjcs  cracl^  my  ftirvpd  Bones. 
Ufe  me  as  you  will,  fo  Htmhr  may  oot  live* 
Accurfed  Gods  that  rule  the  ibrry  Pol^s» 
Accurfcd  Jove^  Kinc  of  th*  iKUtC^d  God^, 
Caft  down  your  Lightning  on  poor  Himb/n^s  H^ldy 
That  I  may  leave  this  Dftath>like  I4fe  of  wiw ; 
What  hear  you  not,  and  fhjJl  not  Ummbfr  die  I 
Nay  I  will  die,  though  aU  the  45ods  f^y  n^y« 
And  gentle  jibj  take  my  trpybled  Corps^ 
Take  it  and  keep  it  from  all  .i^iprtfl  £yeS| 
That  none  may  fay»  when  I  have  loft  idv  Breatb> 
The  very  Floods  confpir'd  *gainft  Humv^%  Dea^h. 

{Flirm  lumfdfiiM  th$  JSUvir. 
Enter  the  Ghofpf  Aibanii^« 
En  c^em  fequitur,  ctdes  />  (i4Af  ^uUfia^ 

Humber  is  dead,  joy  Heav'ns,  kap  £aiib>  dMU^i:  Trees  j 

Now  may'ft  thou  reach  thy  Apples  Tantalus^ 

And  with  'em  feed  thy  kunger-bitttn  Limbs. 

Now  Sjfiphm  leav^  th<  tvimUiog  af  ^y  jRiock, 

And  reft  thy  reftlefs  Bones  upon  the  fiiaie. 

Unbind  Ixion^  cruel  Rhadamanth^ 

And  lay  proud  Hnmber  jqn  the  whirling  Wtueel. 

Back  will  I  poft  to  Hell  Moqth  T^narHs^ 

And  pafs  Cecytus^  to  the  Elj/ian  Ficfcfs^ 

And  tell  my  Father  BrntHs  of  this  News.  [£»jf. 

A  C  T   V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Ate  as  before.  ]%(m  le4diftl  CreonV  IheftghfP.  Mo 
dea  following^  4  GsrUfid  w  h§r  Hmd^  4ft4  fi^^in^  U  ^ 
CreonV  Dsughter's  He^d^  fitwb  it  #»  Fifr^k  4m4  tkm  kjh 
ling  Jafon  and  her 9  defaris. 

Ate*  "^T  ON"  tarn  Trinacriis  exafittat  o£/m  tMverms^ 
X^   Lafa  furtive  q¥4m  cer  muUeris  ammrt. 

JMedea  feeing  Jafon  leave  her  Lov^^ 
And  chufe  the  Dauehter  of  the  Theban  ICing, 
Went  to  her  devilim  Ch^rnss  tp  wofi:  H^yegge ; 
And  raifiqg  up  the  tripU  HecMe^ 
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With  all  the  rowr  of  the  corfdcrtmed  Fiends, 

Framed  a  Garland  by  her  toagick  Skill, 

With  which  (he  wrought  Jafin  and  Crr^n's  IlL 

So  GuendeUne  fteing  her  felf  mifus'd. 

And  Hummer's  Paimi^tiTPoffefft  bet  place. 

Flies  to  the  Dukedom  mComnhi^i 

And  with  her  Bro^har  flbttt  Thrdjk^aehmj 

Gathering  a  PdWtf  of  CdrHiJh  Sbldier^ 

Gives  BjMef  to  hd:  HusSiand  and  his^  Hoft, 

Nigh  to  the  River  of  gfeit  Mtrci^ : 

The  Chances  of  dds  drfmal  MaiTacre, 

That  which  cnfurth  fltortly  will  unfold.  {Exit. 

S  C  E  M  E    II. 

jE^^Loa-ine,  (!^mbef,  Affara€M»  ^n^  Thr»fiinachus. 

^j[a.  But  tell  ne,  Cbufin,  dy'^d'  my  Brother  fo  i 
Now  who  is  left  to  hapldfs  Albion,^ 
That  as  a  Pillar  mig^t  uphold  our  Stite, 
That  might  ftrike  Terror  to  our  darirfg  JFoes  ? 
Now  who  is  left  ta  hapkfs  tritanj^ 
That  might  defend  her  from  ttie  blf b'rous  Hands 
Of  thofe  that  ftill  defire  her  ruiibU^  fall» 
And  feek  to  work  her  downfal  and  decay  ? 

Cam,  Ay  0ncle,  Death's  our  common  Enemy* 
And  none  but  iDeatbdan  match  our  mitchkfs  Power; 
Witnefs  the  Fall  of  Alkdnems  CrtWj 
Witnefs  the  Fall  of  Humber  and  his  tlunns^ 
And  this  foul  Death  hath  now  increased  our  Woe, 
By  taking  Cmneius  from  this  Lift » 
And  in  his  room  leaving  us  Worlds  of  Care* 

Tbra.  But  none  may  more  bewail  his  mournfid  Hearfe^ 
Than  I  that  am  the  iflue  of  his  ^oitis, 
'  Now  foul  befal  that  curfed  Hufhber's  Throat, 
That  was  thd  caufer  df  his  tingring  WoUnd. 

Loc.  Tears  cannot  raife  him  from  the  Dead  again^, 
But  where*s  my  Lady  Miftrefs  GuendeUne  i 

Thra.  In  Coruwatly  Locrine,  is  my  Sifter  nov, 
Providing  for  my  Father's  Funeral. 

Loc.  And  let  her  there  provide  Ker  itiounling  Weeds, 
And  mourn  Tor  ever  her  own  Wido^-Vvdod> 
:iUi'cr /hill /he  come  within  our  PiUct  Q%Xft\ 

Nn.j 
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To  countercheck  brave  Lccrine  in  his  Love. 
Go>  Boy,  to  DeHColimm,  down  the  Lee^ 
Unto  the  Arch  where  lovely  Efirild  lies. 
Bring  her  and  Sabren  flraic  unto  the  Court, 
She  Hi  all  be  Queen  in  GHindelinis  xoom^ 
Let  others  wail  for  CorineiMs  Deaths 
I  mean  not  fo  to  macerate  Wf  Mind, 
For  him  that  barr*d  me  from  my  Heart's  Defire. 

Thra.  Hath  Locrine  then  forfook  his  GiUfuUUtte  I 
Is  CorimiHs  death  fo  (bon  forgot  / 
If  there  be  Gods  in  Heav'n,  as  fure  there  be  ; 
If  there  be  Fiends  in  Hell»  as  needs  there  mufty 
TTiey  will  revenge  this  thy  notorious  wrong. 
And  pour  their  Plagues  upon  thy  curfed  Head. 

Lpc.  Whaty  prat'ft  thou*  Peafimt,  to  thy  Soveratgn  ? 
Or  art  thou  ftrucken  in  fome  Extafie  ? 
Doft  thou  not  tremble  at  our  Royal  Looks  ? 
Doll  thou  not  quake  when  mighty  Locrine  frowns? 
Thou  beardlefs  Boy,  were't  not  that  Locrine  fcoms 
To  vex  his  Mind'with  fuch  a  Meartlefs  Child, 
With  the  (harp  Point  of  this  my  Battel-axe, 
I'd  fend  thy  Soul  to  PmypUegitonm 

Thrd.  Though  I  be  young  and  of  a  tender  Age,' 
Yet  will  I  cope  with  Lecrine  when  he  dares. 
My  noble  Father,  with  hisconquVing  Sword, 
Slew  the  two  Giants  Kings  of  j^qmitdin. 
ThrafimachHs  is  not  fo  degenerates^ 
That  he  fiiould  fear  and  tremble  at  the  loo|»» 
Or  taunting  Words  of  a  Venerean  Squire* 

Loc.  Menaced  thou  thy  Royal  Soveraign  ? 
Uncivil,  not  befeeming  fuch  as  you. 
Injurious  Traitor  (for  ne  is  no  left 
That  at  Defiance  ftandeth  with  his  King) 
Leave  thefe  thy  Taunts,  leave  thefe  thy  bragging  Words^ 
Unlcfs  thou  meao'ft  to  leave  thy  wretchecf  Life^ 
Thrd.  If  Princes  ftain  their  glorious  Dignity 
With  ugly  fpots  of  monflrous  Infamy, 
They  leefe  their  former  Eftimation, 
And  throw  themfelves  into  a  Hell  of  hate. 

Zoc.  Wilt  thou  abufe  my  gentle  Patience, 
As  rhougK  thou  didft  qui  Vi\^  ^\^^\tj!i\ixt  C^^^ 
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Proud  Boy,  that  thou  may'ft  know  thy  Prince  is  mev'd, 
Yci,  greatly  mov'd  at  this  thy  fwelling  Pride, 
We  banifli  thee  for  ever  from  our  Court. 

Thra.  Then,  lofel  Locrine^  look  unto  thy  felf, 
ThraJimachHs  will  revenge  this  Injury.  [Exit. 

Loc.  Farewel,  proud  Boy,  and  learn  to  ufe  thy  Tongue. 

jtJTd.  Alas,  my  Lord,  youfhould  have  called  to  miod 
The  lateft  Words  that  Brutus  fpake  to  you. 
How  he  defir'd  you,  by  the  Obedience 
That  Children  ought  to  bear  their  Sire, 
To  loue  and  favour  Lady  Gu€ndelin$  c 
Confider  this,  that  if  the  Injury 
Do  move  her  mind,  as  certainly  it  will. 
War  and  DilTention  follows  fpeedily. 
What  though  her  Power  be  not  fo  great  as  yoms. 
Have  you  not  ftcn  a  mighty  Elephant 
Slain  by  the  biting  of  a  filly  Moufe  ? 
Even  fo  the  chance  of  War  inconftant  is. 

Loc.  Peace.  Unkle,  Peace,  and  ceafe  to  talk  hereof ; 
For  he  that  feeks  by  whifpering  this  or  that. 
To  trouble  Locrine^  in  bis  fweeteft  Life, 
Let  him  perfwade  himfelf  to  die  the  Death. 

Enter  the  Pdge^  wth  Eftrild  oftd  Sabren,^ 

Efi.  Ofay  me,  Page,  tell  me,  where  is  the  King? 
Wherefore  doth  he  fend  for  me  to  the  Court  ? 
Is  it  to  die  ?  is  it  to  end  my  Life  ? 
Say  me,  fweet  Boy,  tell  me  and  do  not  feign. 

Page.  No,  truft  me,  Madim,  if  you  wilt  credit  the  little 
Honelly  that  is  yet  left  me,  there  i^  no  fuch  Danger  as  you 
fear,  but  prepare  your  felf,  yonder*s  the  King. 

E/f.  Then,  EfiriU,  life  thy  dazled  Spirits  up,  iKueelwg. 
And  blefs  that  blefled  time,  that  Day,  tiiat  Hour, 
That  warlike  tacrine  firft  did  favour  thee. 
Peace  to  the  King  of  Britaty^  my  Love, 
Peace  to  all  thofe  that  love  and  favour  him, 

Lee.  Doth  EftrtU  fall  with  fuch  Submil^on  [Taking  her  uf. 
Before  her  Servant  King  of  Jtlbion  f 
Arife,  fair  Lady,  leave  this  lovely  Chear, 
Lift  up  thofe  Looks  that  cherifli  Locrinfs  Heart,  j 

Jhat  I  may  freely  view  that  rofeal  Face,  " 

15  n  i^  ^Vv^ 
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Which  fo  iatangled  hath  my  love-fick  Breaft* 

Now  to  the  Court,  where  we  will  court  it  out. 

And  pafs  the  Night  and  Day  in  Pirnu  Sports. 

Frolickf  brive  Peors,  be  joyful  with  your  Kiog.  [Extmit, 

SCENE    HI. 

£/9rfr  Gueodeline,  ThraGouchus,  Madan,  and  ScUicrs. 

Guen.  You  gentle  Winds  that  with  your  modeft  Bhfts 
Pars  through  the  Circuit  of  the  Heav'nly  Vault* 
Enter  the  Clouds  unto  the  Throne  of  jovc^ 
And  bear  my  Pray  Vs  to  his  all-hearing  Ears, 
For  Locrine  hath  forfaken  GuendeUftCf 
And  learnt  to  love  proud  Humtc/s  Coacubine. 
You  happy  Sprites  that  in  the  Concave  Sky» 
With  pJeaiant  Joy,  enjoy  your  fwectcft  Love, 
Shed  forththofe  Tears  with  me,  which  then  youlhed^ 
When  firft  you  woo'd  your  Ladies  to  your  Wills : 
Thofe  Tears  are  fittcft  for  my  woful  Cafe, 
Since  Locrine  ihuns  my  nothing-pleafant  Face* 
Blufh  Heav'ns^  blufh  Sun,andhide  thy  fhining.Beams, 
Shadow  thy  radiant  Locks  in  gloomy  Clouds» 
Deny  thy  chearful  Ligjbt  unto  the  World, 
Where  nothing  reigns  but  Falftiood  and  Deceit. 
What,  fiiid  h  FaliHood  ?  Ay,  that  filthy  Crime, 
For  Locrine  hath  forfaken  Gfundeline. 
Behold  the  Heav'ns  do  wail  for  GMtudeUne  : 
The  ihining  Sun  doth  hhxQx  for  Gitendeline  i 
i  The  liquid  Air  doth  weep  for  Gumdeline : 
The  very  Ground  doth  groan  for  Gitendeline. 
Ay,  they  are  milder  than  the  Britain  King, 
For  he  rejedeth  lucklefs  GmndeliHe. 

Thra.  Sifter,  complaioes  aro  bootkfs  in  this  caufc. 
This  open  wronc  muft  have  an  open  Plague  : 
This  Plague  muft  be  repaid  with  grievous  War, 
This  War  muft  finifli  with  Locrinm  Death, ^ 
His  Death  will  foon  ex^tinguiih  our  Complaints. 

Guen.  O  no,  his  Death  wittmore  augment  my  woes; 
He  was  my  Husband,  brave  Thr^ifimdchms^ 
More  dear  to  me  than  th^  apple  of  mine  Eyet 
'Nor  can  I  find  in  Heart  to  work  his  Scathe. 

Tira»  Madam,  if  not  ^out  ^to^ctltJ^wi^ 

Nor  my  Exile,  can  mov^  70U  to  wNtc^^^  \ 
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Think  on  our  Father  Ccrineius  Words, 

His  Words  to  us  (iand  alwa js  fot  a  Law. 

Should £tfcn>fe  Iive»  chat  cau&M  my  FitberV  Death} 

should  Locrine  live^  chat  now  divorcetb  you  i 

The  Heav*ns^  the  £arrb»  the  Air,  the  Frre  reclauns; 

find  then  why  ihould  all  we  deny  the  iamc  \ 

Gnen.  Then  henceforth  farewel  womaaiih  Complaints, 
h\\  childiih  Pity  henceforth  then  farewel : 
But  curfed  Locriut^  look  unto  thy  felf« 
For  Netnefis^  the  Miftrefs  of  Revenge, 
Sits  arm*d  at  all  Points  on  our  dtfinal  Blades, 
And  curfed  Efirildt  that  inflam'd  bis  Hearr, 
Shall,  if  I  live,  die  a  reproachful  Deaths 

Mad.  Mother,,  tho'  Nature  mak«s  me  to  lament 
IVly  lucklefs  Father's  froward  Letcbery;. 
Yet  for  he  wrongs  my  Lady  Mother,  thus, 
[,  if  I  could,  my  felf  would  work  his.  Deaxh. 

7%ra.  See,  Madam,  fee,,  the  deiire  of  Revenge 
[s  in  the  Children  of  a  tender  Age. 
Forward^  brave  Soldiers*  into  Mercia, 
Where  we  (hall  brave  the  Coward  co  his  Face,  £xtMMtm 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  Locrine^  Eftrild,  Sabren,  AfTarachus,  and  the  Soldiers^ 

Loc.  Tc\lme^  j^jfarachus,  are  the  Or»i/&  Chuffs 
In  fuch  great  number  come  to  Mercia, 
And  have  they  pitched  there  their  Hofl, 
So  clofe  unto  our  Royal  Manfion  ? 

j4jfa.  They  are,  my  Lord,  and  mean  incontinent 
To  bid  Defiance  to  your  Majefly. 

Loc.  It  makes  me  laugh,  to. think  that  Guemleline 
Should  have  the  Heart  to  come  in^  Arms  againfl  me. 

Efi.  Alas,  my  Lord*  the  Horfe  wilt  lun  amain 
When  as  the  Spur  doth  gall  him  to  the  Bone ;. 
Jealoude,  Locrine^  hath  a  wicked  fling. 

Loc.  Say  ft  thou  fo,  EflriU^  Beauty's  Paragon? 
Well,  we  will  try  her  Choler  to  the  Proof, 
And  make  her  know»  Locrine  can  brook  no  braves* 
March  on,  Affarachusy  thoa  mull  lead  the  way. 
And  bring  us  to  their  proud  Pavilioa.  {Emw/x 
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SCENE   V. 

Enter  thtGhofi  of  Coxxntvo:^  with  Thunder  and  Lightmng. 

Ghoft.  Behdd,  the  Circuit  of  the  tpirt  Sky 
Throws  forth  fad  Throbs,  and  grievous  Sufpirs, 
Prejudicating  Locrinc  %  Overthrow : 
The  Fire  cafteth  forth  Airo  darts  of  Flames, 
The  great  Foundation  of  the  triple  World 
Trembleth  and  quaketh  with  a  mighty  Noife^ 
Prefaging  bloody  Maflacres  at  hand. 
The  wandriQg  Birds  that  flutter  fn  the  dark. 
When  hellilh  Night  in  cloudy  Chariot  feated^ 
Cafteth  her  mifts  on  (hady  Tellus  Face, 
With  fable  Mantles  covering  all  the  Earth, 
Now  flies  abroad  amid  the  chearful  Day, 
Foretelling  fome  unwonted  Mifcry. 
The  fnarling  Curs  of  darkned  Tartarusy 
Sent  from  Avernns  Ponds  by  Rhadamanth^ 
With  howling  Ditties  peftcr  ev'ry  Wood ; 
The  watrv  Ladies,  and  the  lightfoot  rawns^ 
And  all  the  rabble  of  the  woody  Nymphs, 
All  trembling  hide  themfelves  in  (hady  Groves, 
And  ihrowd  themfelves  in  hideous  hallow  Pits. 
The  boifterous  Boreas  thundreth  forth  Revenge : 
The  ftony  Rocks  cry  out  on  fharp  Revenge : 
The  thorny  Bufh  pronounceth  dire  Revenge* 

[ScMnd  the  ^Marttm^ 

Now  Corineim  ftay  and  fee  Revenge, 

And  feed  thy  Soul  with  Locrinis  Overthrow, 

Behold  they  come,  the  Trumpets  call  them  forth: 

The  roaring  Drums  fummon  the  Soldiers. 

Lo  where  their  Army  gliftereth  on  the  Plains. 

Throw  forth  thy  Lightning,  mighty  yupiter^ 

And  pour  thy  Plagues  on  curfed  Locrinii  Head.  [Standnfid^. 

Enter   Locrine,  Eftrild,  AfTirachus,  Sabren  4M  their  Sol- 
diers at  one  Door;  ThraHmachus,  Gucndeline»  Madan,  at^ 
their  Followers  at  another. 
Loc.  What,  is  the  Tiger  ftartcd  from  his  Cave  ? 

Is  Guendeline  come  from  Cornnbia^ 

That  thus  (he  htivtlh  Locrine  to  the  Teeth  ? 

And  haft  thou  found  tVv\ne  KxmoMt^  ^uwj  Boy^^ 
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Accompanied  with  %hck  thy  ftragling  Mates  { 
Believe  roe  but  this  Enterprize  was  bold» 
And  well  deferveth  Commendation* 

Guen,  Ay^LocriKC^Trzittrous  LocrwcyWt are comen 
Wit)i  full  pretence  to  feek  thine  Overthrow* 
iVhathave  I  done  that  thou  (hould  ft  fcoromethusi 
What  have  I  faid  that  thou  (houldfl;  me  rejed  i 
Have  I  been  difobedient  to  thy  Words  { 
l^ave  I  bewray'd  thy  arcane  Secrecy  i 
Have  I  diihonoured  thy  Marriage  Bed 
With  filthy  Crimes,  or  with  lafcivious  Luflsi 
Nay  it  is  thou  that  haft  diftionour'd  it> 
Thy  filthy  Mind  overcome  with  filthy  Lufls, 
Yieldeth  unto  A£Fe&ions  filthy  Darts. 
Unkind,  thou  wrong'ft  thy  firft  and  trueft  fear. 
Unkind,  thou  wrong^  thy  beft  and  deareft  Friend ; 
Unkind,  thou  fcorn'ft  all  utilful  Brutus  Laws, 
Forgetting  Father,  Uncle,  and  thy  felf. 

Eft.  Believe  me,  Loeritte^  but  the  Girl  is  wife. 
And  well  would  feem  to  make  a  Veftal  Nun, 
How  finely  frames  (he  her  Oration. 

Thra.  Lecrine^  we  came  not  here  to  fight  with  Wordf, 
Words  that  can  never  win  the  Vifiory, 
But  for  you  are  fo  merry  in  your  Frumpy, 
Lfnlheath  your  Swords,  and  try  it  out  by  force, 
That  we  may  fee  who  hath  the  better  hand. 

Loc.  Think'Athoutodareme,boId71^r4/!ii9!;4ri&i!f/f 
Think*ft  thou  to  fear  me  with  thy  taunting  braves. 
Or  do  we  feem  too  weak  to  cope  with  thee/ 
Soon  ihalll  ihew  thee  my  fine  cutting  Blade, 
And  with  my  Sword,  the  Meflenger  of  Death, 
Seal  thee  an  acquittance  for  thy  bold  attempts.       [Exeunt. 
Sound  thJ(jilarum.     Enter  Locrine,  Aflarachus,  and  a  Sel^ 

dier  at  one  Deor^  Guenddine,  Thrafimachus,  at  another : 

Locrine  and  his  Followers  driven  bacl^ 

Then  Locrine  and  Eftrild  enter  again  in  amaz^e. 

Loc.  O  fair  Eftrilda,  we  have  loft  the  Field, 
Thraftmachtishzth  won  the  Vidory, 
And  we  are  left  to  be  a  Laughing-ftock, 
Scofc  at  by  thofe  that  are  our  Enemies, 
Ten  thoufand  Soldiers  arm'd  with  SnwotA  ^vv^  ^\€A> 
f^fVstihgmB^  an  hundred  thoufand  Mot>  '^^ 
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Thrajimachm  inc^ft  with  fuming  Ire, 

Rageth  amongft  the  hmt^^n  Soldiers^ 

Like  to  grim  Mars^  when  cmtfA  with  his  Target 

He  fought  with  Viomtdes  in  the  Fidd, 

Ciofe  by  the  Banks  of  filver  SitMis.        [S^mul  tbejttirm. 

O  lovely  Eftrild  now  the  Chafe  bcginf. 

Ne'er  (hall  we  fee  the  ftately  Tr&jmvant 

Mounted  with  Courfers  garnifht  all  with  Peirlr, 

Ne'er  (hall  we  view  the  fair  Concordia, 

Unlefs  as  Captives  we  be  thither  brought. 

Shall  Locrine  then  be  taken  Prifoner, 

By  fuch  a  youngling  as  ThrafimachMs  t 

Shall  GHendeline  captivate  my  Love? 

Ne'er  ihall  mine  Eyes  behold  chat  difffld  hour. 

Ne'er  will  I  view  that  ruthful  Speftacle, 

For  with  my  Sword,  or  this  (harp  Curtle-Axe, 

1*11  cut  in  funder  my  Accurfed  Heart. 

But  O  you  Judges  of  the  ninefold  Stjx^ 

Which  with  ince(rant  Torments  ratrk  the  Ghofts 

Within  the  bottomfeft  ^6yjfms  Pits, 

You  Gods,  Commanders  of  the  Heav'flly  Spheres, 

Whofe  Will  and  Laws  irrevocable  flaitd^ 

Forgive,  forgive,  this  foul  accurfed  Sin; 

Forget,  O  Gods,  this  foul  condemned  fault : 

And  now  my  Sword,  that  infbmaity  Fights*  [JCiffes  hi$ Swtrl 

Haft  fav'd  the  Life  of  Brmus  and  hi  J  Son, 

End  now  his  Life  that  wifheth  ffili  for  Death, 

Work  now  his  Death  that  wifhcth  (WW  for  Death, 

Work  now  his  Death  that  hateth  ftiff  hit  Life, 

Farewel,  fair  Ejhild,  Beauty *s  Paragon, 

Framed  in  the  front  of  forlorn  Miferies, 
\  Yit'er  fhall  mine  Eyes  behold  thySuit-(hine  Eyer, 

But  when  we  meet  in  the  Efy^n  Fields, 

Thither  I  go  before  with  haften'd  pace. 

Farewel,  vain  World,  and  thy  inticing  Snares. 

Farewel,  foul  Sin,  and  thy  inticing  Pleafurcs, 

And  welcome  Death,  the  end  of  Mortal"  fmart^ 

Welcome  to  Lccrin^s  over-burrhen'd  Heart. 

[Thrujls  himfelf  throHgh  with  his  Saml 
Eft.  Break  Heart  with  Sobs  and  grievous  Sufpirs, 

Scream  forth  you  Tears  from  loxtVi  m^  ^\\rj  ^^^« 
Help  mc  to  mouro  for  waiVVk^  Locrin^V'Si^^         "^^^^ 
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Pour  down  your  Tfw  yon  wttry  i^tgioD^ 
For  mighty  I^ifte  is  bcjreft  of  Life. 
O  fickle  ForcuDC,  O  uofiable  World, 
What  elfe  are  all  thing$^  that  tbb  Globe  coQtaiuSy 
But  a  confufed  Chaos  of  mtOxz^l 
Wherein  ai  in  a  Qlals  w^laioly  feCt 
Thai:  jJl  ws  U^U  is  but  a Ir/agedyj 
Since  migbty  Kings  ai^{ubje&  to  mifliapf 
Ay,  mighty  Kings  are  f^\>^&  to  siiQiapt 
Since  nurtial  L$crin€  is  bereft  of  Life» 
Shall  Eftrild  live  then  after  Ucrints  Death  ? 
Shal)  love  of  Life  bar  her  from  Lflcrim*%  Sword  i 
O  no,  this  Sword  that  bath  bereft  his  Life^ 
Shall  now  deprive  me  of  my  fleeting  Soul;: 
Strengthen  thefe  Htndsy  O  m^hty  JupUer^ 
That  I  may  end  my  wo/ill  Mikry^ 
L^tcrine  I  come*  JUcrhe  I  follow  thee.  [KiUs  hn"  (kif. 

SoHod  the  AUrum*    Enter  Sabreo* 
Sab.  What  doleful  Sight,  what  r^thful  $pe&acU 
Hath  Fortune  offered  to  my  haplefs  Heart  ? 
My  Fach^  {l«in  with  fuch  a  faul  Sword^ 
My  Motjier  inurthered  by  a  mortal  wound? 
What  Thracian  .Dog»  what  barbarous  Mirmid§»^ 
Would  not  relent  at  iiicb  a  rutbful  cafe  i 
What  fierce  Achilles^  what  hard  ftony  Flint, 
Would  not  bemoan  this  mournful  Tragedy  I 
Locrwcy  the  Map  of  Magnanimity, 
Lies  (laughter*d  in  his  foul  accurfed  Cave; 
Efirild^  the  perfeft  pattern  of  Renown, 
Nature's  (ble  wonder,  in  whofe  beauteous  Breads 
All  Heav'nly  Grace  and  Virtue  wasinlhrin^d. 
Both  mada^red  are  dead  within  this  Cave, 
And  with  them  dies  fair  PaIUs  ^d  fweet  Love. 
Here  lies  a  Sword,  and  Sabren  hath  a  Heart, 
This  blefTed  S>^ord  (haiU  cut  my  curfed  Heart. 
:A||l4Jbring  my  Soul  unto  my  Parents  Ghofts, 
That  they  that  live  af)d  view  our  Tragedy, 
May  mourn  our  cafe  with  mournful  Plaudites; 

lOfirst^kfUhirfilf. 
Ay  me,  my  Virgins  Hands  are  too  too  weal^ 
Tdl^enetrate  the  bulwark  of  my  Bceaft< 
My  Fingers,  us'd  to  tone  the  aX90CQBt&l.>aX^  V* 
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Are  not  of  force  to  hold  this  fteely  Glaive, 
So  I  am  left  to  wail  my  Parents  Death. 
Not  able  for  to  work  my  proper  Death* 
Ah  Locrine^  honoured  for  tny  Noblenefs. 
Ah  Eftrild^  famous  for  thy  Conftancy. 
Ill  may  they  fare  that  wrought  your  mortal  Ends. 
Enter  Guendeline,Thra(imachus,  Madan,  Md  the  S$ldiers. 

Gnen.  Search  Soldiers,  fearch,  find  Locrine  and  his  Love^ 
Find  the  proud  Strumpet,  Humberts  Concubine, 
That  I  may  change  thofe  her  fo  pleafing  Looks, 
To  pale  and  ignominious  Afped. 
Find  me  the  Iflfue  of  their  curfed  Love, 
Find  me  young  Sabren,  Locrine*^  only  Joy, 
That  I  may  glut  my  Mind  with  lukewarm  Bloody 
Swiftly  difiilling  from  the  Baftard's  breait. 
My  Father's  Ghoft  flill  haunts  me  for  Revenge, 
Crying ;  Revenge  my  over-haflened  Death. 
My  Brother's  Exile,  and  mine  own  Divorce, 
Banith  remorfe  clean  from  my  brazen  Heart, 
All  Mercy  from  mine  adamantive  Breafls. 

Thra.  Nor  doth  thy  Husband,  lovely  GuendeUnt^ 
That  wonted  was  to  guide  our  fiarlefs  Steps, 
Enjoy  this  Light;  fee  where  he  murdred lies: 
By  lucklefs  Lot  and  froward  frowning  Fate* 
And  by  him  lies  his  lovely  Paramour  ' 

Fair  Eftrild  goared  with  a  difmal  Sword, 
And  as  it  feems,  both  murdred  by  themfelves,^ 
Clafping  each  other  in  their  feebled  Arms, 
With  loving  zeal,  as  if  for  Company 
Their  uncontented  Corps  were  yet  content 
To  pafs  foul  Stjx  in  Charofis  Ferry-boat, 

Guen.  And  hath  proud  Efirild  then  prevented  me^ 
Hath  (he  efcaped  Guendelinats  Wrath, 
By  violently  cutting  off  her  Life? 
Would  God  (he  had  the  monftrous  H]drd%  Lives^ 
That  every  hour  (he  might  have  died  a  Death 
Worfe  than  the  fwing  of  old  Ixieff%  Wheel, 
And  every  hour  revive  to  die  again. 
As  TittHt  bound  to  houflefs  Caucafon^ 
Doth  feed  the  Subftance  of  his  own  mi(ha^^ 
And  every  Day  for  want  ot  "^ood  AoAv  ^\tv 
And  every  Night  doth  livt  a^uti  xo  A;\t% 


vs^^ 
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Butftay>  methinksi  I  hear  fdme  fainting  Voice^ 
Mournfully  weeping  for  their  lucklefs  Death. 

Sab.  You  Mountain  Nvo^phs  which  in  thefe  Defarts  reign^ 
Ceafe  off  your  hafty  chale  of  Savage  Beafts> 
Prepare  to  fee  a  Heart  oppreft  with  Care» 
Addrefs  your  Ears  to  bear  a  mournful  Stile» 
No  human  Strength^  no  Work  can  work  my  Wca^ 
Care  in  my  Heart  fd^  Tyrant  like  doth  deal. 
You  Driades  and  lightfoot  Satjri^ 
You  gracious  Fairies,  which  at  Even-tide 
Your  Clofets  leave  with  Heav'nly  Beauty  ftor'd. 
And  on  your  Shoulders  fpread  your  golden  Locks, 
You  favage  Bears  in  Caves  and  darken'd  Dens> 
Come  wail  with  me  the  martial  Lecrine^s  Death. 
Come  mourn  with  me,  for  beauteous  £/r/7^'s  Death* 
Ah  loving  Parents  little  do  you  know, 
What  Sorrow  Sabren  fuffers  for  your  thralf. 

Guen.  But  may  this  be>  and  is  it  poffible^ 
Lives  Sahren  yet  to  expiate  my  Wrath  ? 
Fortune  I  thank  thee  for  this  Courtefie, 
And  let  me  never  fee  one  profperous  hour^ 
If  Sabrcn  die  not  a  reproachful  Death. 

Sab.  Hard-hearted  Death,  that  when  the  wretched  calH 
Art  fartheft  ofi>  and  ieidom  hear'ft  at  all. 
But  in  the  midft  of  Fortune's  good  Succef^, 
Uncalled  comes,  and  iheersour  Life  in  twain : 
When  will  that  hour*  that  blelTed  hour  draw  nigh. 
When  poor  diftrefTed  Sahren  may  be  gone. 
Sweet  AtrofQi  cut  oflF  my  fatal  Thread, 
What  art  thou  Death*  (hall  not  poor  Sabren  die? 

Guendeline  tal^ng  her  bj  the  Chin^f^s^ 
,  yes,  Sabren  fhaii  furely  die, 
Tho'  all  the  World  fhouid  feek  to  fave  her  Life, 
And  not  a  common  Death  fhall  Sabren  die. 
But  after  ft  range  and  grievous  Puni(hments, 
Shortly  inflided  on  thy  Baftard's  Head, 
Thou  (halt  be  caft  into  the  curfed  Streams 
And  feed  the  Fiflies  with  thy  tender  Flefh. 

Salr.  And  think'ft  thou  then,  thou  cruel  Homicide, 
That  thefe  thy  Deeds  fliall  be  unpuniiKtd^^ 
NoTraito/j  no,  ti>e  Gods  will  vti^gcxVifcfe'^w^^        ,^ 


Guen.  YesDamfe 


